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Introduction 


During the later of the forty-four years of his lifetime, Robert 
Louis Stevenson became a world legend. Now, more than a hal^ 
century after his death, he has been made a victim 
mvth. Shorn of the romantic attitudes assumed by andJo. h.u 
he still retains a generous share of his reputation. The role 
posturer, moralizer, courageous invalid, bohemian, wanderer ant 
sentimentalist is forgotten. That myth died in pathos. The reality, 
however, revives itself year after year and decade after decade in 

vibrant body of writing that keeps its glowing youth 

If his survival depended on the picturesque legend alone Steven¬ 
son would have long since faded from memory with the sad futility 
of his own brief gestures as a dissenter from Calvinism, as a vagrant 
aesthete, as a casual Tolstoyan and at the end as a feudal chieftain 
in Samoa. That such bravura antics caught the fancy of the world 
is indeed a tribute to his vivid personality; that they obscured foi 
his annoyed critics the positive merits of his novels, essays, tales, 
poetry and records of his travels is a commentary on the unwilling¬ 
ness to distinguish between mannerism and matter. 

From Edinburgh to Vailima, on the long journey beset with ill¬ 
ness, he was always on display. The tall, gaunt figure crowned with 
long black hair, the lustrous eyes, the loose, unconventional clothes, 
the quick, nervous movements of the hands and the animation o 
the wasting body compelled attention. He crossed the stage of his 

life with an actor’s concern for effect. 

His illness itself was endured bravely in an ever-changing dra¬ 
matic setting. The tubercular’s hopefulness kept him constantly 
on the road of what became a world tour. If epilepsy is the disease 
of ecstasy, with its sudden clairvoyant flashes, tuberculosis fre¬ 
quently has been considered the malady of optimism. Its fevers in¬ 
duce quick excitement and restlessness. The familiar hectic flush 
might well pervade the mind, too, and activate it beyond its 
ordinary tempo. Febrility could account, perhaps, for the fiist fuil 
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rush ° f ic, , CaS ' ,hC inkial hi S h V itch ° { enthusiasm and the subsc- 
ciucnt early exhaustion. 


Such a generalization on the emotional pattern of the con¬ 
sumptive is at best misleading, but it applies with a peculiar 
aptness to Stevenson, who from his childhood suffered from the 
consuming affliction. The easy optimism of his essays, the tense 
excitement of Ins shorter tales, the brilliant beginnings of his 
adventure novels and the fatigue at their end help to support this 
non-medical observation about a particular victim of the disease 
In any case, this disability was a dominant factor in his life The 
always contrary-minded Gilbert K. Chesterton, however, minimizes 
its influence and blandly overlooks the poses and preachments as 
vvell. He attributes Stevenson’s style and spirit to a pasteboard toy 
theatre and the Penny Plain and Two-Pence Colored given to him 
til his childhood. These, Chesterton insists, shaped the writer's 
mmd and set his imagination free. The peep show was the Scots 
lad’s first window on the world and the cut-outs were the first of a 
whole lifetime's attempts to tear himself loose from his firm Cove- 


nan ter s cord. 

The I uritan heritage was continuous from the seventeenth cen¬ 
tury and was handed down from son to son with the family profes¬ 
sion of engineering. The long line of Stevensons came into its first 
national notice with the writer’s grandfather, Robert Stevenson, 
builder of many harbors and docks and designer of eighteen light¬ 
houses at dangerous coastal points of Scotland. The most famous 
of these beacons was the Bell Rock Lighthouse, which Sir Walter 
Scott memorialized in his Introduction to The Pirate , after a visit 
under the guidance of its designer. Of Robert Stevenson’s thirteen 
children, five survived, and of these, the three sons followed in 
their father’s footsteps. 

On the maternal side there were clerics of stubborn Scots ortho¬ 


doxy. The Balfours were pious and prolific, and, not to be outdone 
by the Stevensons, also had thirteen children. The youngest daugh¬ 
ter, Margaret Isabella Balfour, was courted and won by Thomas 
Stevenson, “a stern and unbending Tory,” according to his son’s 
subsequent description. That only son was christened, after his 
birth in 1850, Robert Lewis Balfour Stevenson. Because there 
flourished in Edinburgh at the time a Liberal by the name of Lewis 
who publicly supported Gladstone, the indignant father insisted 
upon a change of the middle name to \ <*>uis, and in that form it 
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became world famous. The • Balfour" was dropped without preju- 

dice or any angry conviction. .. , h thc 

In New Town, in the northern quarter of Edinbur S ’ 

Stevensons brought up their only son in an atmosp e f g 
conformity through more than thc usual infantile illnesses. 11 c 
prevailing^ spirit at 17 Heriot Row. an address adverted to fre- 
nuently by the always reminiscent writer, was dour and grim with 
moral responsibility. The mother, delicate in health but tenacio 
enough to survive her offspring, needed help for the upbringing of 
her boy, and providentially Alison Cunningham was employed 
as a servant. She became Robert's nurse, teacher and, in a very le 

sense, his literary godmother. . 

Herself a militant Covenanter, she had, however, enough imagi¬ 
nation and feeling for the drama in the lore of her own people to 
forget occasionally the high barriers of a Scotch conscience. The 
woman to whom A Child’s Garden of Verses is dedicated from 
her boy” opened the mind of her frail charge. For him she did 
far more than read the Bible, Pilgrim’s Progress and the romantic 
ballads and tales of Scotland’s heroes; she dramatized her own and 
others’ inventions and brought them, living, to the lad’s bedside. 
Ghosts and witches, Biblical patriarchs and sinners, Highland 
adventurers and sea-roving buccaneers came to life for the boy 
who was seldom allowed to venture beyond the door of his nursery. 
There, wrapped in blankets against the cold Edinburgh winter, 
the young prisoner absorbed the fear of hell and damnation and 
the first intimations that story-telling could be an art. 

The industry by which Stevenson made himself a writer was first 
manifested when he was six years old with A History of Moses. 
The virus was already in his blood. “From that time forward it 
was the desire of my heart to be an author, is a confession made 
many years later. The childhood resolution was kept with fierce 
and unwavering determination for the rest of his life. Certainly 
the confinement and coddling of the invalid child helped feed the 
egotism of the incipient author. When he was not the general 
leading his armies of toy soldiers in grandiose maneuvers, he was 
historian, dramatist, editor and pulpiteer within the walls of his 
own home. There were only brief interludes of formal schooling. 
The search for better health took him on his first travels, to Lon¬ 
don when he was twelve and to the continent when thirteen. 

To achieve commercial publication at sixteen is a feat that may 
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£i\e pleasure to parents but usually brings chagrin to an author. 
Almost the entire edition of The Pent land Uprising: A Page of 
History, 1666 . bearing the imprint of Andrew Elliot, was bought 
bv a proud father. He must have approved of its solemn Cove¬ 
nanter quotations. Robert Louis Stevenson had made an early and 
respectable debut. 

H An indifferent student at Edinburgh University, the young man 

c y (3 f his appearance and the irregularity 
of his attendance. The influence of his teachers was negligible, but 
in Fleeming Jcnkin, the versatile classicist, critic, linguist and Pro¬ 
fessor of Engineering, he found a congenial friend whose affec¬ 
tionate biography he wrote twenty years later under the title of 
Memoir of Fleeming Jenkin. 

Impelled by the Scots love for debate and doctrine, the under¬ 
graduate joined the Conservative Club and the Speculative Society. 
In the one he could make speeches denouncing liberalism and in 
the other he could hold forth on such grave matters as “Two 
Questions on the Relation Between Christ’s Teaching and Modern 
Christianity’ and “Law and Free Will.” As one of the founders 
of the Edinburgh University Magazine he saw it through four 
issues and, at least, acquired some practice in essay writing. Then, 
as before and later, the determination to make an author of himself 
was paramount. His engineering studies were never allowed to 
interfere with his writing exercises as he played “the sedulous ape” 
to Montaigne, Hazlitt, Lamb and other masters of the essay form. 

Before long it became apparent to Thomas Stevenson that a 
break in the family tradition was imminent. To neglect engineer¬ 
ing for literature was only a little less objectionable in God’s eyes 
than heresy. Hope that the son had not strayed too far rose with 
the winning of the Royal Society of Arts medal for a paper on “A 
New Form of Intermittent Light for Lighthouses.” For the father 
that was a mere reprieve. Both light and hope flickered and went 
out altogether when the wayward student announced his intention 
to end his hardly begun engineering career without further cere¬ 
mony. There was a violent scene. For an only son to break the 
continuous family line and brush aside a lucrative profession built 
up through generations was foolhardy, and morally and econom¬ 
ically sinful. The younger will prevailed, however, and the revolt 
ended in compromise. Engineering’s loss might be the law’s gain. 
At any rate, the law had acquired a half-hearted apprentice. 
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Even more villainous in the eyes of the father were the evidences 
of the son’s defections from religious orthodoxy. Skepticism was 
like a new revelation to be proclaimed with dramatic flourishes. 
Before he could realize what he was saying, the garrulous you 
heard himself announcing that he was an agnostic. Shortly a lt.- 
ward, carried away by his own eloquence, the boy s avowa of 
atheism staggered his father. The scandal might have killed him 
if he had not then taken so much pleasure out of threatening to 


disinherit this devil’s advocate. _ f 

Under the shadow of his father’s excommunication, the self-con¬ 
scious rebel tried to find a little solace in the company of less 
reputable citizens. It is this lonely and perhaps even dissolute 
period of Stevenson’s life that his worshipful biographers prefer to 
pass over in religious silence. The more candid commentators, 
proud of a minor revelation, trumpet their discovery that the 
young man, consorting for the first time with the unregenerate in 
Edinburgh’s unsanctified quarters, might have tasted some of the 
fruits of pleasure and found them good. In any case, there was 
Kate Drummond, a Highland girl who had wandered into the 
lower depths of Edinburgh. The “Claire” of the long-suppressed, 
youthful poems, must have brought assuagement and a little con¬ 
trast into the life of the passionate young man of twenty-two. 

For two years the law offices of Skene, Edwards and Bilton in 
Edinburgh housed a reader who pored over more literary than 
legal volumes. There were frequent interruptions for travel on the 
continent, on Thomas Stevenson’s funds, and more for the restora¬ 
tion of failing health. It was during this period that the unen- 
thusiastic lawyer’s clerk met Mrs. Sitwell, who later became the 
wife of Sidney Colvin. For the “young Heine with the Scotch ac¬ 
cent” she had the fillip of encouragement he needed so desperately 
at the time. He began an article on Walt Whitman and completed 
an essay, “Ordered South,” which saw publication, thanks to Sid¬ 
ney Colvin, in Macmillan’s Magazine. 

Guided by his cousin, R. A. M. Stevenson, the painter, he was 
introduced to French bohemian life on one of his visits to Paris 


and found it immensely to his liking. Back again in Edinburgh, 
with a patched-up understanding with his father and a slight in¬ 
crease in his allowance, Stevenson made desultory attempts to 


complete his legal training, and, to his own surprise, actually at¬ 
tained admission to the Scottish Bar. At twenty-five he was an 
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advocate waiting for clients at 17 Heriot Row, practicing doggedly 

SO that some day he might become a writer. The exercises at the 

moment were "Victor Hugo’s Romances" and “John Knox and 
His Relations to Women.” 


The closest and most consequential friendship of Stevenson’s 
life began on a high note of literary and personal companionship 
in this period and ended many years later in bitter recrimination. 
In the endless conjectures about the causes of the breach between 
these friends, Stevenson’s side has been given the most favorable 
emphasis by his biographers. Certainly the poet, W. E. Henley 
brought to the faltering novice the stimulus of his exuberant mind 
and the good sense of his hard experience. The author of the poem 
which provided several generations with a bold slogan against Fate 
no doubt helped to clarify the groping tyro’s literary confusions. 
In and out of season Henley preached the necessity of coming to 
grips with reality by “keeping his eye on the object.” 

That object was manifestly not the law. Running away from it 
to the colony of artists established in Fontainebleau helped to 
quiet Stevenson’s feverish restlessness and satisfied his need for 
bohemian companionship. There he could strut in fantastic 
clothes and find listeners for his fanciful and often irresponsible 
ideas. There he could work as capriciously as he liked on the first 
part of “Virginibus Puerisque” and lazily plan the canoeing trip 
he was soon to take with Sir Walter Simpson, recorded in An 
1 71 land Voyage. 

At Grez he met a forceful woman, an American, eleven years 
older than he, married at die moment and mother of two children. 
Fanny Van de Grift Osbourne at first captivated and stirred him 
violendy, then protected and dominated him, nursed and policed 
him, shared and sacrificed for him, won and antagonized his 
friends and even after his death fought during the twenty years 
she survived him to control with desperate possessiveness every 
word that was written about him and every memory of him the 
world tried to preserve. 

The quixotic Scotsman fell in love. The wooing of a lady with 
a legal husband made the course of his suit far from smooth. 
Thomas Stevenson might somehow become reconciled to the pro¬ 
fessional and religious vagaries of his son, but amorous deviations, 
and with an undivorced woman, could only bring utter ruin. For 
the present, anyhow, what the father did not know could not pos- 
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jjbly hurt his conscience. Sufficient for the day was the final aban- 

donment of the law. .• n i, v 

Magazines like Comhill and London were beginning to display 

the writings of Robert Louis Stevenson, and the anguish of the 
parents was slightly alleviated. “Virginibus Puerisque" made no 
great stir and “Will o’ the Mill” attracted no more attention than 
it deserved. Goaded by Henley, then editor of London, The New 
Arabian Nights was wrung out of the author and published as a 
serial. It did neither the magazine, editor nor author much good, 
since it was received with cold indifference and was generally con¬ 
sidered the cause for the discontinuance of the monthly. 

Even more disheartening was another physical collapse. The 
writer was again obliged to leave the dank atmosphere of his Scot¬ 
tish home and go back to France. There Mrs. Osbourne was pre¬ 
paring to return to California, with her son, Lloyd, to arrange for 
her divorce. Left alone again and without work to engage his 
pathological energies, Stevenson bought a donkey and started on 
a journey under summer skies which he set down, when back in 
bleak Edinburgh, as Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes. Here 
and there it was welcomed with praise, but the modest first edition 
was too large for the meager public demand. 

Torn by the deception he had to continue with his parents about 
Mrs. Osbourne, in an actual fever of illness and uncertainty, 
Stevenson wandered back and forth between England and Scot¬ 
land. That he should choose just then to write a holier-than-thou 
essay, “Some Aspects of Robert Burns,” is hard to reconcile. To 
denounce the Scottish bard for his amorous strayings, declaiming 
against hypocrisy while keeping his own tangled love afEair secret, 
was not so much a paradox as it was flagrant self-deception. 

In California Mrs. Osbourne had begun divorce proceedings. 
Word came that she had fallen ill. Stevenson had to make a quick 
decision without taking his parents into his confidence. Just before 
he sailed for New York he found the courage to write his father 
about his last and worst outrage against Puritan orthodoxy. This 
■was the last straw. 

All the way across the Atlantic, the erring son tried to obliterate 
pictures of the dismay at 17 Heriot Row by making notes for The 
Amateur Emigrant. When he landed in America, his health was 
again at low ebb. Determinedly, but to no avail, he went the 
rounds of New York’s editorial offices. Ill and discouraged, he took 
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the trip across the American continent to San 
Osbourne. 


Francisco and Mrs. 


hnsed TtT' KRCrCd fr ° m San Francisco to Monterey and col¬ 
apsed at 1 is journeys end. Rest and care brought back a little of 

nRt ': Thc " “e "as foolhardy enough to venture atone in"o 
e mounttuns Aga,n he collapsed, but this time with no one near 

in S r ^ tW °^ y * ° f semi " consc *ousness he was discovered 
hills and rescued by passing ranchmen. Whether he liked it 

’ d l ° SUbmk “ “ -ict regimenol 


During his convalescence he became a contributor, at $2.00 a 

"cek, to the Monterey Californian and completed “The Pavilion 

on the I.inks.” Files of his journalistic pieces were not preserved 

Between December of 1879 and the time when Mrs. Osbourne re- 

ce.ved her divorce decree and they could be married on May 19, 

1880. Stevenson lived in San Francisco in direst straits. He had 

iented a room m a lodging house at 608 Bush Street and there 

tried to earn his living, sick and disheartened, without any aid 
from 17 Heriot Row. 

The Amateur Emigrant met with no favor, and even Henley 
could work up no enthusiasm for “The Story of a Lie.” Prince Otto 
was begun and attempts were made to find a job as a correspond¬ 
ent. The San Francisco newspapers needed none. The outlook 
could not be drearier, especially when his hollow cough racked his 
body and the doctors shook their heads ominously. Stevenson’s lit¬ 
tle fund had shriveled and he was on the verge of destitution. 
Mrs. Osbourne, awaiting her divorce, nursed him, and when news 
of his straits reached Edinburgh, Thomas Stevenson relented 
enough to create an allowance of two hundred and fifty pounds 
for his prodigal son. Louis’ health and spirits revived instantly. 
In May, Mrs. Osbourne's divorce was granted, and, soon to be a 
grandmother, she was married in San Francisco to the sick but 
always hopeful author. 

Their honeymoon was a battle against death. Frequent hemor¬ 
rhages spurted from Stevenson’s lungs and left him drained and 
helpless. The new Mrs. Stevenson, as determined and managerial a 
wife as any author ever had, committed herself unsparingly to a 
task of nursing that was to last for fourteen years, from California 
to Europe and to the South Seas. She took the invalid and his step¬ 
son to Calistoga, north of San Francisco, and thence to Silverado. 
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There the bridegroom’s health was partially restored and he was 
able to make notes for The Silverado Squatters. Later, when this 
travel record appeared in Century Magazine, it was Stevenson s 
introduction to the American public. Nowhere else did he enjoy 
such popularity in his lifetime. 

It soon became apparent to the bride that nothing short o 
complete reconciliation with her father-in-law could help to mend 
her husband’s declining health and spirit. She began with a 
campaign of letters and continued, on her arrival in Scotland 
one year to the day after Stevenson had sailed for America, with 
all the personal charm and force at her command to win the esteem 
of obdurate but generous Thomas Stevenson. She succeeded, as 
was her habit, in having her way, and Louis was taken back into 
the bosom of his family. She succeeded equally in alienating some 

of the writer’s best friends, notably Henley. 

A trip to the Highlands provided little succor after another set¬ 
back, and, in a state of collapse, Stevenson was bundled off to 
Davos Platz in Switzerland. Here he had the privilege of meeting 
John Addington Symonds, also tubercular, and a friendship de¬ 
veloped after a first antagonism. 

The chart of Stevenson’s malady fluctuated violently, and in the 
summer of 1881, he was back in the Highlands, this time in 
Perthshire. Here, as if he tore it out of the crags of Scotland, he 
wrote “Thrawn Janet,” as shuddering a tale of terror as the litera¬ 
ture of the short story can boast, “The Body-Snatcher,” a ghoulish 
piece, and “The Merry Men.” Here, too, he began his studies for 
a projected history of the Highlands, which in itself came to 
nothing, but was the groundwork for Kidnapped and its sequel, 
David Balfour , called at first and even now in England Catriona. 
Worried about his livelihood even more than he was about his 
health, he made himself a candidate for the Chair of Constitu¬ 
tional Law and History at Edinburgh University, with a stipend of 
two hundred and fifty pounds a year. The trustees were deaf to his 
appeals. 

Then Thomas Stevenson took a small house for his son and the 
ingratiating wife at Castleton, Braemar, where idleness begot bore' 
dom and boredom restlessness. To amuse his stepson, the reluctant 
convalescent drew a rough map of an island and scrawled across it 
“Treasure Island.” And so, casually, was begun the story that was to 
change Stevenson’s fortunes completely, if slowly. With the map as 
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his only notes, he began to write feverishly one chapter each day 
foi a foi might. I hen his energy gave out. 

Through the intercession of Dr. Alexander Japp, these chapters 
' the unfinished tale were taken not to a book publisher but to a 
loys paper. } oung Folks, which ran serials with special emphasis 
on high adventure ami gallantry. When Dr. Japp persuaded the 
editors to accept the novel, it was given scant announcement and 

Sonh 1% COlUra,,S - ThC by linC rCad “ Ca P ta,n George 

) ’ f and StCVen J° n " as P ai d die minimum rate. Treasure 

Island faded miserably as a serial. When it had run half its course 

its author had become too exhausted to finish it at once. By lashing 

himself to the task, he managed to bring it through its final install 

ment happy that the ordeal was over and wanting to forget i, 

entirely In book form, published in 1883, it caught the imagina- 
tion oi the young in spirit everywhere. 

At Bracmar, too. came the impulse to set down some of the 

imitative verse he always could dash off with so much facility. The 

idea for a book of poems that would recapture the enchantment of 

childhood obsessed him and he began what he then called Pen?iy 

Whistle, only to set it aside in fatigue for a later time when he 

could complete and publish it as A Child’s Garden of Verses in 
1885. 


As might have been foreseen, misty Bracmar was found wanting 
as a health resort. Husband, wife and stepson journeyed back to 
Edinburgh and again to Davos Platz. There discouraging reports 
about the reception of Treasure Island by readers of Young Folks 
did not deter him from planning new projects. Hope sprang eter¬ 
nal in his hollow chest. A life of Hazlitt was outlined and a most 
uncommercial printing and publishing company was launched, 
owners, writers, editors, typesetters and pressmen: Robert Louis 
Stevenson and Lloyd Osbourne. The publications of the Davos 
Pi ess are rare items today, sought as treasures by collectors and 
bibliophiles. The junior partner in this business venture was then 
fourteen years old and the senior thirty-one. 

A sick nomad, Stevenson abandoned Davos Platz and tried the 
curative possibilities of Marseilles and Nice, to little avail. Es¬ 
tablished in Hydres in 1883, the bed-ridden but indomitable 
patient continued to work on A Child’s Garden of Verses and 
Underwoods. The Black Arrow , his romantic tale of the Roses, was 
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written here on a still undiminished note of optimism. It, too, ran 
serially in Young Folks, but commanded no excited following. 

Henley, too exacting an editor to let a wife’s antagonism or a 
popular verdict override his judgment, urged Cassell and Com¬ 
pany to publish Treasure Island in book form and managed to 
extract from them one hundred guineas for Stevenson. 1 he pay¬ 
ment of “a hundred jingling, tingling, gold-minted quid” proved 
to be a turning point. The book brought national recognition and 
words of praise from such oracles as Prime Minister Gladstone, 
critic Andrew Lang and other celebrities of the kind who still give 
their benedictions on dust wrappers. After a modest beginning in 
sales, Treasure Island gained momentum and became, as everyone 
knows, one of the world’s most widely read and loved books. 

The stimulus of success was no tonic. Stevenson suffered a vio¬ 
lent hemorrhage at La Solitude in Hyeres and almost bled his life 
away. Nursed by his invincible wife to sufficient strength to under¬ 
take the journey to England, he found a haven in Bournemouth 
and lived there three years, still hopeful enough to expect to earn 
many “gold-minted quid” as a playwright. In collaboration with 
Henley he wrote Beau Austin, produced with dismal results by 
Beerbohm Tree, Admiral Guinea, an inconspicuous trifle, and, 
finally, Macaire, the third failure. Even Stevenson was convinced 
after three futile attempts that the drama was not his metier and 
the theatre no treasure chest. Henley, however, was not so easily dis¬ 
suaded from the quest and insisted on more and more collabora¬ 
tions. Mrs. Stevenson, never even dutifully enthusiastic about their 
joint expedition into the theatre, here interposed with all the 
strength of her will. She brought the curtain down on their part¬ 
nership, and their friendship as well. 

Stevenson, slightly better in health and now living comfortably 
in Skerryvore, the house bought for him by his father, went back 
to writing serials. Resumption of Prince Otto, re-written and re¬ 
written countless times for stylistic effect and with the substance 
written right out of it, and More New Arabian Nights were the 
first results of his return to grace and his own natural gifts. 

The need for money after his unsuccessful foray into the theatre 
actually haunted Stevenson’s dreams. Now that his father was 
approaching the end of his life, still guided by his gloomy morality, 
the son felt the precariousness of his position financially. He 
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wanted to find a shilling shocker” and earn his complete inde¬ 
pendence. How the answer »o his wish came in his sleep is another 
of the many legends that cling to Stevenson. Strange Case of I)r. 
Jehyll and Mr. Hyde may well have been the metaphor which psy¬ 
choanalysts speak of as the remembered cloak of a dream. In 
Stevenson’s perpetual fever, it may have been a kind of a halluci¬ 
nation grown out of a Puritan’s long perplexity about the dif¬ 
ferences between good and evil. Dream or not. the restlessness of 
his body and mind forced him to set the parable down on paper 
in a frenzy of words. Apparently Mrs. Stevenson did not share this 
first flush of excitement, declaring it no improvement on an earlier 
story, "Markheim.” Her criticisms were so icy that the feverish 
author lost control and angrily burned the manuscript. Whether 
it was a cjuarrel grown out of incompatibility or perceptive criti¬ 
cism, the outburst in the end did no damage. Stevenson re-wrote 
the talc in six days and it was published in January of 1886. 

After the reviewers had caught their breaths from shouting 
superlatives, the clergy took up the cry from their pulpits, under¬ 
scoring the story’s moral significance and proclaiming it as the 
gospel of the triumph of virtue over vice, the noble over the base, 
heaven over hell and the angel over the demon. Nothing could 
more certainly assure the success of the book. If Treasure Island 
was the turning point, Strange Case of Dr. Jckyll and Mr. Hyde 
was the high road Stevenson had been seeking with so much in¬ 
dustry and against such outrageous physical odds since his infancy. 

The duality of his own nature was never quite so extreme as the 
polarities in Dr. Jckyll and Mr. Hyde. Yet it could embrace Calvin¬ 
ism and Tolstoyism and renounce both with sudden capricious¬ 
ness. Toward the end of the Skerryvore period, Stevenson declared 
himself a disciple of Leo Tolstoy and expatiated with a new con¬ 
vert’s conviction on passive resistance, “areas of suffering,” Chris¬ 
tianity without Christ and a simple solution of the problem of the 
poor which demanded that the rich merely get off their backs. 
Starvation and persecution in Ireland aroused him particularly. 
He was resolved to go there and put himself and his family in the 
path of bullets from the guns of the British tyrants and exploiters. 
By the death of a distinguished literary man, and his family, he 
would focus attention on the plight of the oppressed and bring the 

world’s “odium on these miscreants.” 

The passion for martyrdom cooled quickly. Ireland was farther 
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from his heart than his own Scotland, and now, drawing upon his 
notes for the history of the Highlands, he became absorbed in the 
adventure of writing Kidnapped and completed the Memoir of 
Fleemine Jenkin. Meetings with Henry James and discussion of 
their work established an intimacy which gave the American 
writer a more penetrating evaluation of the Scotsman s work than 
Stevenson could have of his. A few sessions with John Singer Sar¬ 
gent for the well-known portrait, visits with Thomas Hardy and 
Sir Sidney Colvin were infrequent interruptions in the guarded 
way of life he was allowed. Even when his father died, Stevenson 
was too ill to attend the funeral. That sad chapter came to an end 
with genuine remorse and finally with gentle but contrite amends 

in an essay in Memories and Portraits. 

When hemorrhages again robbed him of more of the little fund 

of his strength, his doctors were called in consultation. They de¬ 
cided he would have to leave England for a drier, sunnier climate. 
First suggested was Colorado, in the vicinity of Denver possibly, 
or somewhere in the higher altitudes of India. Finally a sanitarium 
just established in the Adirondack Mountains by Dr. Edward 
Livingston Trudeau was selected. Stevenson, with an entourage 
consisting of his mother, wife, stepson and Valentine Roche, a 

maid, left Europe for the last time. 

After a nineteen-day passage in a cattle-boat, the author of 

Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde was met in New York 
as if he were a conquering hero. In the below-zero winter of 
Saranac his active symptoms were arrested. Wrapped in buffalo 
robes against the cold, he took the Spartan treatment with unabated 
optimism. Soon he was able to work again and complete a series of 
essays for Scribner’s Magazine at unprecedented fees. A good start 
was made on The Master of Ballantrae and The Wrong Box, the 
latter a collaboration with Lloyd Osbourne. 

The intense cold of Saranac made Stevenson long for tropical 
warmth, and the dream of owning a yacht on which he could cruise 
in southern waters beguiled him. While she was on a visit to 
California, the dauntless Mrs. Stevenson found one. It was the 
Casco, a sailing vessel of seventy-four tons register built for the 
pleasure of an American of considerable wealth. 

Before he left for San Francisco, however, the final rupture with 
Henley occurred. According to John A. Steuart, one of the more 
critical biographers, the cumulative quarrels burst into one last 
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explosion. Mrs. Katharine de Mattos, distantly related to Steven- 
son and to whom Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde is dedicated, wrote a 
fanv story winch interested Hetdey as an editor. He had discussed 
this tale with the Stevensons while they were still in England and 
had tried, unsuccessfully, to sell it. Because magazines one after 
the other had rejected it, Mrs. de Mattos lost interest in her story 
and decided to withdraw it. The idea of this fairy tale annealed 
to Mrs. Stevenson, who wrote and sold a new version based on it. 
When it appeared in print. Henley wrote to Saranac, asking why 
the story did not bear a double signature. In a fury Stevenson came 
to the defense of his wife and demanded a retraction. None came 
from England. The friendship was ended. 

The Casco sailed on the 28th of June, 1888, through the Golden 
Gate of San Francisco. A year ago Stevenson had left Europe, never 
to return; this was to be his final farewell to America. For seven 
months the Casco sailed an erratic course with shore intervals on 


such islands as Anaho, Taiohae, Tahiti in Papeete. At Taravao 
there was another relapse and he was taken, with great difficulty, 
to Tautira. Again he was nursed back to a semblance of strength 
by the utterly devoted Mrs. Stevenson. 

The turn of the new year of 1889 found them established in 
Honolulu, with the author committed to the task of feeding copy 
for a serial which had begun a few months earlier in Scribner’s 
Magazine and which now lacked its final installments. The Master 
of Ballantrae had to be finished against a deadline. It had been 
started with all the vigor of his imagination and had been carried 
forward in a cascade of power and inventiveness. When fatigue set 
in and under the compulsion of providing the last chapters with 
presses waiting, the portions written in Tahiti and Honolulu were 
forced and somewhat less than convincing. Yet the most captious 
of Stevenson’s critics give it the highest place, next to Weir of 
Hermiston, among all his novels. 

Before leaving on his newly acquired vessel, Equator, for a 
haphazard cruise in the South Pacific, Stevenson paid a visit of a 
week to the leper colony on the island of Molokai. What he ob¬ 
served of the work of Father Pierre Damien, the Belgian priest 
whose sacrifices had ended in death only a month or so earlier, pro¬ 
vided background for the aroused pamphlet he wrote shortly 
afterward. Indignant over a letter published by a Dr. Hyde, a 
missionary who assailed Father Damien’s character, and indifferent 
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to libel laws, Stevenson rushed headlong into the fray. His out¬ 
burst was composed at white heat in a single morning, and he 
would tolerate no suggested changes. In his anger he entirely for- 
trot the charm his readers had come to expect of him and, foi once, 
wrote a searing piece of invective, harsh, careless of consequences, 
aeitated—and gallant. The storm blew over without damages for 
libel. The essay remains one of the few written by Stevenson with 

a lasting glow of passion. , 

The Equator came into Apia Harbor in Samoa. It prove 
port for the wanderer. Here Stevenson bought a piece of land an 
here he lived, a feudal lord, for three and a half years. A vwit to 
Sydney, Australia, brought on another hemorrhage, and Mrs. 
Stevenson did her utmost to procure passage so that there could 
be a last glimpse of Scotland. She succeeded in getting space on the 
Janet Nichol, which did no more than carry them in a wide circle 
on the Pacific back to Sydney. There, sick and more anxious than 
ever about money, the restless invalid worked on his Ballads and 
In the South Seas. In September of 1890, he moved into temporary 
quarters built on a cleared piece of land six hundred feet above the 
sea on the side of Mount Vaea in the forest of Upolu on the island 
of Samoa. Three miles away was the port town of Apia. 

Vailima, the name he gave to the house, became familiar the 
world over. In Samoan it meant Five Waters, from the confluence 
of as many streams near by. Piece by piece the parts of his house 
were carried up the hill by natives and assembled under the super¬ 
vision of Stevenson and his wife. Gradually the structure grew to 
imposing proportions, with a main hall large enough for a minor 
monarch and his retainers. Furniture was brought all the way 

from Skerryvore and 17 Heriot Row. 

In this setting Stevenson participated with dead earnestness in 
Samoan politics, tootled on his flageolet and worried about money. 
Celebrated visitors, among them Henry Adams, paid courtesy calls 
at his far-away protectorate and watched him play Richelieu on a 

miniature scale. 

In a letter written on October 17, 1890, Henry Adams offered 
this description of Stevenson: 

A figure came out that I cannot do justice to. Imagine a man so 
thin and emaciated that he looked like a bundle of sticks in a 
bag, with a head and eyes morbidly intelligent and restless. He 
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was costumed in a dirty striped cotton pyjamas, the baggy legs 
tucked into coarse knit woollen stockings, one of wind' wfs 
bright brown m color, the other a purplish dark tone. . 

W hen conversat.on fairly began, though I could not forget the 
dirt and discomfort, I found Stevenson extremely entertaining. 
He has the nervous restlessness of his disease, and, although he 
said he was unusually well, I half expected to sec him drop with 
a hemorrhage at any moment, for he cannot be quiet, but sits 
down, jumps up, darts oir and flics back, at every sentence lie 
utters, and Ins eyes and features gleam with a hectic glow. He 
seems weak, and complains that the ride of an hour up to his 
place costs him a day’s work; but, as he describes his travels and 
life in the South Seas, he has been through what would have 
broken me into a miserable rag. 


Two native chieftains had developed a feud into open warfare 
for the control of the kingdom. Malietoa Laupepa, aided by distant 
German influence, had the popular Mataafa as rival for the shabby 
throne. Stevenson entered the struggle on Mataafa’s side and used 
his pen as if it were a lance in his behalf. He wrote A Footnote to 
History: Eight } ears of Trouble in Samoa to win sympathy for 
Mataafa’s cause. Germany resented his intrusion and the partisans 
of Malietoa made no secret of their antagonism. When Mataafa 
actually fought a small German landing force and defeated it, his 
doom was sealed. A mission was sent from Germany, and this only 
incensed Stevenson the more. Rebellion broke out and the natives 
went on the warpath. British and German warships intervened; 
Mataafa was defeated and banished. After punishments and re¬ 
prisals, a truce was patched up and Malietoa and Stevenson came 
to terms. The empire-maker went back to the making of books. 

Stevenson’s driving energy and the need for more and more 
money kept him to the treadmill of writing. The Wrecker, in col¬ 
laboration with Lloyd Osbourne, Across the Plains, “The Beach of 
Falesa,” “The Bottle Imp,” verses, essays, letters, sermons and 
many stories, completed and still-born, some of them so promising 
in their beginnings and so feeble in their development that they 
had to be destroyed, kept the pot boiling. “Tusitala,” the Samoan 
natives called him, the Teller of Tales. The tribute was sincere 
and accurate, as far as it went, but it was a half title. Actually his 
daemon was a fever, real enough to be recorded alarmingly on a 
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thermometer and abstract enough to drive him inevitably to the 

fulfillment of the whole, sad pattern of his destiny. 

“The Great White Chief” became the symbol of opulence and 
power to the natives. He entertained his subordinates and the 
hierarchy of their followers on a lavish scale, and these conspicuous 
displays required money. His income, now about 5,000 pounds 
annually, was funneled into Vailima. Only popular novels would 
keep the golden stream flowing. Rapidly and carelessly he wrote 

to balance the exchequer of his kingdom. 

It was seven years since he had written Kidnapped and he sti 1 

had enough material left over from his history of the Highlands to 
provide a generous sequel. Alan Brcck’s companion in swashbuck¬ 
ling adventure, David Balfour, could round out the saga of Scot¬ 
land’s Appin Stewarts. Stevenson was once again back in his ele¬ 
ment and he wrote joyously and with easy invention. Catriona, or 
David Balfour as it is known in America, was published in 1893, 
and it was the last book Stevenson could finish. One, St. Ives, was 
completed by a hand quite as skillful as his own and in a style that 
made the first and last parts merge with perfect unity. The writer 
who brought this unfinished romance to a successful conclusion 
was the critic and scholar, Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. The Ebb- 
Tide, the second, was a collaboration with Lloyd Osbourne, and 
the last and greatest novel of all, even in its truncated form, was 
Weir of Hermiston, on which Stevenson was working on the day of 

his death. 

The former bohemian, now patron and chieftain, held court 
with almost regal protocol. There were great feasts at which he 
made speeches and improvised prayers and sermons with a piety 
that would have made dour Thomas Stevenson smile with pleasure 
and triumph. Stevenson’s mother had come from Europe and could 
listen approvingly to the tributes paid her only son and to his pro¬ 
nouncements. He was a success in Samoa and in the wide world. 
Thanks to the efforts of his lifelong friend, Charles Baxter, the 
Edinburgh Edition of his collected works was in preparation. Hon¬ 
ors came in abundance, and not the least touching of these was the 
gift of a road built by the natives from the main highway up 
Mount Vaea to his door and called with tender sentiment “The 
Road of the Loving Heart.” 

Stevenson’s birthday on November 13, 1894, his forty-fourth, was 
celebrated with pomp. Again on November 29th, the American 
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rhanUsgiying Day, visitor, from the United States were his guests 

'° C hnstmas and morc f «“',t,es. His kingdom 

On the evening of December 3. 1894. after a good day's dictation 
v ich brought II rtr of Hermtston almost to GO,000 words, he vol¬ 
unteered to help his wife prepare a salad. Suddenly and without 
warning he screamed. "My head! My head!” and groped for the 
mam s,airway. He fell and lay unconscious, unable to utter am 
othci "Old. Doctors were summoned from Apia, but they could do 

nothing. Robert Louis Stevenson died of a cerebral hemorrhage— 
not of tuberculosis. 6 

Native volunteers built a road to the top of Mount Vaea by the 

afternoon of the next day. The slow ascent to its crest, where a 

grave had been dug. was made by the family and Tusitala’s people 

I here, wrapped in a Union Jack, he was buried. The fever was 
gone at last. 


» »« « 

From the time he scrawled the two-word inscription on the map 
which charted the course of Treasure Island until the last day of 
his life when he dictated “A wilful convulsion of brute nature’ 1 as 
the final phrase of the unfinished Weir of Heimiston, Stevenson’s 
pi ogress as a novelist was uneven. In twelve years he wrote as many 
novels, four of which were collaborations, if that Scheherazade of 
stories. The Dynamiter, which he contrived with the aid of his wife, 
can be counted as one of the novels. 

That he began and ended his work in this field with two books 
which mark his greatest achievements—and for entirely different 
reasons—is certainly not a sign of gradual development but of al¬ 
most erratic mutation. Between 1882 and 1894 his novels repre¬ 
sented an alternation of soaring to the zenith and descent to the 
nadir of his gifts. That Treasure Island, with its simplicity, its nat¬ 
ural inventions, its accelerating tempo, and its sustained, joyous 
spirit of adventure and swift action, should be followed by Prince 
Otto, polished so thin that it is transparent, is hardly progression. 
The one came from the youthful imagination of a writer at play 
and the other from a practising hand at work. 

Taken in the order of their composition, there was an almost 
regular fluctuation of first- and second-rate novels. The bloodless 
Prince Otto was succeeded by the throbbing excitement and verve 
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of Kidnapped. A tired writer lapses, in The Black Arrow, into the 
commonplace devices guaranteed to surprise readers ol boys maga¬ 
zines with a climax for each installment and rebounds in a high 
leap of the imagination by creating the archetype of the pictur¬ 
esque Byronic villain with a twisted streak of nobility, James Durie 
of Durisdeer, in The Master of Ballantrae. 

Two collaborations with Lloyd Osbourne, The Wrong Box and 
The Wrecker, the first an elaborate farce that becomes entangled 
in its own complications and the second by Stevenson’s own admis¬ 
sion more of a “panorama” than a novel, come next in this chron¬ 
ology of alternating strength and weakness. They suggest a deep 
gap between the peaks. 

Rising again from mere manipulation of plot and the piling of 
episode upon episode, David Balfour offers evidence of a revival of 
the powers of the novelist with a zest for the hazards of fortune. 
The buoyancy of Alan Breck and the loyalty and eagerness of his 
companion in adventure, David, account for the continuing popu¬ 
larity of this sequel to the best of Stevenson’s historical romances. 

The Ebb-Tide, a collaboration, and St. Ives, a fragment, and 
both cloak-and-dagger concoctions, are down once more on a lower 
plateau as if in preparation for the final effort to attack the heights. 
Weir of Hermiston took Stevenson to the summit. Here the con¬ 
triver of devices and the seeker of popular success in need of money 
no longer depends on the reliable formulas and stock of situations 
available to the practitioner of his craft; mannerism and moraliz- 
ings are dropped; the tempting inventions and ingenuities of the 
virtuoso are scorned. The novelist has at last attained his fullest 
maturity. 

It is impossible to venture a guess whether Stevenson could have 
sustained the story of the hanging judge and his non-conformist 
son to a convincing conclusion. The pattern of his previous novels, 
with their magnificent beginnings in a fever of enthusiasm and their 
fatigued endings, might well have recurred. The likelihood of such 
passion spent, however, would be less in Weir of Hermiston, foi 
here, at least, he brought to life more forceful central characters, 
a more convincing theme and a greater certainty in juxtaposing his 
dramatic incidents than ever he had done before. 

Here, for the first time in all his longer writings, are living 
women. The older and younger Kirsties have reality and credibil¬ 
ity; they are alive with their differences and their qualities, which 
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arc universal. The younger Kirstie Elliott is a warm, unpredict¬ 
able, but always responsive woman, and her aunt, the elder Kirstie, 
clings to the reader's memory as a figure out of Highland folklore. 

but nowhere in the gallery of Stevenson’s portraits is there so 
commanding a personality as the Lord Justice Clerk, the unswerv- 
ahlc hanging judge, drunk with port and his own convictions. 
Adam Weir can pronounce the death sentence on a cowering pris¬ 
oner with ribald witticisms and with learned legal citations. He 
adds insult to injury with erudite meanness. He is majestic and ter¬ 
rible in his brutal devotion to duty and his reverence of authority. 
He is the embodiment of stern Calvinism. He looks upon himself 
as the Lord’s own appointee, with the Law as his fortress and his 
ollicc as his sword. He is answerable only to the last Court where 
God sits in final jurisdiction. 

By the consensus of Stevenson’s most bitter critics, Adam Weir is 
incontestably the most compelling character in all the novels from 
Treasure Island to TTViV of Herrniston. Those critics had succeeded 
about thirty years ago in making it a fashion to look with disdain 
upon the romantic form and content of his works of fiction. Dis¬ 
liking him personally, they pilloried him as a posturer and irre¬ 
pressible purveyor of charm. Discovering unevenness in some of his 
novels, they condemned them all as improvisations, lacking in vi¬ 
tality, substance and importance. Most savage of the dissenters and 
certainly the most outspoken was Mr. Frank Swinnerton who, in a 
book first published in 1914 and revised and re-issued ten years 
later, insists that Stevenson was grossly overrated as a novelist. He 
accuses him of having corrupted romance, of having made it senti¬ 
mental and incredible. He attributes to the novelist no more than 
a knack for putting phrases and episodes together in a patchwork 
that at best is only plausible but is never convincing. Swinnerton, 
as the spokesman for the minority opinion on Stevenson, represents 
the extreme of the reaction that occurred at about the time of the 
First World War and for a decade thereafter. Since then there has 
been a swing of the pendulum in Stevenson’s favor, and now his 
novels are being read for their own sake and with very little con¬ 
cern for the aura that had accumulated around the author. 


» »« « 


Even at the extreme point on the arc of reaction against Steven¬ 
son there was little stinting of praise for his short stories. T he 
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srrudging Mr. Frank Swinncrton acknowledged, with only slight 
qualification, that “Stevenson wrote some exceedingly fine shor 
stories fit to be considered, in their own line, with any that have 


been written in English.” , r . 

The more compact medium was ideal for Stevenson s febrile 

mind. Whether it is generally true or not, his remark that com¬ 
pression is the mark of a really sovereign style” was peculiarly ap- 
plicable to his own briefly sustained nights. By compression ie 
achieved intensity and few failures of fatigue. In the short tale, 
concentration upon character and event, upon quick and vivid per¬ 
ception, upon convincing emotion and a sense of life, was for him a 
means of expressing in a single, short effort of creation all his rest¬ 


lessness and sick impatience. 

Not more than thirty stories ,ere considered worthy of preserva¬ 
tion in the Collected Works. They range from the “bogle” tale, 
“Thrawn Janet,” through the extravaganza, “The Suicide Club,” 
to the fairy tale, “The Bottle Imp,” and all the way to an anticipa¬ 
tion of a Somerset Maugham South Seas tale, “The Beach of 
Falesa.” These stories stand comparison with the best of their kind. 

If there were occasional lapses in the quality of his stoiies, they 
were far fewer than in the novels or essays. Some of these tales 
could leave the saccharine aftertaste of “Will o’ the Mill,” or go 
lifeless with the synthetic manufacture of “The Misadventures of 
John Nicholson,” or get lost in the ambiguity of intention of 
“Olalla,” but for almost all of the others there are promise and ful¬ 


fillment in generous measure. 

The art that Stevenson acquired at Alison Cunningham’s knee 
found its most colorful flowering in his short stories. Their variety 
is quite remarkable in an output relatively limited in comparison, 
let us say, to the more than three hundred stories written by his 
contemporary, Cuy de Maupassant, within ten years. Maupassant, 
like Stevenson, was born in 1850, and lived forty-three years; Ste¬ 
venson died in his forty-fourth year. But there the resemblance to 
the French master of the short story ends. 

Never the observer of society who embodied the chronicles of a 
class in his tales, Stevenson wrote his own from the imagination, 
usually Scotch in origin, locale and mood, but often also continen¬ 
tal or tropical in setting and atmosphere. Never an ironist who im¬ 
paled his characters on his pen, Stevenson was the story-teller in 
the tradition of Alison Cunningham, however much he wanted to 
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be considered the successor to Sir Walter Scott. What he learned 
noni his nurse was a lesson never forgotten: story-telling in itself 
was the art to frighten, teach, amuse, arouse and hold spellbound 
the listener now only slightly transformed into the reader and 
multiplied fabulously in numbers. 


» »« « 


In the writing of his essays, Stevenson was in effect setting down 
his autobiography. They concerned themselves a little too fre¬ 
quently with his antecedents, his father, his home, his childhood 
and adolescence, his school and university days, his problems as a 
writer and lus views on mortality. For the most part they are per¬ 
sonal revelations uttered with disarming candor and with the 
charm he could endlessly summon. They are essays written by a 
young man, and they have an air of youthful finality. They often 
contain homilies attractively decorated with picturesque figurines 
of language. Their sentiment is noble and almost constantly opti¬ 
mistic with the will to make the best of things. 

X here are, of course, splashes of vivid color, but only now and 
then do the essays take fire. When Stevenson burned with anger, he 
wrote Father Damien.” When he felt called upon to defend his 
own position as a novelist, irked by Henry James’s reference to a 
little book about a quest for hidden treasure, he could write "A 
Humble Remonstrance” with heat, declaring that “passion is the 
be-all and the end-all, the plot and the solution, the protagonist 
and the dcus ex machina in one.” 


Calmer and in a more serene mood he wrote the much earlier 
“Virginibus Puerisque” which offers pretty advice to the lovelorn. 
It states without much fear of contradiction that marriage is no 
bed of roses, that falling in love is an illogical adventure, that jeal¬ 
ousy is one of the consequences of this ineradicable habit and that 
truth in the tender emotion makes love possible and mankind 
happy. In spite of these nicely adorned platitudes, the essay de¬ 
serves the favor it has enjoyed. It is, apart from its complacency, 
persuasive in its gentleness and its soft lyricism. It has grace and 
delicacy. 

In an entirely different vein, “Talk and Talkers” is a closely rea¬ 
soned, provocative and distinguished essay on a subject that is orig¬ 
inal in conception and adroit in treatment. There are several light 
pieces carried off jauntily, like “An Apology for Idlers,” weightier 
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ones laden with moral strictures and didactic lectures which an¬ 
nounce old axioms as newly discovered truths. Hope shines 1 lg y 
through them and they radiate good will. There are essays on t ic 
obvious and the obscure. Never lacking in variety or finesse, always 
picturesque and appealing, Stevenson's essays allay more than they 
arouse and charm more than they incite. 


» »« « 

Stevenson's seven books of travel take his readers to near and 
remote parts of the world. The first, Essays of Travel, begins the 
journey at his birthplace, Edinburgh, and proceeds to Cocker- 
mouth and Kiswick in England, to Carrick and Galway in Ireland 
and across the Channel to France to the mountain town of Lc Mon- 
astier, and thence to the Alps. An Inland Voyage is a chronicle of 
a canoe trip on the Scheldt, beginning at Antwerp, continuing to 
Brussels and then by way of the Oise to the Seine. Perched on 
Modestine, the amiable donkey, the wandering author rambled in 
the Cevennes. The Amateur Emigrant spans the Atlantic to New 
York and Across the Plains the American continent. California of 
the 1880's is the next port of call in The Silverado Squatters, and 
the far places of the Pacific bring this world tour to a close with 
In the South Seas. 

There can be little dispute that Travels with a Donkey in the 
Cevennes is the best of his travel books. For lightness of rnood, for 
sharp but seemingly casual observation, for sheer delight in aimless 
wandering, it is Stevenson in his easiest and most ingratiating man¬ 
ner. Next in preference is The Silverado Squatters because of its 
spontaneous response to a California which was just past its fron¬ 
tier days. An exile, sick and lonely and desperate, Stevenson could 
understand and portray a Western American scene with a glowing 
and avid spirit. The account of his voyage across the Atlantic in 
The Amateur Emigrant is a reportage of his impressions of his fel¬ 
low-passengers and their concerns for what they left behind and 
what faced them in their search for fortune in the new world. Its 
sympathy is praiseworthy; in general effect it is blurred. Across the 
Plains is a continuation of the log of his trans-Atlantic passage, but 
now aboard a train on the journey westward. 

Most earnest of the travel books is In the South Seas , wherein he 
tries to do far more than record the unusual. The natives he de¬ 
scribes are not curiosities, but men with problems. Stevenson tries 
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A repository for his miscellanies in verse, including those in 
Scotch dialect and his songs of travel, Underwoods contains many 
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The Celestial Surgeon,” “The Sick Child,” “The Spaewife,” “The 

\ agabond,” ‘‘Wandering Willie,” and others have been favorites 

on many planes of taste. Like his novels, stories, essays, books of 

U-avel, and, above all, his life, they do not lack for variety. For 

Robert Louis Stevenson the world was always full of a number of 
things. 


» »« « 

This selection of Stevenson’s writings attempts to be both com¬ 
prehensive and representative. Even in so large a volume, certain 
exclusions were unavoidable. Manifestly it is impossible to com¬ 
press thirty volumes into one. The best compromise, then, is to 
choose die most characteristic works in each field. Such a choice in¬ 
volves personal predilection and a desire to offer as great a variety 
as the limitations of space will allow. 

Thus, as the introductory novel of its section. Treasure Island 
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was selected over Kidnapped for two reasons. One was a matter of 
preference and the other that Kidnapped, separated from its sc- 
ouel, David Balfour, would be incomplete. The Master of Ballon- 
Irae is included on its own merits, and Weir of Hcrmiston, though 
a large fragment, stands incontestably as Stevenson’s masterpiece. 

Collaborations were not considered at all. 

To offer one-third of Stevenson’s short stories and nine of his 
essays is, we believe, a generous portion. They were selected on the 

basis of their importance, variety and interest. 

Every item in this collection, with one exception, is complete in 
itself. That exception is a single chapter, “The Royal Sport Nau- 
tique,” from An Inland Voyage, given here to suggest the flavor of 
the whole. Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes and The Silver¬ 
ado Squatters are printed in their entirety. A Child’s Garden of 
Verses, five ballads and nine poems indicate the compass of Steven¬ 


son’s metrical gifts. 

The sections into which this book is divided are: Novels, Short 
Stories, Essays, Books of Travel and Poems. A sixth category, Let¬ 
ters, was deliberately omitted. A fair representation of the wide 
range of Stevenson’s correspondence, comprising four volumes in 
his Collected Works, would have been impossible here. The limits 
of a single volume have been reached and passed. Within the covers 
of this book are to be found, we hope, those works by which the 


writer rather than the legend will be known. 


Saxe Commins 



























































































































Treasure Island 




To the Hesitating Purchaser 


If sailor talcs to sailor tunes. 

Storm and adventure, heat and cold, 
If schooners, islands, and maroons 
And Buccaneers and buried Gold, 
And all the old romance, retold 
Exactly in the ancient way, 

Can please, as me they pleased of old, 
The wiser youngsters of to-day: 


—So be it, and fall on! If not. 

If studious youth no longer crave, 
His ancient appetites forgot, 

Kingston, or Ballantyne the brave, 
Or Cooper of the wood and wave: 

So be it also! And may I 
And all my pirates share the grave 
Where these and their creations lie! 



To 

S. L. O. 

an American Gentleman, 
in Accordance with Whose Classic Taste 
the Following Narrative Has Been Designed, 

It Is Now, in Return for Numerous Delightful Hours 

and with the Kindest Wishes, 

dedicated 

by His Affectionate Friend, 

THE AUTHOR 


/■ 



o/ 
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THE OLD BUCCANEER 


1 . The Old Sea Dog at the Admiral Benbow 

S QUIRE TRELAWNEY, DR. LIVESEY, AND THE REST OF THESE GENTLE- 

men having asked me to write down the whole particulars 
about Treasure Island, from the beginning to the end, keeping 
nothing back but the bearings of the island, and that only because 
there is still treasure not yet lifted, I take up my pen in the year of 

grace 17-, and go back to the time when my father kept the 

Admiral Benbow inn, and the brown old seaman, with the sabre 
cut, first took up his lodging under our roof. 

I remember him as if it were yesterday, as he came plodding to 
the inn door, his sea-chest following behind him in a hand- 
barrow; a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man; his tarry pigtail 
falling over the shoulders of his soiled blue coat; his hands ragged 
and scarred, with black, broken nails; and the sabre cut across 
one cheek, a dirty, livid white. I remember him looking round the 
cove and whistling to himself as he did so, and then breaking out 
in that old sea-song that he sang so often afterwards:— 

“Fifteen men on The Dead Man’s Chest— 

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!’’ 

in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to have been tuned 
and broken at the capstan bars. Then he rapped on the door with 
a bit of stick like a handspike that he carried, and when my father 
appeared, called roughly for a glass of rum. This, when it was 
brought to him, he drank slowly, like a connoisseur, lingering on 
the taste, and still looking about him at the cliffs 'and up at our 
signboard. 


9 



10 TREASURE island 

, "T‘ 1,S is a ha,K 'V ™'C." says he ai length; "and a pleasant sit- 
Uatecl giog-shop. Much company, mate?” 

My father told him no, very little company, the more was the 

p ,l y- 

Well, then." said he, “this is the berth for me. Here you, matey,” 

he cried to the man who trundled the barrow; “bring up along- 

s.de and help up my chest. I ll stay here a bit," he continued. “I'm 

a plain man; rum and bacon and eggs is what I want, and that head 

up t lore for to watch ships off. What you mought call me? You 

mought call me captain. Oh, I see what you’re at—there”—and he 

threw down three or four gold pieces on the threshold. “You can 

tell me when I’ve worked through that,” says he, looking as fierce 
as a commander. 

And. indeed, bad as his clothes were, and coarsely as he spoke, 
he had none of the appearance of a man who sailed before the 


mast; but seemed like a mate or skipper, accustomed to be obeyed 
or to strike. The man who came with the barrow told us the mail 
had set him down the morning before at the Royal George; that 
he had inquired what inns there were along the coast, and hearing 
ours well spoken of, I suppose, and described as lonely, had 
chosen it from the others for his place of residence. And that was 
all we could learn of our guest. 


He was a very silent man by custom. All day he hung round 
the cove, or upon the cliffs, with a brass telescope; all evening he 
sat in a corner of the parlour next the fire, and drank rum and 


water very strong. Mostly he would not speak when spoken to; 
only look up sudden and fierce, and blow through his nose like a 
fog-horn; and we and the people who came about our house soon 
learned to let him be. Every day, when he came back from his stroll, 
he would ask if any seafaring men had gone by along the road. At 
first we thought it was the w r ant of company of his own kind that 
made him ask this question; but at last we began to see he was de¬ 
sirous to avoid them. When a seaman put up at the Admiral Ben- 
bow (as now and then some did, making by the coast road for 
Bristol), he would look in at him through the curtained door be¬ 
fore he entered the parlour; and he was always sure to be as silent as 
a mouse when any such was present. For me, at least, there was no 
secret about the matter; for 1 was, in a way, a sharer in his alarms. 
He had taken me aside one day, and promised me a silver four- 
penny on the first of every month if I would only keep my “weath- 
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er-eye open for a seafaring nran with one leg.” and let him know 
the moment he appeared. Often enough, when the first of the 
month came round, and I applied to him for my wage he would 
only blow through his nose at me, and stare me down; but beto.e 
the week was out he was sure to think better of it bring me ray 
fourpenny piece, and repeat his orders to look out for the seafai- 

ing man with one leg.” . 

How that personage haunted my dreams, I need scarcely tell you. 

On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four corners of the 
house, and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs, I would 
see him in a thousand forms, ancl with a thousand diabolical ex¬ 
pressions. Now the leg would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; 
now he was a monstrous kind of a creature who had never had 
but the one leg, and that in the middle of his body. To see him leap 
and run and pursue me over hedge and ditch was the worst of 
nightmares. And altogether I paid pretty dear for my monthly 
fourpenny piece, in the shape of these abominable fancies. 

But though 1 was so terrified by the idea of the seafaring man 
with one leg, I was far less afraid of the captain himself than any¬ 
body else who knew him. There were nights when he took a deal 
more rum and water than his head would carry; and then lie 
would sometimes sit and sing his wicked, old wild sea-songs, mind¬ 
ing nobody; but sometimes he would call for glasses round, and 
force all the trembling company to listen to his stories or bear a 
chorus to his singing. Often I have heard the house shaking with 
“Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum”; all the neighbours joining in for 
dear life, with the fear of death upon them, and each singing 
louder than the other, to avoid remark. For in these fits he was the 
most over-riding companion ever known; he would slap his hand 
on the table for silence all round; he would fly up in a passion of 
anger at a question, or sometimes because none was put, and so 
he judged the company was not following his story. Nor would he 
allow any one to leave the inn till he had drunk himself sleepy and 
reeled off to bed. 

His stories were what frightened people worst of all. Dreadful 
stories they were; about hanging, and walking the plank, and 
storms at sea, and the Dry Tortugas, and wild deeds and places on 
the Spanish Main. By his own account he must have lived his life 
among some of the wickedest men that God ever allowed upon the 
sea; and the language in which he told these stories shocked our 
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p'am country people almost as much as the crimes that he de- 

' * b ”' M> /f ,her " as ahva y s sa y>ng tl'c inn would be ruined, for 

people would soon cease coming there to be tyrannised over and 

put down and sent shivering to their beds; but I really believe his 
presence did us good. People were frightened at the time, but on 
looking back they rather liked it; it was a fine excitement in a 
C|iuet country life; and there was even a party of the vounger men 
who pretended admire him, calling him a “true sea-dog." and a 
ical old salt, and such like names, and saying there was the sort 
ot man that made England terrible at sea. 

In one way, indeed, he bade fair to ruin us; for he kept on stay¬ 
ing *\eek after week, and at last month after month, so that all the 
money had been long exhausted, and still my father never plucked 
up the heart to insist on having more. If ever he mentioned it, the 
captain blew through his nose so loudly that you might say he 
roared, and stared my poor father out of the room. I have seen 
him wringing his hands after such a rebuff, and I am sure the an¬ 
noyance and the terror he lived in must have greatly hastened his 
early and unhappy death. 

All the time he lived with us the captain made no change what¬ 
ever in his dress but to buy some stockings from a hawker. One of 
the cocks of his hat having fallen down, he let it hang from that 
day forth, though it was a great annoyance when it blew. I re¬ 


member the appearance of his coat, which he patched himself up- 
staiis in his room, and which, before the end, was nothing but 
patches. He never wrote or received a letter, and he never spoke 
with any but the neighbours, and with these, for the most part, 
only when drunk on rum. The great sea-chest none of us had ever 
seen open. 

He was only once crossed, and that was towards the end, when 
my poor father was far gone in a decline that took him off. Dr. 
Livesey came late one afternoon to see the patient, took a bit of 
dinner from my mother, and went into the parlour to smoke a 
pipe until his horse should come down from the hamlet, for we 
had no stabling at the old Benbow. I followed him in, and I re¬ 
member observing the contrast the neat, bright doctor, with his 
powder as white as snow, and his bright, black eyes and pleasant 
manners, made with the coltish country folk, and above all, with 
that filthy, heavy, bleared scarecrow of a pirate of ours, sitting far 
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gone in rum, with his arms on the table. Suddenly he—the captain, 
that i s —began to pipe up his eternal song: 

“Fifteen men on The Dead Man s Chest 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum! 

Drink and the devil had done for the rest 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!” 

At first I had supposed “the dead man’s chest” to be that identical 
big box of his upstairs in the front room, and the thought had 
been mingled in my nightmares with that of the one-legged sea¬ 
faring man. But by this time we had all long ceased to pay any 
particular notice to the song; it was new, that night, to nobody but 
Dr. Livesey, and on him I observed it did not produce an agreeable 
effect, for he looked up for a moment quite angrily before he went 
on with his talk to old Taylor, the gardener, on a new cure for 
the rheumatics. In the meantime, the captain gradually brightened 
up at his own music, and at last flapped his hand upon the table 
before him in a way we all knew to mean—silence. The voices 
stopped at once, all but Dr. Livesey’s; he went on as before, speak¬ 
ing clear and kind, and drawing briskly at his pipe between every 
word or two. The captain glared at him for a while, flapped his 
hand again, glared still harder, and at last broke out with a vil¬ 
lainous low oath: “Silence, there, between decks!” 

“Were you addressing me, sir?” says the doctor; and when the 
ruffian had told him, with another oath, that this was so, “I have 
only one thing to say to you, sir,” replies the doctor, “that if you 
keep on drinking rum, the world will soon be quit of a very dirty 
scoundrel!” 

The old fellow’s fury was awful. He sprang to his feet, drew and 
opened a sailor’s claspknife, and, balancing it open on the palm 
of his hand, threatened to pin the doctor to the wall. 

The doctor never so much as moved. He spoke to him, as before, 
over his shoulder, and in the same tone of voice; rather high, so 
that all the room might hear, but perfectly calm and steady:— 

“If you do not put that knife this instant in your pocket, I prom¬ 
ise, upon my honour, you shall hang at next assizes.” 

Then followed a battle of looks between them; but the captain 
soon knuckled under, put up his weapon, and resumed his seat, 
grumbling like a beaten dog. 
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And now, sir," continued the doctor, “since I now know there's 

such a fellow in my district, you may count I'll have an eye upon 

>ou day and night. I'm not a doctor only; I'm a magistrate; and if 

catch a breath of complaint against you, if it's only for a piece of 

incivility like to-night's, I'll take effectual means to have you 

hunted down and routed out of this. Let that suffice.” 

Soon after Dr. Livesey's horse came to the door, and he rode 

away; but the captain held his peace that evening, and for many 
evenings to conic. 


2 . Black Dog Appears and Disappears 

I I WAS NOT VERY LONG AFTER THIS THAT THERE OCCURRED THE FIRST 

of the mysterious events that rid us at last of the captain, though 
not, as you will see, of his affairs. It was a bitter cold winter, with 
long, hard frosts and heavy gales; and it was plain from the first 
that my poor father was little likely to see the spring. He sank 
daily, and my mother and I had all the inn upon our hands; and 
were kept busy enough, without paying much regard to our un¬ 
pleasant guest. 

It was one January morning, very early—a pinching, frosty 
morning—the cove all gray with hoar-frost, the ripple lapping 
softly on the stones, the sun still low and only touching the hill¬ 
tops and shining far to seaward. The captain had risen earlier 
than usual, and set out down the beach, his cutlass swinging under 
the broad skirts of the old blue coat, his brass telescope under his 
arm, his hat tilted back upon his head. I remember his breath 
hanging like smoke in his wake as he strode off, and the last sound 
I heard of him, as he turned the big rock, was a loud snort of in¬ 
dignation, as though his mind was still running upon Dr. Livesey. 

Well, mother was upstairs with father; and I was laying the 
breakfast table against the captain’s return, when the parlour door 
opened, and a man stepped in on whom I had never set my eyes 
before. He was a pale, tallowy creature, wanting two lingers of the 
left hand; and, though he wore a cutlass, he did not look much like 
a fighter. I had always my eye open for seafaring men, with one leg 
or two, and I remember this one puzzled me. He was not sailorly, 
and yet he had a smack of the sea about him too. 

I asked him what was for his service, and he said he would take 



TREASURE ISLAND 1!> 

rum; but as I was going out of the room to fetch it he s at down 
upon a table and motioned me to draw near. I paused wher 

was with my napkin in my hand. 

"Come here, sonny," says he. “Come nearer here. 

I took a step nearer. _ of 

"Is this here table for my mate Bill?" he asked, w.th a kind ol 


I told him I did not know his mate Bill; and this was for a per¬ 
son who stayed in our house, whom we called the captain. 

"Well," said he, “my mate Bill would be called the captain, as 

like as not. He has a cut on one cheek, and a mighty pleasant way 
with him, particularly in drink, has my mate Bill, We 11 put it, for 
argument like, that your captain has a cut on one c he e k—and we 11 
put it, if you like, that that cheek's the right one. Ah, well. I tolA 
you. Now, is my mate Bill in this here house? 

I told him he was out walking. 

“Which way, sonny? Which way is he gone?” 

And when I had pointed out the rock and told him how the cap¬ 
tain was likely to return, and how soon, and answered a few other 
questions, “Ah,” said he, “this’ll be as good as drink to my mate 

The expression on his face as he said these words was not at all 
pleasant, and I had my own reasons for thinking that the strangei 
was mistaken, even supposing he meant what he said. But it was 
no affair of mine, I thought; and, besides, it was difficult to know 
what to do. The stranger kept hanging about just inside the inn 
door, peering round the corner like a cat waiting for a mouse. Once 
I stepped out myself into the road, but he immediately called me 
back, and, as I did not obey quick enough for his fancy, a most 
horrible change came over his tallowy face, and he ordered me in, 
with an oath that made me jump. As soon as I was back again he 


returned to his former manner, half fawning, half sneering, patted 
me on the shoulder, told me I was a good boy, and he had taken 
quite a fancy to me. “I have a son of my own, said he, as like 
you as two blocks, and he’s all the pride of my ’art. But the great 
thing for boys is discipline, sonny—discipline. Now, if you had 
sailed along of Bill, you wouldn’t have stood there to be spoke to 
twice—not you. That was never Bill’s way, nor the way of sich as 
sailed with him. And here, sure enough, is my mate Bill, with a 
spy-glass under his arm, bless his old ’art to be sure. You and me’ll 
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just go back into the parlour, sonny, and get behind the door, and 

1 gl ' e BlU a 1,ttle surprise—bless his 'ai t, I say again.” 

So saying the stranger backed along with me into the parlour, 

and put me behind him in the corner, so that we were both hidden 

b> the open door. I was very uneasy and alarmed, as you may 

fanrv. and it rather added to my fears to observe that the stranger 

"as ceitainlv frightened himself. He cleared the hilt of his cutlass 

and loosened the blade in the sheath; and all the time we were 

waiting there he kept swallowing as if he felt what we used to call 
a lump in the throat. 


At last in strode the captain, slammed the door behind him, 
without looking to the right or left, and marched straight across 
the room to where his breakfast awaited him. 

‘•Bill,” said the stranger in a voice that I thought he had tried 
to make bold and big. 

The captain spun round on his heel and fronted us; all the 
brown had gone out of his face, and even his nose was blue; he had 
the look of a man who sees a ghost, or the evil one, or something 
worse, if anything can be; and, upon my word, I felt sorry to see 
him, all in a moment, turn so old and sick. 

“Come, Bill, you know me; you know an old shipmate, Bill, 
surely,” said the stranger. 

The captain made a sort of gasp. 

“Black Dog!” said he. 

“And who else?” returned the other, getting more at his ease. 
“Black Dog as ever was, come for to sec his old shipmate Billy, at 
the Admiral Bcnbow inn. Ah, Bill, Bill, we have seen a sight of 
times, us two, since I lost them two talons,” holding up his muti¬ 
lated hand. 

“Now, look here,” said the captain; “you’ve run me down; here I 
am; well, then, speak up: what is it?” 

“That’s you. Bill,” returned Black Dog, “you’re in the right 
of it, Billy. I’ll have a glass of rum from this dear child here, as 
I’ve took such a liking to; and we’ll sit down, if you please, and 
talk square like old shipmates.” 

When I returned with the rum, they were already seated on 
either side of the captain’s breakfast table—Black Dog next to the 
door, and sitting sideways, so as to have one eye on his old ship¬ 
mate, and one, as I thought, on his retreat. 

He bade me go, and leave the door wide open. “None of your 
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keyholes for me, sonny,” he said; and I left them together, and re- 

tired into the bar. i j 

For a long time, though I certainly did my best to listen I cou 

hear nothing but a low gabbling; but at last the vo.ces began to 

grow higher, and I could pick up a word or two, mostly oaths, 

from the captain. f 

“No, no, no, no; and an end of it!” he cried once. And again, If 

it comes to swinging, swing all, say I.” 

Then all of a sudden there was a tremendous explosion of oaths 

and other noises—the chair and table went over in a lump, a clash 
of steel followed, and then a cry of pain, and the next instant I 
saw Black Dog in full flight, and the captain hotly pursuing, both 
with drawn cutlasses, and the former streaming blood from the left 
shoulder. Just at the door, the captain aimed at the fugitive one 
last tremendous cut, which would certainly have split him to the 
chine had it not been intercepted by our big signboard of Admiral 
Benbow. You may see the notch on the lower side of the frame to 

this day. 

The blow was the last of the battle. Once out upon the road. 
Black Dog, in spite of his wound, showed a wonderful clean pair of 
heels, and disappeared over the edge of the hill in half a minute. 
The captain, for his part, stood staring at the signboard like a be¬ 
wildered man. Then he passed his hand over his eyes several times, 

and at last turned back into the house. 

"Jim,” says he, "rum”; and as he spoke, he reeled a little, and 

caught himself with one hand against the wall. 


"Are you hurt?” cried I. 

"Rum,” he repeated. "I must get away from here. Ruml rum!” 

I ran to fetch it; but I was quite unsteadied by all that had fallen 
out, and I broke one glass and fouled the tap, and while I was still 
getting in my own way, I heard a loud fall in the parlour, and, run¬ 
ning in, beheld the captain lying full length upon the floor. At the 
same instant, my mother, alarmed by the cries and fighting, came 
running downstairs to help me. Between us we raised his head. He 
was breathing very loud and hard; but his eyes were closed, and his 
face a horrible colour. 

"Dear, deary me,” cried my mother, "what a disgrace upon the 
housel And your poor father sick!” 

In the meantime, we had no idea what to do to help the captain, 
nor any other thought but that he had got his death-hurt in the 



18 treasure island 

SC,.me with tile stranger. I got the rum. to be sure, and tried to 

’Vstlon "" bUt his tCCth " cre “gbt'Y shut, and Ins jaws 

and Dor, 35 7 "' “ hapPy relief for us «»>cn ‘he door opened 

and Doetor Ltvesey came in. on his visit to my father. 

wou?d’edr C, ° r ' ' " C C,iCd ' “ What Sh3il " £ do? is he 

"Wounded? A fiddle-sticks end!" said the doctor. "No more 

wounded than you or I. Hie man has had a stroke, as I warned 

h,m Now, Mrs. Hawkins, just you run upstairs to your husband, 

and tell him. if possible, nothing about it. For my part, I must do 

my ,cs ‘ ‘° save thls fellow’s trebly worthless life; and Jim here will 
get me a basin.” 


W hen I got back with the basin, the doctor had already ripped 
up the captain’s sleeve, and exposed his great sinewy arm. It was 
tattooed m several places. “Here’s luck,” “A fair wind,” and “Billy 
Bones his fancy,” were very neatly and clearly executed on the 
forearm; and up near the shoulder there was a sketch of a gallows 
and a man hanging from it—done, as I thought, with great spirit. 

Prophetic,” said the doctor, touching this picture with his 

finger. And now, Master Billy Bones, if that be your name, we’ll 

have a look at the colour of your blood. Jim,” he said, “are you 
afraid of blood?” 

“No, sir,” said I. 

“Well, then,” said he, “you hold the basin,” and with that he 
took his lancet and opened a vein. 


A great deal of blood was taken before the captain opened his 
eyes and looked mistily about him. First he recognised the doctor 
with an unmistakable frown; then his glance fell upon me, and he 
looked relieved. But suddenly his colour changed, and he tried to 
raise himself, crying:— 

“Where’s Black Dog?” 

“There is no Black Dog here,” said the doctor, “except what you 
have on your own back. You have been drinking rum; you have 
had a stroke, precisely as I told you; and I have just, very much 
against my own will, dragged you head-foremost out of the grave. 

Now, Mr. Bones-” 

“That’s not my name,” he interrupted. 

“Much I care,” returned the doctor. “It’s the name of a buc¬ 
caneer of my acquaintance; and I call you by it for the sake of 
shortness, and what I have to say to you is this: one glass of rum 
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won't kill you, but if you take one you'll take another and another 
and I stake my wig if you don't break oil short, you 11 d 
understand that?—die, and go to your own place, ^ 

the Bible. Come, now, make an effort. I’ll help you to > 

^Between us, with much trouble, we managed to hoist him up- 
stahs and laid him on his bed, where his head fell back on the 

pillow, as if he were almost fainting. 

F “Now, mind you,” said the doctor, “I clear my conscience 

name of rum for you is death.” . . . 

And with that we went off to see my father, taking me with him 


by the arm. , , . , , *• T 

“This is nothing,” he said, as soon as he had closed the door 

have drawn blood enough to keep him quiet a while; he should lie 

for a week where he is—that is the best dung for him and you, 

but another stroke would settle him. ’ 


3. T he Black Spot 

A bout noon i stopped at the captain’s door with some cool- 
l ing drinks and medicines. He was lying very much as we had 
left him, only a little higher, and he seemed both weak and ex- 

cited. 

“Jim,” he said, “you’re the only one here that’s worth anything; 
and you know I’ve been always good to you. Never a month but 
I’ve given you a silver fourpenny for yourself. And now you see, 
mate, I’m pretty low, and deserted by all; and Jim, you 11 bring 
me one noggin of rum, now, won’t you, matey? 

“The doctor-” I began. 

But he broke in cursing the doctor, in a feeble voice, but heart* 
ily. “Doctors is all swabs,” he said; “and that doctor there, why, 
what do he know about seafaring men? I been in places hot as 
pitch, and mates dropping round with Yellow Jack, and the 
blessed land a-heaving like the sea with earthquakes—what do the 
doctor know of lands like that?—and I lived on rum, I tell you. 
It’s been meat and drink, and man and wife, to me; and if I’m not 
to have my rum now I’m a poor old hulk on a lee shore, my blood’ll 
be on you, Jim, and that doctor swab;” and he ran on again for a 
while with curses. “Look, Jim, how my fingers fidget,” he con- 
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tinned in the pleading tone. “I can', keep 'em still, no, I. I haven't 

) ad 3 dro l 3 t,1IS blcsscd day. That doctor’s a fool, I tell you If I 
don't have a drain o' rum. Jim, I ll have the horrors; I seen some 

0,1 ™ al,Cadv ' 1 sec " ol ‘> F'in, there in the corner, behind you; 
as plan, as print, I seen him; and if I get the horrors, I'm a man 
tha, has lived rough, and I'll raise Cain. Your doctor hisself said 

one glass wouldn't hurt me. I'll give you a golden guinea for a nog- 
gin. Jim.” 

He was growing more and more excited, and this alarmed me for 
m>' Father, who was very low that day, and needed quiet: besides. I 
was reassured by the doctor's words, now quoted to me, and rather 
offended by the offer of a bribe. 


“I wa,lt nonc of y° ur money,” said I, “but what you owe my 
father. I’ll get you one glass, and no more.” 

When I brought it to him. he seized it greedily, and drank it out. 

“Ay, ay,” said he, “that’s some better, sure enough. And now, 

matey, did that doctor say how long I was to lie here in this old 
berth?” 

“A week at least,” said I. 

“Thunder!” he cried. “A week! I can’t do that: they’d have the 
black spot on me by then. The lubbers is going about to get the 
wind of me this blessed moment; lubbers as couldn’t keep what 
they got, and want to nail what is another’s. Is that seamanly be¬ 
haviour, now, I want to know? But I’m a saving soul. I never 
wasted good money of mine, nor lost it neither; and I’ll trick ’em 
again. I’m not afraid on ’em. I’ll shake out another reef, matey, 
and daddle ’em again.” 

As he was thus speaking, he had risen from bed with great dif¬ 
ficulty, holding to my shoulder with a grip that almost made me 
cry out, and moving his legs like so much dead weight. His words, 
spirited as they were in meaning, contrasted sadly with the weak¬ 
ness of the voice in which they were uttered. He paused when he 
had got into a sitting position on the edge. 

“That doctor’s done me,” he murmured. “My ears is singing. 
Lay me back.” 

Before I could do much to help him he had fallen back again to 
his former place, where he lay for a while silent. 

“Jim,” he said at length, “you saw that seafaring man to-day?” 

“Black Dog?” I asked. 

“Ah! Black Dog,” says he. “He’s a bad ’un; but there’s worse 
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that put him on. Now, if I can’t get away nohow and they up me 
the black spot, mind you, if. my old sea-chest they re after, yo 
K et on a horse-you can, can’t you? Well, then, you get on a horse 
and go to—well, yes, I willl-to that eternal doctor swab, and te 
him to pipe all hands-magistrates and stch-and he 11 lay em 
aboard at the Admiral Benbow,-all old Flint's crew man and 
boy, all on ’em that’s left. I was first mate, I was, old Flint hrst 
mate, and I’m the on’y one as knows the place. He gave it me to 
Savannah, when he lay a-dying, like as if I was to now, you see. 
But you won’t peach unless they get the black spot on me, or unless 
you see that Black Dog again, or a seafaring man with one leg, Jim 

—him above all.” 

“But what is the black spot, captain?” I asked. 

“That's a summons, mate. I’ll tell you if they get that. But you 
keep your weather-eye open, Jim, and I’ll share with you equals, 

upon my honour.” 

He wandered a little longer, his voice growing weaker; but soon 
after I had given him his medicine, which he took like a child, 
with the remark, “If ever a seaman wanted drugs, it’s me, he fell 
at last into a heavy, swoon-like sleep, in which I left him. What I 
should have done had all gone well I do not know. Probably I 
should have told the whole story to the doctor; for I was in mortal 
fear lest the captain should repent of his confessions and make an 
end of me. But as things fell out, my poor father died quite sud¬ 
denly that evening; which put all other matters on one side. Our 
natural distress, the visits of the neighbours, the arranging of the 
funeral, and all the work of the inn to be carried on in the mean¬ 
while, kept me so busy that I had scarcely time to think of the 


captain, far less to be afraid of him. 

He got downstairs next morning, to be sure, and had his meals 
as usual, though he ate little, and had more, I am afraid, than his 
usual supply of rum, for he helped himself out of the bar, scowling 
and blowing through his nose, and no one dared to cross him. On 
the night before the funeral he was as drunk as ever; and it was 
shocking, in that house of mourning, to hear him singing away at 
his ugly old sea-song; but, weak as he was, we were all in the fear 
of death for him, and the doctor was suddenly taken up with a case 
many miles away, and was never near the house after my father’s 
death. I have said the captain was weak; and indeed he seemed 
rather to grow weaker than regain his strength. He clambered up 
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nnd down stairs, and went from the parlour to the bar and back 
•'.gam, and sometimes put his nose out of doors to * e“ 

and'f ft°iike°a Wa " S " WC "‘ f ° r S “PP°». -d breathing hard 

addressed m T °" * moun,ain - He "ever particularly 
•addtessed me. and it is my belief he had as good as forgotten his 

confidences; but Ins temper was more flighty, and, allowing for his 
bodily weakness, more violent than ever. He had an alarming way 
now when he was drunk of drawing his cutlass and laying it bare 
before him on the table. But with all that, he minded people less 
and seemed shut up in his own thoughts and rather wandering. 
Once, foi instance, to our extreme wonder, he piped up to a differ¬ 
ent air, a kind of country love-song, that he must have learned in 
Ills youth before lie had begun to follow the sea. 

So things passed until, the day after the funeral, and about three 

o clock of a bitter, foggy, frosty afternoon, I was standing at the 

door for a moment, full of sad thoughts about my father, when I 

saw some one drawing slowly near along the road. He was plainly 

blind, for he tapped before him with a stick, and wore a great 

green shade over his eyes and nose; and he was hunched, as if with 

age or weakness, and wore a huge old tattered sea-cloak with a 

hood, that made him appear positively deformed. I never saw in 

m)' a moie dreadful-looking figure. He stopped a little from the 

inn, and, raising his voice in an odd sing-song, addressed the air in 
front of him:— 


Will any kind friend inform a poor blind man, who has lost 
the precious sight of his eyes in the gracious defence of his native 
country, England, and God bless King George!—where or in 
what part of this country he may now be?” 

“You are at the Admiral Benbow, Black Hill Cove, my good 
man,” said I. 

I hear a voice, said he—‘‘a young voice. Will you give me 
your hand, my kind young friend, and lead me in?” 

I held out my hand, and the horrible, soft-spoken, eyeless crea¬ 
ture gripped it in a moment like a vice. I was so much startled that 
I struggled to withdraw; but the blind man pulled me close up to 
him with a single action of his arm. 

“Now, boy,” he said, “take me in to the captain.” 

“Sir,” said I, “upon my word I dare not.” 

“Oh,” he sneered, “that's itl Take me in straight, or I’ll break 
your arm.” » 
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And he gave it, as he spoke, a. wench ^^hat 

••Sir," I said, "it is for yourself 1 mean, he P 
he used to be. He sits with a drawn cutlass. Another B e 

scs - =,«=■ 

I'll do this”—and with that he gave me a twitch that I thought 
would have made me faint. Between this and that, I was so.utter y 
terrified of the blind beggar that I forgot my terror of the captam 
and as I opened the parlour door, cried out the words he had o. 

dered in a trembling voice. 

The poor captain raised his eyes, and at one look the rum went 
out of him, and left him staring sober. The express.on of his face 
was not so much of terror as of mortal sickness. He made a move¬ 
ment to rise, but I do not believe he had enough force left in his 

b °"Now, Bill, sit where you are," said the beggar. “If I can't see, X 
can hear a finger stirring. Business is business. Hold out your 
right hand. Boy, take his right hand by the wrist and bring it near 

to my right.” . 

We both obeyed him to the letter, and I saw him pass something 

from the hollow of the hand that held his stick into the palm of 

the captain’s, which closed upon it instantly. 

“And now that’s done,” said the blind man; and at the words 

he suddenly left hold of me, and, with incredible accuracy and 
nimbleness, skipped out of the parlour and into the road, where, 
as I still stood motionless, I could hear his stick go tap-tap-tapping 

into the distance. 

It was some time before either I or the captain seemed to gather 
our senses; but at length, and about at the same moment, I ic- 
leased his wrist, which I was still holding, and he drew in his hand 

and looked sharply into the palm. 

“Ten o’clock!” he cried. “Six hours. We’ll do them yet,” and he 

sprang to his feet. 
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Even as hc c,id so - hc reeled, put his hand to his throat, stood 
suav,„ s for a moment and then, with a pecuiiar sound, fell from 
Ins Whole height face foremost to the floor. 

1 ran to him at once, calling to my mother. But haste was all in 

sain. The captain had been struck dead by thundering apoplexy. 

It is a curious thing to understand, for I had certainly never liked 

the man, though of late I had begun to pity him, but as soon as 

I saw that he was dead, I burst into a flood of tears. It was the 

second death I had known, and the sorrow of the first was still fresh 
in my heart. 


4. The Sea Chest 

T LOST NO TIME, OF COURSE, IN TELLING MY MOTHER ALL THAT I 

1 knew, and perhaps should have told her long before, and we 
saw ourselves at once in a difficult and dangerous position. Some 
of the man’s money—if he had any—was certainly due to us; but it 
was not likely that our captain’s shipmates, above all the two 
specimens seen by me. Black Dog and the blind beggar, would be 
inclined to give up their booty in payment of the dead man’s debts. 
The captain’s order to mount at once and ride for Doctor Livesey 
would have left my mother alone and unprotected, which was not 
to be thought of. Indeed, it seemed impossible for either of us to 
remain much longer in the house: the fall of coals in the kitchen 
grate, the very ticking of the clock, filled us with alarms. The 
neighbourhood, to our ears, seemed haunted by approaching foot¬ 
steps; and what between the dead body of the captain on the par¬ 
lour floor, and the thought of that detestable blind beggar hover¬ 
ing near at hand, and ready to return, there were moments when, 
as the saying goes, I jumped in my skin for terror. Something must 
speedily be resolved upon; and it occurred to us at last to go forth 
together and seek help in the neighbouring hamlet. No sooner said 
than done. Bare-headed as we were, we ran out at once in the gath¬ 
ering evening and the frosty fog. 

The hamlet lay not many hundred yards away though out of 
view, on the other side of the next cove; and what greatly en¬ 
couraged me, it was in an opposite direction from that whence 
the blind man had made his appearance, and whither he had pre¬ 
sumably returned. We were not many minutes on the road, though 
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we sometimes stopped to lay hold of each other and hearken. But 
there was no unusual sound-nothing but the low wash of the 
ritmle and the croaking of the crows in the wood. 

It was already candle-light when we reached the 
shall never forget how much I was cheered to see the yellow shme 
floors and windows; but that, as it proved, was the best of he 
help we were likely to get in that quarter. For-you would hav 
thought men would have been ashamed of themselves-no soul 
would consent to return with us to the Admiral Benbow. The 
more we told of our troubles, the more—man, woman, and chi 
—they clung to the shelter of their houses. The name of Capta 
Flint' though it was strange to me, was well enough known 
fome there, and carried a great weight of terror. Some of the men 
who had been to field-work on the far side of the Admiral Benbot 
remembered, besides, to have seen several strangers on the road 
and, taking them to be smugglers, to have bolted away; and one at 
least had seen a little lugger in what we called Kitts Hole. For 
that matter, any one who was a comrade of the captain s was 
enough to frighten them to death. And the short and the long o 
the matter was, that while we could get several who were willing 
enough to ride to Dr. Livesey's, which lay in another direction, 

not one would help us to defend the inn. 

They say cowardice is infectious; but then argument is, on the 

other hand, a great emboldener; and so when each had said his say, 
my mother made them a speech. She would not, she declared, lose 
money that belonged to her fatherless boy; “If none of the rest of 
you dare,” she said, “Jim and I dare. Back we will go, the way we 
came, and small thanks to you big, hulking, chicken-hearted men. 
We’ll have that chest open, if we die for it. And I’ll thank you for 
that bag, Mrs. Crossley, to bring back our lawful money m ” 

Of course, I said I would go with my mother; and of course they 
all cried out at our foolhardiness; but even then not a man would 
go along with us. All they would do was to give me a loaded pistol, 
lest we were attacked; and to promise to have horses ready saddled, 
in case we were pursued on our return; while one lad was to ride 
forward to the doctor’s in search of armed assistance. 


My heart was beating finely when we two set forth in the cold 
night upon this dangerous venture. A full moon was beginning 
to rise and peered redly through the upper edges of the fog, and 
this increased our haste, for it was plain, before we came forth 
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again, that all would be as bright as day, and our departure ex- 

pov.l to the eyes of am watchers. We slipped along the hedges, 

noiseless and swift, nor did we see or hear anything to increase our 

terrors, till, to our huge relief, the door of the Admiral Bcnbow 
had closed behind us. 

I slipped the bolt at once, and we stood and panted for a 
moment in the dark, alone in the house with the dead captain’s 
body. Then my mother got a candle in the bar, and, holding each 
others hands, we advanced into the parlour. He lay as we had left 
him. on his back, with his eves open, and one arm stretched out. 

“Draw down the blind, Jim," whispered my mother; “they might 
come and watch outside. And now,” said she, when I had done'so. 

we have to get the key oil that; and who’s to touch it, I should 
like to know!” and she gave a kind of sob as she said the words. 

I went down on my knees at once. On the floor close to his 
hand there was a little round of paper, blackened on the one side. 
I could not doubt that this was the black spot; and taking it up, I 
found written on the other side, in a very good, clear hand, this 
short message: “You have till ten to-night.” 

“He had till ten, mother,” said I; and just as I said it, our old 
clock began striking. This sudden noise startled us shockingly; but 
the news was good, for it was only six. 

“Now Jim,” she said, “that key.” 

I felt in his pockets, one after another. A few small coins, a 
thimble, and some thread and big needles, a piece of pigtail to¬ 
bacco bitten away at the end, his gully with a crooked handle, a 
pocket compass, and a tinder box, were all that they contained, and 
I began to despair. 

“Perhaps it’s round his neck,” suggested my mother. 

Overcoming a strong repugnance, I tore open his shirt at the 
neck, and there, sure enough, hanging to a bit of tarry string, 
which I cut with his own gully, we found the key. At this triumph 
we were filled with hope, and hurried upstairs, without delay, to 
the little room where he had slept so long, and where his box 
had stood since the day of his arrival. 

It was like any other seaman’s chest on the outside, the initial 
“B” burned on the top of it with a hot iron, and the comers some¬ 
what smashed and broken as by long, rough usage. 

“Give me the key,” said my mother; and though the lock was 
very stiff, she had turned it and thrown back the lid in a twinkling. 
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A strono smell of tobacco and tar rose from the interior bu 
nothing was to be sect o.t the top except a suit of very good doth* 
carefully brushed a.td folded. They had never been tvom, J 
mother said. Under that, the miscellany began a q j some 

canikin several sticks of tobacco, two brace of 
pistols, a piece of bar silver, an old Spanish watch and some 1 ^ 

trinkets of little value and mostly of foreign mak ,1 
compasses mounted with brass, and five or six curious West 
shells It has often set me thinking since that ie s■to 
ried about these shells with him in his wandering, guilty, an 

“dm meantime, we had found nothing of any value but the 
silver and the trinkets, and neither of these were in our way 
Underneath there was an old boat-cloak, whitened with sea-salt 
on many a harbour-bar. My mother pulled it up with impatience 
and there lay before us, the last things in the chest, a bundle 
up in oilcloth, and looking like papers, and a canvas bag, that gave 

forth, at a touch, the jingle of gold. „ 

“I’ll show these rogues that I’m an honest woman, said > 

mother. 'Til have my dues, and not a farthing over. Hold Mn. 

Crossley’s bag.” And she began to count over the amount of t e 

captain’s score from the sailor's bag into the one that I was holding. 

It was a long, difficult business, for the coins were of all coun¬ 
tries and sizes—doubloons, and louis-d'ors, and guineas, and pieces 
of eight, and I know not what besides, all shaken together at 
random. The guineas, too, were about the scarcest, and it was wit l 
these only that my mother knew how to make her count. 

When we were about half-way through, I suddenly put my hand 
upon her arm; for I had heard in the silent, frosty air, a sound 
that brought my heart into my mouth—the tap-tapping of the 
blind man’s stick upon the frozen road. It drew nearer and nearer, 
while we sat holding our breath. Then it struck sharp on the inn 
door, and then we could hear the handle being turned, and the 
bolt rattling as the wretched being tried to enter; and then there 
was a long time of silence both within and without. At last the 
tapping recommenced, and, to our indescribable joy and gratitude, 
died slowly away again until it ceased to be heard. 

“Mother,” said I, “take the whole and let’s be going,” for I was 
sure the bolted door must have seemed suspicious, and would bring 
the whole hornet’s nest about our ears; though how thankful I 
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bolted it. none could tell who had never met that 
man. 


But my mother, frightened as she was, would not consent to take 

a i action more than was due to her, and was obstinately unwilling 

to be content with less. It was not yet seven, she said, by a lone 

way; she knew her rights and she would have them; and she was 

still arguing with me, when a little low whistle sounded a good wav 

oir upon the lull. That was enough, and more than enough for 
both of us. 


I 11 take what I have,” she said, jumping to her feet. 

“And I II take this to square the count,” said I, picking up the 
oilskin packet. r 

Next moment we were both groping downstairs, leaving the 
candle by the empty chest; and the next we had opened the door 
and ascic in lull retreat. We had not started a moment too soon. 
T he fog was rapidly dispersing; already the moon shone quite clear 
on the high ground on either side; and it was only in the exact 
bottom of the dell and round the tavern door that a thin veil still 


hung unbroken to conceal the first steps of our escape. Far less 
than half-way to the hamlet, very little beyond the bottom of the 
hill, we must come forth into the moonlight. Nor was this all; for 
the sound of several footsteps running came already to our ears, 
and as we looked back in their direction, a light tossing to and fro 
and still rapidly advancing, showed that one of the newcomers 
carried a lantern. 

My dear,” said my mother suddenly, “take the money and run 
on. I am going to faint.” 

This was certainly the end for both of us, I thought. How I 
cursed the cowardice of the neighbours; how I blamed my poor 
mother for her honesty and her greed, for her past foolhardiness 
and present weaknessl We were just at the little bridge, by good 
fortune; and I helped her, tottering as she was, to the edge of the 
bank, where, sure enough, she gave a sigh and fell on my shoulder. 
I do not know how I found the strength to do it at all, and I am 
afraid it was roughly done, but I managed to drag her down the 
bank and a little way under the arch. Farther I could not move 
her, for the bridge was too low to let me do more than crawl be¬ 
low it. So there we had to stay—my mother almost entirely ex¬ 
posed, and both of us within earshot of the inn. 
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5. The Last of the Blind Man 

TV yfY CURIOSITY, IN A SENSE, WAS STRONGER THAN MY FEAR; FOR I 

JVX could not remain where I was, but crept back to t le >an ' 
again, whence, sheltering my head behind a bush of broom, 
might command the road before our door. I was scarce y in posi 
tion ere my enemies began to arrive, seven or eight of them run¬ 
ning hard, their feet beating out of time along the road, and the 
man with the lantern some paces in front. Three men 1 an to 
gether, hand in hand; and I made out, even through the mist, that 
the middle man of this trio was the blind beggar. 1 he next mo- 
ment his voice showed me that I was right. 

“Down with the door!” he cried. 

“Ay, ay, sir!” answered two or three; and a rush was made upon 
the Admiral Benbow, the lantern-bearer following; and then I 
could see them pause, and hear speeches passed in a lower key, as 
if they were surprised to find the door open. But the pause was 
brief, for the blind man again issued his commands. His voice 
sounded louder and higher, as if he were afire with eagerness and 


‘‘In, in, ini” he shouted, and cursed them for their delay. 

Four or five of them obeyed at once, two remaining on the road 
with the formidable beggar. There was a pause, then a cry of sur¬ 
prise, and then a voice shouting from the house:— 

“Bill’s dead!” 

But the blind man swore at them again for their delay. 

“Search him, some of you shirking lubbers, and the rest of you 

aloft and get the chest,” he cried. 

I could hear their feet rattling up our old stairs, so that the 

house must have shook with it. Promptly afterwards, fresh sounds 
of astonishment arose; the window of the captain’s room was 
thrown open with a slam and a jingle of broken glass; and a man 
leaned out into the moonlight, head and shoulders, and addressed 
the blind beggar on the road below him. 

“Pew,” he cried, “they’ve been before us. Some one’s turned the 

chest out alow and aloft.” 

“Is it there?” roared Pew. 

“The money’s there.” 
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I lie blind man cursed the money. 

"Flint's list. I mean." lie cried. 


\\ c don’t see i. here nohow," returned the man 
Here, you below there, is it on Bill?" cried the blind man again 
At that another fellow, probably he who had remained below 
search the captain s body, came to the door of the inn "Bill’s 
been overhauled a’ready.” said he, "nothin' left.” 

It S '''f SC P C °P lc o[ the inn—it’s that boy. I wish I had put his 
eyes out! cried the blind man Pew. "They were here no time ago 

—they had the door bolted when I tried it. Scatter, lads, and find 
cm. 


"Sure enough, they left their glim here,” said the fellow from 
the window. 

Scatter and find ’em! Rout the house out!" reiterated Pew, 
striking with his stick upon the road. 

Then there followed a great to-do through all our old inn, heavy 
feet pounding to and fro. furniture thrown over, doors kicked in, 
until the very rocks re-echoed, and the men came out again, one 
after another, on the road, and declared that we were nowhere to 
be found. And just then the same whistle that had alarmed my 
mother and myself over the dead captain’s money was once more 
clearly audible through the night, but this time twice repeated. I 
had thought it to be the blind man’s trumpet, so to speak, sum¬ 
moning his crew to the assault; but I now found that it was a 
signal from the hillside towards the hamlet, and, from its effect 
upon the buccaneers, a signal to warn them of approaching 
danger. 

There s Dirk again,’’ said one. “Twice. We’ll have to budge, 
mates.” 

“Budge, you skulkl" cried Pew. “Dirk was a fool and a coward 
from the first—you wouldn’t mind him. They must be close by; 
they can’t be far; you have your hands on it. Scatter and look for 
them, dogsl Oh, shiver my soul,” he cried, “if I had eyes!" 

This appeal seemed to produce some effect, for two of the fellows 
began to look here and there among the lumber, but half-heartedly, 

I thought, and with half an eye to their own danger all the time, 
while the rest stood irresolute on the road. 

“You have your hands on thousands, you fools, and you hang a 
leg! You’d be as rich as kings if you could find it. and you know 
it’s here, and you stand there malingering. There wasn’t one of 
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you dared face Bill, and I did it—a blind man! And I’m to lose 
Ly change through you! I’m to be a poor, -wling be^spong- 
ing for rum, when I might be rolling in a coach! If ou had 
pluck of a weevil in a biscuit you would catch them sti . 

“Hang it, Pew, we’ve got the doubloons!” grumbled one. 

“They might have hid the blessed thing,” said another. Take 

the Georges, Pew, and don't stand here squalling. ’ 

Squalling was the word for it, Pew’s anger rose so high at these 

objections; till at last, his passion completely taking the upper 
hand, he struck at them right and left in his blindness, and his stick 


sounded heavily on more than one. 

These, in their turn, cursed back at the blind miscreant, threat¬ 
ened him in horrid terms, and tried in vain to catch the suck and 

wrest it from his grasp. 

This quarrel was the saving of us; for while it was still raging 
another sound came from the top of the hill on the side of the 
hamlet—the tramp of horses galloping. Almost at the same time a 
pistol-shot, flash and report, came from the hedge-side. And that 
was plainly the last signal of danger; for the buccaneers turned at 
once and ran, separating in every direction, one seaward along 
the cove, one slant across the hill, and so on, so that in half a 
minute not a sign of them remained but Pew. Him they had de¬ 
serted, whether in sheer panic or out of revenge for his ill words 
and blows, I know not; but there he remained behind, tapping up 
and down the road in a frenzy, and groping and calling for his 
comrades. Finally he took the wrong turn, and ran a few steps past 

me, towards the hamlet, crying:— 

“Johnny, Black Dog, Dirk,” and other names, “you won’t leave 

old Pew, mates—not old Pew!” 

Just then the noise of horses topped the rise, and four or five 
riders came in sight in the moonlight, and swept at full gallop 
down the slope. 

At this Pew saw his error, turned with a scream, and ran straight 
* for the ditch, into which he rolled. But he was on his feet again 
in a second, and made another dash, now utterly bewildered, right 
under the nearest of the coming horses. 

The rider tried to save him, but in vain. Down went Pew with a 
cry that rang high into the night; and the four hoofs trampled and 
spurned him and passed by. He fell on his side, then gently col¬ 
lapsed upon his face, and moved no more. 
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I leapt to my feet and hailed the riders. They were pulline on 

o,7\ r“ a ; '," c > <L 
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had foltnd i, rCtUrn ^ °' ,CC - S ° mC nC " S ° f thc lu SS" in Kitfs Hole 
ad onntl ..s way to Superior Dance, and set him forth .ha, 

n * S V m OUr <l,rcrt,on ' and ,0 that circumstance my mother and I 
owed our preservation from death. 

Pew was dead, stone dead. As for my mother, when we had ear¬ 
ned her up to the hamlet, a little cold water and salts and that 
soon brought her back again, and she was none the worse for her 
tenor, though she still continued to deplore the balance of thc 
money, hi the meantime thc supervisor rode on. as fast as lie could, 
to itt s Hole; but his men had to dismount and grope down the 
tingle, leading, and sometimes supporting, their horses, and in 
continual fear of ambushes; so it was no great matter for surprise 
that when they got down to thc Hole the lugger was already under 
way, though still close in. He hailed her. A voice replied, telling 
him to keep out of the moonlight, or he would get some lead in 
him. and at the same time a bullet whistled close by his arm. Soon 
after, the lugger doubled the point and disappeared. Mr. Dance 
stood there, as he said, "like a fish out of water,” and all he could 

do was to despatch a man to B-to warn the cutter. "And that,” 

said he, is just about as good as nothing. They’ve got off clean, 
and there’s an end. Only,” he added, "I’m glad I trod on Master 
Pew s corns ; for by this time he had heard my story. 

I went back with him to the Admiral Benbow, and you cannot 
imagine a house in such a state of smash; the very clock had been 
thrown down by these fellows in their furious hunt after my 
mother and myself; and though nothing had actually been taken 
away except the captain’s money-bag and a little silver from the 
till, I could see at once that we were ruined. Mr. Dance could make 


nothing of the scene. 

"They got the money, you say? Well, then, Hawkins, what in 
fortune were they after? More money, I suppose?” 

"No, sir; not money, I think,” replied I. "In fact, sir, I believe I 
have the tiling in my breast-pocket; and, to tell you the truth, I 
should like to get it put in safety.” 

"To be sure, boy; quite right,” said he. “I’ll take it, if you like.” 
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“I thought, perhaps, Dr. Livesey ” I began. _ 

"Perfectly right," he interrupted, very cheerily, "perfectly t igh 
a gentleman and a magistrate. And, now I come to think of i , X 
might as well ride round there myself and report to lum or squire. 
Master Pew's dead, when all's done; not that X regret it, but he s 
dead, you see, and people will make it out against an officer of his 
Majesty's revenue, if make it out they can. Now, I tell you, Haw 

kins: if you like, I'll take you along.” 

I thanked him heartily for the offer, and we walked back to the 

hamlet where the horses were. By the time I had told mother of 

my purpose they were all in the saddle. 

“Dogger, 1 ” said Mr. Dance, “you have a good horse; take up this 

lad behind you.” , . , 

As soon as I was mounted, holding on to Dogger s belt, the super¬ 
visor gave the word, and the party struck out at a bouncing trot on 
to the road to Dr. Livesey’s house. 


6. The Captain s Papers 


W E RODE HARD ALL THE WAY, TILL WE DREW UP BEFORE DR. LIVE- 

sey’s door. The house was all dark to the front. 

Mr. Dance told me to jump down and knock, and Dogger gave 
me a stirrup to descend by. The door was opened almost at once 

by the maid. 

“Is Dr. Livesey in?” I asked. 

No, she said; he had come home in the afternoon, but had gone 
up to the Hall to dine and pass the evening with the squire. 

“So there we go, boys,” said Mr. Dance. 

This time, as the distance was short, I did not mount, but ran 
with Dogger’s stirrup-leather to the lodge gates, and up the long, 
leafless, moonlit avenue to where the white line of the Hall build¬ 
ings looked on either hand on great old gardens. Here Mr. Dance 
dismounted, and, taking me along with him, was admitted at a 
word into the house. 

The servant led us down a matted passage, and showed us at 
the end into a great library, all lined with bookcases and busts 
upon the top of them, where the squire and Dr. Livesey sat, pipe 
in hand, on either side of a bright fire. 

I had never seen the squire so near at hand. He was a tall man. 
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o\ci MV feet high, and broad in proportion, and he had a bluff 

ionftravel s Ca H : '“V" r ° URhcnCd a " d ' cdd -«> and lined in hU 
anY, , C> ? °"' S " Cre ve, V •>>:«*. and moved readily 

but quicfaml‘high. °' bad ’ >° U W ° uld “V- 

• Come in. Mr. Dance,” says he, very stately and condescending. 
Good-evening. Dance.” says the doctor, with a nod. ”And good- 

cvening to you, friend Jim. \\ hat good wind brings you here?” 

1 he supervisor stood up straight and stiff, and told his story like 
a lesson: and you should have seen how the two gentlemen leaned 
forward and looked at each other, and forgot to smoke in their 
sut prise and interest. When they heard how my mother went back 
to the inn, Dr. Livescy fairly slapped his thigh, and the squire cried 
Bravo! and broke his long pipe against the grate. Long before 
it was done, Mr. Trelawney (that, you will remember, was the 
squire s name), had got up from his scat, and was striding about 
the room, and the doctor, as if to hear the better, had taken off his 
powdered wig, and sat there, looking very strange indeed with his 
own close-cropped black poll. 

At last Mr. Dance finished the story. 

“Mr. Dance,” said the squire, “you arc a very noble fellow. And 
as for riding down that black, atrocious miscreant, I regard it as an 
act of virtue, sir, like stamping on a cockroach. This lad Hawkins 


is a trump, I perceive. Hawkins, will you ring that bell? Mr. Dance 
must have some ale.” 

“And so, Jim,” said the doctor, “you have the thing that they 
were after, have you?” 

“Here it is, sir,” said I, and gave him the oilskin packet. 

The doctor looked it all over, as if his fingers were itching to 
open it; but, instead of doing that, he put it quietly in the pocket 
of his coat. 

“Squire,” said he, “when Dance has had his ale, he must, of 
course, be off on his Majesty's service; but I mean to keep Jim 
Hawkins here to sleep at my house, and, with your permission, I 
propose we should have up the cold pie, and let him sup.” 

“As you will, Livesey,” said the squire; “Hawkins has earned 
better than cold pie.” 

So a big pigeon pie was brought in and put on a side-table, and 
I made a hearty supper, for I was as hungry as a hawk, while Mr. 
Dance was further complimented, and at last dismissed. 
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“And now, squire,” said the doctor. 

'■And now, Livesey,” said the squire in the same breath. 

“One at a time, one at a time,” laughed Dr. Li\ese>. 

heard of this Flint, I suppose?” 

"Heard o£ him!” cried the squire. “Heard of him you sa V H 
was the bloodthirstiest buccaneer that sailed. Blackboard was 
child to Flint. The Spaniards were so prodigiously afraid of h . 
that, I tell you, sir, I was sometimes proud he was an Englishman. 

I ve seen his top-sails with these eyes, off Trinidad, and thejow- 
ardly son of a rum-puncheon that I sailed with put ac pu 

back, sir, into Port of Spain.” 

“Well, I’ve heard of him myself, in England,” said the doctor. 

“But the point is, had he money?” . .... 

“Money!” cried the squire. “Have you heard the story What 

were these villains after but money? What do they care for but 

money? For what would they risk their rascal carcasses but money. 

“That we shall soon know ” replied the doctor. ‘ But you are so 

confoundedly hot-headed and exclamatory that I cannot get a word 

in What I want to know is this: Supposing that I have here in my 

pocket some clue to where Flint buried his treasure, will that 

treasure amount to much?” 

“Amount, sir!” cried the squire. “It will amount to this; if we 
have the clue you talk about, I fit out a ship ii Bristol dock, and 
take you and Hawkins here along, and I’ll have that treasure if I 

search a year.” 

“Very well,” said the doctor. “Now, then, if Jim is agreeable, 
we’ll open the packet,” and he laid it before him on the table. 

The bundle was sewn together, and the doctor had to get out 
his instrument-case, and cut the stitches with his medical scissors. 
It contained two things—a book and a sealed paper. 

“First of all we’ll try the book,” observed the doctor. 

The squire and I were both peering over his shoulder as he 
opened it, for Dr. Livesey had kindly motioned me to come round 
from the side-table, where I had been eating, to enjoy the sport of 
the search. On the first page there were only some scraps of writ¬ 
ing, such as a man with a pen in his hand might make for idleness 
or practice. One was the same as the tattoo mark, “Billy Bones his 
fancy”; then there was “Mr. W. Bones, mate.” “No more rum.” 
“Off Palm Key he got itt”; and some other snatches, mostly single 
words and unintelligible. I could not help wondering who it was 
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back as like as not. ^ ’ W2S that hc S OL A kni fc in his 
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entries. There was a due ° t ’ a curious series of 

a sum of money as in , C " d ° tl,C llne and at d 'c other 
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The record lasted over nearly twenty years, the amount of the 
sepatate entries growing larger as time went on, and at the end 

• grand total had been made out after five or six wrong additions 
and these words appended, "Bones, his pile.” 

“I can't make head or tail of this,” said Dr. Livesey 
The thing is as clear as noonday," cried the squire. “This is the 
black-hearted hound s account-book. These crosses stand for the 
names of ships or towns that they sank or plundered. The sums 
are the scoundrel's share, and where he feared an ambiguity, you 
see he added something clearer. 'OfTe Caraccas,’ now; you see 

here was some unhappy vessel boarded olf that coast. God help the 
poor souls that manned her—coral long ago.” 

Right! ’ said the doctor. “See what it is to be a traveller. Right! 

And the amounts increase, you see, as he rose in rank.” 

There was little else in the volume but a few bearings of places 

noted in the blank leaves towards the end, and a table for reducing 

French, English, and Spanish moneys to a common value. 

“Thrifty man!” cried the doctor. “He wasn't the one to be 
cheated.” 


“And now,” said the squire, “for the other.” 

The paper had been sealed in several places with a thimble by 
way of seal; the very thimble, perhaps, diat I had found in the 
captain s pocket. The doctor opened the seals with great care, and 
there fell out the map of an island, with latitude and longitude, 
soundings, names of hills, and bays, and inlets, and every particu¬ 
lar that would be needed to bring a ship to a safe anchorage upon 
its shores. It was about nine miles long and five across, shaped, you 
might say, like a fat dragon standing up, and had two fine land- 
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locked harbours, and a hill in the centre part marked "The Spy¬ 
glass.” There were several additions of a later date; but, above all, 
three crosses of red ink—two on the north part of the island, one 
in the south-west, and, beside this last, in the same red ink, and in a 
small, neat hand, very different from the captain s tottery charac¬ 
ters, these words: "Bulk of treasure here.” 

Over on the back the same hand had written this further in¬ 
formation:— 

“Tall tree, Spy-glass shoulder, bearing a point to the N. of 
N.N.E. 

"Skeleton Island E.S.E. and by E. 

‘‘Ten feet. 

"The bar silver is in the north cache; you can find it by the 
trend of the east hummock, ten fathoms south of the black crag 
with the face on it. 

“The arms are easy found, in the sand hill, N. point of north 
inlet cape, bearing E. and a quarter N. 

"J. F.” 

That was all; but brief as it was, and, to me, incomprehensible, 
it filled the squire and Dr. Livesey with delight. 

"Livesey,” said the squire, “you will give up this wretched prac¬ 
tice at once. To-morrow I start for Bristol. In three weeks’ time— 
three weeks!—two weeks—ten days—we’ll have the best ship, sir, 
and the choicest crew in England. Hawkins shall come as cabin- 
boy. You’ll make a famous cabin-boy, Hawkins. You, Livesey, are 
ship’s doctor; I am admiral. We’ll take Redruth, Joyce, and 
Hunter. We’ll have favourable winds, a quick passage, and not the 
least difficulty in finding the spot, and money to eat—to roll in— 
to play duck and drake with ever after.” 

"Trelawney,” said the doctor, "I’ll go with you; and, I’ll go bail 
for it, so will Jim, and be a credit to the undertaking. There's 
only one man I’m afraid of.” 

"And who’s that?” cried the squire. "Name the dog, sir!” 

“You,” replied the doctor; "for you cannot hold your tongue. 
We are not the only men who know of this paper. These fellows 
who attacked the inn to-night—bold, desperate blades, for sure— 
and the rest who stayed aboard that lugger, and more, I dare say, 
not far off, are, one and all, through thick and thin, bound that 
they’ll get that money. We must none of us go alone till we get to 
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>ca * J im a,ul 1 slla11 st *<* together in the meanwhile; you’ll take 
Joyce and Hunter when you ride to Bristol, and. from first to last, 
not one of us must breathe a word of what we've found.” 

“L.ivescy.” returned the squire, "you are always in the right of 
it. I'll be as silent as the grave.” ° 


* PART TWO -fc 
THE SEA COOK 



7. I Go to Bristol 

T T WAS LONGER THAN THE SQUIRE IMAGINED ERE WE WERE READY 

1 for the sea, and none of our first plans—not even Dr. Livesey s, 
of keeping me beside him—could be carried out as we intended 
The doctor had to go to London for a physician to take charge of 
his practice; the squire was hard at work at Bristol; and I lived on 
at the Hall under the charge of old Redruth, the gamekeeper, a - 
most a prisoner, but full of sea-dreams and the most charming an¬ 
ticipations of strange islands and adventures. I brooded by the 
hour together over the map, all the details of which I well ie- 
membered. Sitting by the fire in the housekeeper’s room, I ap^ 
proached that island in my fancy, from every possible direction; I 
explored every acre of its surface; I climbed a thousand times to 
that tall hill they call the Spy-glass, and from the top enjoyed the 
most wonderful and changing prospects. Sometimes the isle was 
thick with savages, with whom we fought; sometimes full of dan¬ 
gerous animals that hunted us; but in all my fancies nothing oc¬ 
curred to me so strange and tragic as our actual adventures. 

So the weeks passed on, till one fine day there came a lettei ad¬ 
dressed to Dr. Livesey, with this addition, “To be opened, in the 
case of his absence, by Tom Redruth, or young Hawkins.” Obey¬ 
ing this order, we found, or rather I found for the gamekeeper 
was a poor hand at reading anything but print—the following 
important news;— 

“Old Anchor Inn, Bristol, 

“March 1, 17 —. 

“Dear Livesey ,—As I do not know whether you are at the 
Hall or still in London, I send this in double to both places. 

39 
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p Cdn,lh -'" * ai<1 T - interrupting the letter. “Doctor Livesey will 

■u U n T’ C SqUnc l,as bcen after all." 

Nell who s a better right?" growled the gamekeeper "A prettv 

A.^hi, I 11 !" a,n M° ,a,t f ° r DOC, ° r Livesc y- 1 should think.” 
on ._ 1 S3Vt "P al1 a,tcm P‘ at commentary, and read straight 


Blandly himself found the Hispaniola, and by the most ad¬ 
mirable management got her for the merest trifle. There is a 
class of men in Bristol monstrously prejudiced against Blandly. 
1 hey go the length of declaring that this honest creature would 
do anything for money, that the Hispaniola belonged to him 
and that he sold it me absurdly high—the most transparent 

calumnies. None of them dare, however, to deny the merits of 
the ship. 

So fai there was not a hitch. The workpeople, to be sure_ 

liggers and what not—were most annoyingly slow; but time 
cured that. It was the crew that troubled me. 


I wished a round score of men—in case of natives, bucca¬ 
neers, or the odious French—and I had the worry of the deuce 
itself to find so much as half a dozen, till the most remarkable 
stroke of fortune brought me the very man that I required. 

I was standing on the dock, when, by the merest accident, I 
fell in talk with him. I found he was an old sailor, kept a public- 
house, knew all the seafaring men in Bristol, had lost his health 


ashore, and wanted a good berth as cook to get to sea again. He 

had hobbled down there that morning, he said, to get a smell of 
the salt. 

I was monstrously touched—so would you have been—and, 
out of pure pity, I engaged him on the spot to be ship’s cook. 
^ on £ J°h n Silver, he is called, and has lost a leg; but that I re¬ 
garded as a recommendation, since he lost it in his country’s 
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service under the immortal Hawke. He has no pension, Livcscy. 

Imagine the abominable age we live in! 

“Well, sir, I thought I had only found a cook, but it was a 

crew I had discovered. Between Silver and myself we got to¬ 
gether in a few days a company of the toughest old salts imag¬ 
inable—not pretty to look at, but fellows by their faces, of the 
most indomitable spirit. I declare we could light a frigate. 

“Long John even got rid of two out of the six or seven I had 
already engaged. He showed me in a moment that they weie 
just the sort of fresh-water swabs we had to fear in an adventure 
of importance. 

“I am in the most magnificent health and spirits, eating like 
a bull, sleeping like a tree, yet I shall not enjoy a moment till I 
hear my old tarpaulins tramping round the capstan. Seaward 
ho! Hang the treasure! It’s the glory of the sea that has turned 
my head. So now, Livesey, come post; do not lose an hour, if 
you respect me. 

“Let young Hawkins go at once to see his mother, with 
Redruth for a guard; and then both come full speed to Bristol. 

“John Trelaiuney.” 

“ Postscript .—I did not tell you that Blandly, who, by the way, 
is to send a consort after us if we don’t turn up by the end of 
August, had found an admirable fellow for sailing master—a 
stiff man, which I regret, but, in all other respects, a treasure. 
Long John Silver unearthed a very competent man for a mate, 
a man named Arrow. I have a boatswain who pipes, Livesey; so 
things shall go man-o’-war fashion on board the good ship 
Hispaniola. 

“I forgot to tell you that Silver is a man of substance; I know 
of my own knowledge that he has a banker’s account, which has 
never been overdrawn. He leaves his wife to manage the inn; 
and as she is a woman of colour, a pair of old bachelors like you 
and I may be excused for guessing that it is the wife, quite as 
much as the health, that send him back to roving. 

“J. T. 

“P.P.S.—Hawkins may stay one night with his mother. 

T.” 

You can fancy the excitement into which that letter put me. 
was half beside myself with glee; and if ever I despised a man, 
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-as old 1'om Redruth, who could do nothing but grumble and 

x ”- A, . iy . 0f l . ! 7 Undcr gara^eepers would gladly have changed 
.Its Ult 1 lim. but such was not the squire’s pleasure, and the 

Rcdruth P aS n FC i W<1S laW am ° ng lhcm a,L Nobody but old 
Ktdruth would have dared so much as even to grumble 

I he next morning he and I set out on foot for the Admiral 
Bcnbow, and there I found my mother in good health and spirits. 

R ca l >tain - who had long been a cause of so much discomfort 
was gone where the wicked cease from troubling. The squire had 

had everything repaired, and the public rooms and the sign re¬ 
painted. and had added some furniture—above all, a beautiful 
arm-chair for mother in the bar. He had found her a bov as an 
apprentice also, so that she should not want help while I was gone. 

It was on seeing that boy that I understood, for the first time, 
my situation. I had thought up to that moment of the adventures 
befoie me, not at all of the home I was leaving; and now at the 
sight of this clumsy stranger, who was to stay here in my place 
beside my mother, I had my first attack of tears. I am afraid I led 
that boy a dog’s life; for as he was new to the work, I had a hun¬ 
dred opportunities of setting him right and putting him down, 
and I was not slow to profit by them. 

The night passed, and the next day, after dinner, Redruth and 
I were afoot again, and on the road. I said good-bye to mother and 
the cove where I had lived since I was born, and the dear old 
Admiral Benbow—since he was repainted, no longer quite so 
dear. One of my last thoughts was of the captain, who had so 
often strode along the beach with his cocked hat, his sabre-cut 
cheek, and his old brass telescope. Next moment we had turned 
the corner, and my home was out of sight. 

The mail picked us up about dusk at the Royal George on the 
heath. I was wedged in between Redruth and a stout old gentle¬ 
man, and in spite of the swift motion and the cold night air, 1 
must have dozed a great deal from the very first, and then slept 
like a log up hill and down dale through stage after stage; for 
when I was awakened at last, it was by a punch in the ribs, and I 
opened my eyes to find that we were standing still before a large 
building in a city street, and that the day had already broken a 
long time. 

“Where are we?” I asked. 

“Bristol," said Tom. “Get down." 
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Mr. Trelawney had taken up his residence at an inn far down 
the docks, to superintend the work upon the schooner. I hither 
we had now to walk, and our way, to my great delight, lay along 
the quays and beside the great multitude of ships of all sizes an 
rigs and nations. In one. sailors were singing at their work: in an¬ 
other, there were men aloft, high over my head, hanging to threads 
that seemed no thicker than a spider's. Though I had lived by the 
shore all my life, I seemed never to have been near the sea till then. 
The smell of tar and salt was something new. I saw the most won¬ 
derful figureheads, that had all been far over the ocean. I saw. be¬ 
sides, many old sailors, with rings in their ears, and whiskers 
curled in ringlets, and tarry pigtails, and their swaggering, clumsy 
sea-walk; and if I had seen as many kings or archbishops I could 

not have been more delighted. 

And I was going to sea myself; to sea in a schoonei, twth a 
piping boatswain, and pig-tailed singing seamen; to sea, bound 
for an unknown island, and to seek for buried treasures! 

While I was still in this delightful dream, we came suddenly in 
front of a large inn, and met Squire Trelawney, all dressed out like 
a sea-officer, in stout blue cloth, coming out of the door with a 
smile on his face, and a capital imitation of a sailor’s walk. 

“Here you are,” he cried, “and the doctor came last night from 
London. Bravo! the ship’s company complete!” 

“Oh, sir,” cried I, “when do we sail?” 

“Sail!” says he. “We sail to-morrow!” 


8 . At the Sign of the Spy-glass 

W HEN I HAD DONE BREAKFASTING THE SQUIRE GAVE ME A NOTE 

addressed to John Silver, at the sign of the Spy-glass, and told 
me I should easily find the place by following the line of the 
docks, and keeping a bright look-out for a little tavern with a large 
brass telescope for sign. I set off, overjoyed at this opportunity to 
see some more of the ships and seamen, and picked my way among 
a gieat crowd of people and carts and bales, for the dock was 
now at its busiest, until I found the tavern in question. 

It was a bright enough little place of entertainment. The sign 
was newly painted; the windows had neat red curtains; the floor 
was cleanly sanded. There was a street on either side, and an 
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As I was waiting, a man came out of a side room anrl 
g ame. I was sure he must be Long John. His left leg was cut off 
close by the hip. and under the left shoulder he carried a crutch 

it lik I TT'* W ‘ ,h " 0nde, ful ‘^xterity. hopping about upon 
. like a bird. He was very tall and strong, with a face as big as a 

lam plain and pale, but intelligent and smiling. Indeed he 

among the 1 M mOSt C , hCC, fUl ^ "■**""* Amoved abom 
among the tables, with a merry word or a slap on the shoulder for 

the more favoured of his guests. 

Now. to tell you the truth, from the very first mention of 
Long John m Squire Trelawncy’s letter. I had taken a fear in my 
m.nd that he might prove to be the very one-legged sailor whom 
I had watched for so long at the old Benbow. But one look at the 
man before me was enough. I had seen the captain, and Black 
Dog. and the blind man Pew, and I thought I knew what a buc¬ 
caneer was like—a very different creature, according to me, from 
this clean and pleasant-tempered landlord. 

I plucked up courage at once, crossed the threshold, and walked 

right tip to the man where he stood, propped on his crutch, talking 
to a customer. ° 


Mr. Silver, sir?” I asked, holding out the note. 

\es, my lad,” said he; “such is my name, to be sure. And who 
may you be?” And then as he saw the squire’s letter, he seemed 
to me to give something almost like a start. 

Oh!” said he, quite loud, and offering his hand, “I see. You are 
our new cabin-boy; pleased I am to see you.” 

And he took my hand in his large firm grasp. 

Just then one of the customers at the far side rose suddenly and 
made for the door. It was close by him, and he was out in the 


street in a moment. But his hurry had attracted my notice, and I 
recognised him at a glance. It was the tallow-faced man, wanting 
two fingers, who had come first to the Admiral Benbow. 

“Oh,” I cried, “stop him I It’s Black Dog!” 

“I don’t care two coppers who he is,” cried Silver. “But he 
hasn’t paid his score. Harry, run and catch him.” 

One of the others who was nearest the door leaped up, and’ 
started in pursuit. 
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‘If he were Admiral Hawke he shall pay his score,” cried Silver; 
and then, relinquishing my hand—‘‘Who did you say he was ie 

asked. “Black what?” . 

“Dog, sir,” said I. “Has Mr. Trclawncy not told you ot the bu - 

caneers? He was one of them.” . 

“So?” cried Silver. “In my house! Ben, run and help He y. 

One of those swabs, was he? Was that you drinking with him, 

Morgan? Step up here.” . 

The man whom he called Morgan—an old, gray-haired, mahog¬ 
any-faced sailor—came forward pretty sheepishly, rolling his quid. 

“Now, Morgan,” said Long John, very sternly, “you never 
clapped your eyes on that Black—Black Dog before, did you, 

now?” 

“Not I, sir,” said Morgan, with a salute. 

“You didn’t know his name, did you?” 


“No, sir.” , . 

“By the powers, Tom Morgan, it’s as good for you!” exclaimed 

the landlord. “If you had been mixed up with the like of that, 

you would never have put another foot in my house, you may lay 

to that. And what was he saying to you?” 

“I don’t rightly know, sir,” answered Morgan. 

“Do you call that a head on your shoulders, or a blessed dead 
eye?” cried Long John. “Don’t rightly know, don’t you! Perhaps 
you don’t happen to rightly know who you was speaking to, per¬ 
haps? Come, now, what was he jawing—v’yages, cap’ns, ships? 
Pipe upl What was it?” 

“We was a-talkin’ of keel-hauling,” answered Morgan. 
“Keel-hauling, was you? And a mighty suitable thing, too, and 
you may lay to that. Get back to your place for a lubber, Tom.” 

And then, as Morgan rolled back to his seat. Silver added to me, 
in a confidential whisper, that was very flattering, as I thought:— 
“He’s quite an honest man, Tom Morgan; on’y stupid. And 
now,” he ran on again aloud, “let’s see—Black Dog? No, I don’t 
know the name, not I. Yet I kind of think I’ve—yes, I've seen the 
swab. He used to come here with a blind beggar, he used.” 

“That he did, you may be sure,” said I. “I knew that blind man, 

too. His name was Pew.” 

“It was!” cried Silver, now quite excited. “Pew! That were his 
name for certain. Ah, he looked a shark, he did. If we run down 
this Black Dog, now, there’ll be news for Cap’n Trelawney! Ben’s 
a good runner; few seamen run better than Ben. He should run 
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lum down, hand over hand, by the powers! He talked o’ keel 
hauling, did he? I ll keel-haul him!” 

All the time he was jerking out these phrases he was stumping 
p ;nn doun the tavern on his crutch, slapping tables with his 
hand, and giving such a show of excitement as would have con- 
M.ueo an Old Bailey judge or a Bow Street runner. My suspicions 
had been thoroughly reawakened on finding Black Dog at the Spy¬ 
glass, and I watched the cook narrowly. But he was too deep, and 
too icady and too clever for me, and by the time the two men 
lad come back out of breath, and confessed that they had lost the 
(rack in a crowd, and been scolded like thieves, I would have gone 
bail lor the innocence of Long John Silver. 

• Sec here. now. Hawkins.” said he, “here’s a blessed hard thing 
on a man like me. now. ain’t it? There’s Cap’n Trelawncy—what’s 
lie to think? Here I have this confounded son of a Dutchman sit¬ 
ting in my own house, drinking of my own rum! Here you comes 
and tells me of it plain; and here I let him give us all the slip be¬ 
fore my blessed dead-lights! Now, Hawkins, you do me justice with 
the cap n. \ou re a lad, you arc, but you’re as smart as paint. I 
sec that when you first came in. Now, here it is: What could I do, 
with this old timber I hobble on? When I was an A.B. master 
marinci I d have come up alongside of him, hand over hand, and 
broached him to in a brace of old shakes, I would; but now_” 


And then, all of a sudden, he stopped, and his jaw dropped as 
though he had remembered something. 

“The score!” he burst out. “Three goes o’ rum! Why, shiver my 
timbers, if I hadn’t forgotten my score!” 

And, falling on a bench, he laughed until the tears ran down 
his cheeks. I could not help joining; and we laughed together, peal 
after peal, until the tavern rang again. 

“Why, what a precious old sea-calf I am!” he said at last, wiping 
his cheeks. “You and me should get on well, Hawkins, for I’ll take 
my davy I should be rated ship’s boy. But, come now, stand by to 
go about. This won’t do. Dooty is dooty, messmates. I’ll put on my 
old cocked hat, and step along of you to Cap’n Trelawncy, and re¬ 
port this here affair. For, mind you, it’s serious, young Hawkins; 
and neither you nor me’s come out of it with what I should make 
so bold as to call credit. Nor you neither, says you; not smart— 
none of the pair of us smart. But dash my buttonsl that was a good 
’un about my score.” 



treasure island 17 

\nd he began to laugh again, and that so heartily, that, 1 
! did not seethe joke af he did, I was again obliged to jotn him m 

h On o« little walk along the quays, he made himself the most 
interesting companion, telling me about the different sup 
we passed by, their rig, tonnage, and nationality, exp a J n ^ 
work that was going forward-how one was discharg . 
taking in cargo, and a third making ready for sea, and e y 
and then telling me some little anecdote of ships or seamen, , 
repeating a nautical phrase till I had learned it perfectly. I began 

ic/see that here was one of the best of possible shipmates. 

n we got to the inn, the squire and Dr. L.vesey were seated 

together, finishing a quart of ale with a toast in it, before the, 

should go aboard the schooner on a visit of inspectio . 

Long John told the story from first to last with a great deal of 

spirit and the most perfect truth. “That was how it were, now 
weren’t it, Hawkins?” he would say, now and again, and I coul 

always bear him entirely out. 

The two gentlemen regretted that Black Dog ha got awa>, u 
we all agreed there was nothing to be done, and after he had been 
complimented. Long John took up his crutch and departed. 

•'All hands aboard by four this afternoon,” shouted the squne 

after him. 

“Ay, ay, sir,” cried the cook, in the passage. . 

-Well, squire,” said Dr. Livesey, "I don’t put much faith in your 
discoveries, as a general thing; but I will say this, John Silver 

suits me.” 

“The man’s a perfect trump,” declared the squire. 

“And now,” added the doctor, “Jim may come on board with 

“To be sure he may,” says squire. “Take your hat, Hawkins, and 
we'll see the ship.” 


9 . Powder and Arms 

T HE HISPANIOLA LAY SOME WAY OUT, AND WE WENT UNDER THE 

figureheads and round the sterns of many other ships, and 
their cables sometimes grated underneath our keel, and some¬ 
times swung above us. At last, however, we got alongside, and 
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were met and saluted as we stepped aboard by the mate Mr 

Arrow a brown old sailor, with carring, in his ears and a squint! 

He and the sqm.e were very thick and friendly, but I soon ob- 

scixcd that things were not the same between Mr. Trelawncy and 
the captain. y 

I his last was a sharp-looking man, who seemed angry with 

everybody on board, and was soon to tell us why, for we had 

hardly got down into the cabin when a sailor followed us. 

Captain Smollett, sir, axing to speak with you,” said he. 

“I am always at the captain’s order. Show him in,” said the 
squire. 

1 he captain, who was close behind his messenger, entered at 
once and shut the door behind him. 


Well. Captain Smollett, what have you to say? All well, I hope; 
all shipshape and seaworthy.” 


“Well, sir.” said the captain, “better speak plain, I believe, even 
at the risk of offence. I don’t like this cruise: 1 don’t like the men; 
and I don’t like my officer. That’s short and sweet.” 


Pei haps, sir, you don t like the ship?” inquired the squire, very 
angry, as 1 could sec. 

1 can t speak as to that, sir, not having seen her tried,” said 
the captain. “She seems a clever craft; more I can’t say.” 

Possibly, sir, you may not like your employer either?” says 
the squire. 

But here Dr. Livesey cut in. 

Stay a bit, ' said he, “stay a bit. No use of such questions as 
that but to produce ill-feeling. The captain has said too much, or 
he has said too little, and I’m bound to say that I require an ex¬ 
planation of his words. You don’t, you say, like this cruise. Now, 

why?” 


"I was engaged, sir, on what we call sealed orders, to sail 
this ship for that gentleman where he should bid me,” said the 
captain. “So far so good. But now I find that every man before 
the mast knows more than I do. I don’t call that fair, now, do 
you?” 

“No,” said Dr. Livesey, “I don’t.” 

“Next,” said the captain, “I learn we are going after treasure— 
hear it from my own hands, mind you. Now, treasure is ticklish 
work; I don’t like treasure voyages on any account; and I don’t 
like them, above all, when they are secret, and when (begging 
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your pardon, Mr. Trelawney) the secret has been told to the 
parrot.” 

"Silver’s parrot?” asked the squire. 

"It’s a way of speaking,” said the captain. "Blabbed, I mean. 
It’s my belief neither of you gentlemen know what you are 
about; but I’ll tell you my way of it—life or death, and a 
close run.” 

"That is all clear, and, I dare say, true enough,” replied Dr. 
Livesey. "We take the risk; but we are not so ignorant as you be¬ 
lieve us. Next, you say you don’t like the crew. Arc they not good 

seamen?” 

"I don’t like them, sir,” returned Captain Smollett. "And I 
think I should have had the choosing of my own hands, if you 
go to that.” 

"Perhaps you should,” replied the doctor. "My friend should, 
perhaps, have taken you along with him; but the slight, if there 
be one, was unintentional. And you don’t like Mr. Arrow? 

"I don’t, sir. I believe he’s a good seaman; but lie’s too free with 
the crew to be a good officer. A mate should keep himself to him¬ 
self—shouldn’t drink with the men before the mastl” 

"Do you mean he drinks?” cried the squire. 

"No, sir,” replied the captain; “only that he’s too familiar.” 

"Well, now, and the short and long of it, captain?” asked the 
doctor. "Tell us what you want.” 

"Well, gentlemen, are you determined to go on this cruise?” 

"Like iron,” answered the squire. 

"Very good,” said the captain. "Then, as you’ve heard me very 
patiently, saying things that I could not prove, hear me a few 
words more. They are putting the powder and the arms in the 
fore hold. Now, you have a good place under the cabin; why not 
put them there?—first point. Then you are bringing four of your 
own people with you, and they tell me some of them are to be 
berthed forward. Why not give them the berths here beside the 
cabin?—second point.” 

“Any more?” asked Mr. Trelawney. 

"One more,” said the captain. "There’s been too much blabbing 
already.” 

“Far too much,” agreed the doctor. 

"I’ll tell you what I’ve heard myself,” continued Captain 
Smollett: “that you have a map of an island; that there’s crosses on 
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i 1>C map to show where treasure is; and that the island lies_” 

\nd then he named the latitude and longitude exactly. 

I never told that." cried the squire, "to a soul!” 

11k- hands know it. sir," returned the captain. 

Mpi!re' CSCy ' that nlUSt have becn >' ou or Hawkins," cried the 

•It doesn't much matter who it was,” replied the doctor. And I 
could see that neither he nor the captain paid much regard to Mr. 
I rclawney s protestations. Neither did I, to be sure, he was so 
loose a talker; yet in this case I believe he was really right, and 
that nobody had told the situation of the island. 

“Well, gentlemen,” continued the captain, “I don’t know who 

has this map; but I make it a point, it shall be kept secret even 

from me and Mr. Arrow. Otherwise I would ask you to let me 
resign.” 

I see, said the doctor. “You wish us to keep this matter dark, 
and to make a garrison of the stern part of the ship, manned with 
my friend's own people, and provided with all the arms and 
powder on board. In other words, you fear a mutiny.” 

Sir, said Captain Smollett, “with no intention to take offence, 

I deny your right to put words into my mouth. No captain, sir, 
would be justified in going to sea at all if he had ground enough 
to say that. As for Mr. Arrow. I believe him thoroughly honest; 
some of the men are the same; all may be, for what I know. But I 
am responsible for the ship’s safety and the life of every man Jack 
aboard of her. I see things going, as I think, not quite right. And I 
ask you to take certain precautions, or let me resign my berth. And 
that’s all.” 

‘Captain Smollett,” began the doctor, with a smile, “did ever 
you hear the fable of the mountain and the mouse? You’ll excuse 
me, I dare say, but you remind me of that fable. When you came 
in here I’ll stake my wig you meant more than this.” 

“Doctor,” said the captain, “you are smart. When I came in here 
I meant to get discharged. I had no thought that Mr. Trelawney 
would hear a word.” 

“No more I would,” cried the squire. “Had Livesey not been 
here I should have seen you to the deuce. As it is, I have heard 
you. I will do as you desire; but I think the worse of you.” 

“That’s as you please, sir,” said the captain. “You’ll find I do 
my duty.” 
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And with that he took his leave. 

"Trelawney,” said the doctor, “contrary to all my notions, I be¬ 
lieve you have managed to get two honest men on board with you 
.—that man and John Silver.” 

"Silver, if you like,” cried the squire; ‘‘but as for that intoler¬ 
able humbug, I declare I think his conduct unmanly, unsailorly, 

and downright un-English.” 

“Well,” says the doctor, “we shall see.” 

When we came on deck, the men had begun already to take out 
the arms and powder, yo-ho-ing at their work, while the captain 

and Mr. Arrow stood by superintending. 

The new arrangement was quite to my liking. 1 he whole 
schooner had been overhauled; six berths had been made astern, 
out of what had been the after-part of the main hold; and this set 
of cabins was only joined to the galley and forecastle by a sparred 
passage on the port side. It had been originally meant that the 
captain, Mr. Arrow, Hunter, Joyce, the doctor, and the squire, 
were to occupy these six berths. Now, Redruth and I were to get 
two of them, and Mr. Arrow and the captain were to sleep on 
deck in the companion, which had been enlarged on each side till 
you might almost have called it a round-house. Very low it was 
still, of course; but there was room to swing two hammocks, and 
even the mate seemed pleased with the arrangement. Even he, 
perhaps, had been doubtful as to the crew, but that is only guess; 
for, as you shall hear, we had not long the benefit of his opinion. 

We were all hard at work, changing the powder and the berths, 
when the last man or two, and Long John along with them, came 
off in a shoreboat. 

The cook came up the side like a monkey for cleverness, and, 
as soon as he saw what was doing, “So ho, mates!” says he, “what’s 
this?” 

“We’re a-changing of the powder. Jack,” answers one. 

“Why, by the powers,” cried Long John, “if we do, we’ll miss the 

morning tide!” 

“My orders!” said the captain shortly. “You may go below, my 
man. Hands will want supper.” 

“Ay, ay, sir,” answered the cook; and, touching his forelock, he 
disappeared at once in the direction of his galley. 

“That’s a good man, captain,” said the doctor. 

"Very likely, sir,” replied Captain Smollett. “Easy with that, 
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he cried, “out o’ tint' Off\ m Here, >ou ships bov,” 

work." ° ff " ,,h >’ ou “> “'e cook and get some 

And then, as I was hurrying off I heard him ■ . 

to the doctor:— ' h hlm sa >- c l uitc loudly, 

1 II have no favourites on my ship” 
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10. The Voyage 

A LL THAT NIGHT WE WERE IN A GREAT BUSTLE GETTING THINGS 

stowed m their place, and boatfuls of the squire's friends 
Mr. Blandly and the like, coming off to wish him a good voyage 

when/hadT lf n h W * T™ ^ 3 night 3t the Adndral «onbow 

dawn thef 6 1 3nd 1 was d °g ‘ ired when, a little before 

dawn, the boatswain sounded his pipe, and the crew began to man 

the capstarrbars. I might have been twice as weary, yet I would 

not have left the deck; all was so new and interesting to me—the 

bnef commands, the shrill note of the whistle, the men bustling to 

their places m the glimmer of the ship’s lanterns. 

“Now, Barbecue, tip us a stave," cried one voice. 

The old one,” cried another. 

Ay, ay, mates,” said Long John, who was standing by, with his 

crutch under his arm, and at once broke out in the air and words 
I knew so well:— 


“Fifteen men on The Dead Man’s Chest—” 

And then the whole crew bore chorus:— 

“Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!” 

And at the third “hoi” drove the bars before them with a will. 

Even at that exciting moment it carried me back to the old 
Admiral Benbow in a second; and I seemed to hear the voice of 
the captain piping in the chorus. But soon the anchor was short 
up; soon it was hanging dripping at the bows; soon the sails began 
to draw, and the land and shipping to flit by on either side; and 
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before I could lie down to snatch an hour of slumber the Hispan¬ 
iola had begun her voyage to tlie Isle of Treasure. 

I am not going to relate that voyage in detail. It was fairly pros¬ 
perous. The ship proved to be a good ship, the crew were capable 
seamen, and the captain thoroughly understood his business. But 
before we came the length of Treasure Island, two or three things 
had happened which require to be known. 

Mr. Arrow, first of all, turned out even worse than the captain 
had feared. He had no command among the men, and people did 
what they pleased with him. But that was by no means the worst 
of it; for after a day or two at sea he began to appear on deck with 
hazy eye, red cheeks, stuttering tongue, and other marks of 
drunkenness. Time after time he was ordered below in disgrace. 
Sometimes he fell and cut himself; sometimes he lay all day 
long in his little bunk at one side of the companion; sometimes 
for a day or two he would be almost sober and attend to his work 
at least passably. 

In the meantime, we could never make out where he got the 
drink. That was the ship’s mystery. Watch him as we pleased, we 
could do nothing to solve it; and when we asked him to his face, 
he would only laugh, if he were drunk, and if he were sober, deny 
solemnly that he ever tasted anything but water. 

He was not only useless as an officer, and a bad influence 
amongst the men, but it was plain that at this rate he must soon 
kill himself outright; so nobody was much surprised, nor very 
sorry, when one dark night, with a head sea, he disappeared en¬ 
tirely and was seen no more. 

“Overboard!” said the captain. “Well, gentlemen, that saves the 
trouble of putting him in irons.” 

But there we were, without a mate; and it was necessary, of 
course, to advance one of the men. The boatswain, Job Anderson, 
was the likeliest man aboard, and, though he kept his old title, 
he served in a way as mate. Mr. Trelawney had followed the sea, 
and his knowledge made him very useful, for he often took a watch 
himself in easy weather. And the coxswain, Israel Hands, was a 
careful, wily, old experienced seaman, who could be trusted at a 
pinch with almost anything. 

He was a great confidant of Long John Silver, and so the men¬ 
tion of his name leads me on to speak of our ship’s cook. Bar¬ 
becue, as the men called him. 
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Aboard ship he carried his crutch by a lanyard round his neck. 

'° , * VC ; )0th llan<ls as <'«' a* Possible. It was something to see him 
uedge the foot of the crutch against a bulkhead, and. propped 
against It. yielding to every movement of the ship, get on with 
his cooking like some one safe ashore. Still more strange was it to 
see him in the heaviest of weather cross the deck. He had a line 
or two rigged up to help him across the widest spaces—Long 
John s earrings, they were called: and he would hand himself 
from one place to another, now using the crutch, now trailing it 
alongside by the lanyard, as quickly as another man could walk. 

Vet some of the men who had sailed with him before expressed 
their pity to sec him so reduced. 

"He's no common man. Barbecue,” said the coxswain to me. 

"He Had good schooling in his young days, and can speak like a 

book when so minded; and brave—a lion’s nothing alongside 

ot Long John! I seen him grapple four, and knock their heads 
together—him unarmed.” 


All the crew respected and even obeyed him. He had a way of 
talking to each, and doing everybody some particular service. To 
me he was unweariedly kind; and always glad to see me in the 
galley, which he kept as clean as a new pin; the dishes hanging up 
burnished, and his parrot in a cage in one corner. 

Come away, Hawkins,” he would say; “come and have a yarn 
with John. Nobody more welcome than yourself, my son. Sit you 
down and hear the news. Here’s Cap’n Flint—I calls my parrot 
Cap’n Flint, after the famous buccaneer—here’s Cap’n Flint pre¬ 
dicting success to our v’yage. Wasn’t you, cap’n?” 

And the parrot would say, with great rapidity, “Pieces of eight! 
pieces of eight! pieces of eight!” till you wondered that it was not 
out of breath, or till John threw his handkerchief over the cage. 

“Now, that bird,” he would say, “is, may be, two hundred years 
old, Hawkins—they lives for ever mostly; and if anybody’s seen 
more wickedness, it must be the devil himself. She’s sailed with 
England, the great Cap’n England, the pirate. She’s been at 
Madagascar, and at Malabar, and Surinam, and Providence, and 
Portobello. She was at the fishing up of the wrecked plate ships. 
It’s there she learned ‘Pieces of eight,' and little wonder; three 
hundred and fifty thousand of ’em, Hawkins! She was at the 
boarding of the Viceroy of the Indies out of Goa, she was; and 
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to look at her you would think she was a babby. But \ou smelt 

powder—didn't you, cap'n?” 

“Stand by to go about,” the parrot would scream. 

“Ah, she’s a handsome craft, she is,” the cook would sa\, an 
cive her sugar from his pocket, and then the bird would peck at 
the bars and swear straight on, passing belief foi tuc ec ness. 
“There,” John would add, ‘‘you can't touch pitch and not ne 
mucked, lad. Here’s this poor old innocent bird o’ mine swearing 
blue fire, and none the wiser, you may lay to that. She would sweat 
the same, in a manner of speaking, before chaplain.” And John 
would touch his forelock with a solemn way he had, that mat e 

me think he was the best of men. 

In the meantime, squire and Captain Smollett were still on 

pretty distant terms with one another. The squire made no bones 

about the matter; he despised the captain. The captain, on his 

part, never spoke but when he was spoken to, and then sharp an 

short and dry, and not a word wasted. He owned, when driven 

into a corner, that he seemed to have been wrong about the crew 

that some of them were as brisk as he wanted to see, and all had 

behaved fairly well. As for the ship, he had taken a downright 

fancy to her. “She’ll lie a point nearer the wind than a man has a 

right to expect of his own married wife, sir. But,” he would add, 

“all I say is we’re not home again, and I don’t like the cruise. 

The squire, at this, would turn away and march up and down 

die deck, chin in air. 

“A trifle more of that man,” he would say, ‘‘and I should ex¬ 


plode.” . 

We had some heavy weather, which only proved the qualities 

of the Hispaniola. Every man on board seemed well content, and 
they must have been hard to please if they had been otherwise; for 
it is my belief there was never a ship’s company so spoiled since 
Noah put to sea. Double grog was going on the least excuse; there 
was duff on odd days, as, for instance, if the squire heard it was 
any man’s birthday; and always a barrel of apples standing 
broached in the waist, for any one to help himself that had a 
fancy. 

‘‘Never knew good come of it yet, the captain said to Dr. 
Livesey. “Spoil foc’s’le hands, make devils. That’s my belief.” 

But good did come of the apple barrel, as you shall hear: for if 
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h ' ,d b “" for ,hat ' '« ^ou\d have had no note of warning 
and might all have perished by the hand of treachery. S> 

1 Ins was how it came about. 

We had run up the trades to get the wind of the island we were 
after-, am not allowed to be more p.ain-and now we ere 

“ g d 7’ n , f °’ il ^ bright look-out day and night. It 

as about the last day of our outward voyage, by the largest com- 

pu tat ion; some time that night, or, at latest, before noon on the 

morrow, we should sight the Treasure Island. We were heading 

,, 7 - . a , nd lad 3 Stcad >' brcezc abeam and a quiet sea. The 
1 is pa n i o/a rolled steadily, dipping her bowsprit now and then 

with a win r of spray. All was drawing alow and aloft; every one 

was in the bravest spirits, because we were now so near an end of 
the first part of our adventure. 

Now. just after sundown, when all my work was over, and I 

was on my way to my berth, it occurred to me that I should like 

an apple. I ran on deck. The watch was all forward looking out 

foi the island. The man at the helm was watching the luff of the 

sail, and whistling away gently to himself; and that was the only 

sound excepting the swish of the sea against the bows and around 
the sides of the ship. 


In I got bodily into the apple barrel, and found there was scarce 
an apple left; but, sitting down there in the dark, what with the 
sound of the waters and the rocking movement of the ship, I had 
eithei fallen asleep, or was on the point of doing so, when a 
heavy man sat down with rather a clash close by. The barrel shook 
as he leaned his shoulders against it, and I was just about to jump 
up when the man began to speak. It was Silver’s voice, and, before 
I had heard a dozen words, I would not have shown myself for all 
the world, but lay there, trembling and listening, in the extreme 
of fear and curiosity; for from these dozen words I understood 
that the lives of all the honest men aboard depended upon me 
alone. 


11. What I Heard in the Apple Barrel 

N O, NOT I,” SAID SILVER. “FLINT WAS CAP’n; I WAS QUARTER- 

master, along of my timber leg. The same broadside I lost 
my leg, old Pew lost his deadlights. It was a master surgeon, him 
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that ampytated me—out of college and all—Latin by the bucket, 
and what not; but he was hanged like a dog, and sun-dnec 1 c 
the rest, at Corso Castle. That was Roberts’s men, that was. and 
corned of changing names to their ships— Royal Fortune, and so 
on. Now, what a ship was christened, so let her stay, I says. So it 
was with the Cassandra, as brought us all safe home from Malabar, 
after England took the Viceroy of the Indies; so it was with the 
old Walrus, Flint’s old ship, as I’ve seen a-muck with the red blood 

and fit to sink with gold.” 

“Ah!” cried another voice, that of the youngest hand on board, 
and evidently full of admiration, ‘‘he was the flower of the flock, 

was Flint!” 

“Davis was a man, too, by all accounts,” said Silver. I never 
sailed along of him; first with England, then with Flint, that’s my 
story; and now here on my own account, in a manner of speaking. 

I laid by nine hundred safe, from England, and two thousand after 
Flint. That ain’t bad for a man before the mast—all safe in bank. 
’Tain’t earning now, it’s saving does it, you may lay to that. 
Where’s all England’s men now? I dunno. Where’s Flint’s? Why, 
most of ’em aboard here, and glad to get the duff—been begging 
before that, some on ’em. Old Pew, as had lost his sight, and might 
have thought shame, spends twelve hundred pound in a year, like 
a lord in Parliament. Where is he now? Well, he’s dead now and 
under hatches; but for two year before that, shiver my timbers! the 
man was starving. He begged, and he stole, and he cut throats, 

and starved at that, by the powers!” 

“Well, it ain’t much use, after all,” said the young seaman. 

“ ’Tain’t much use for fools, you may lay to it—that, nor 
nothing,” cried Silver. “But now, you look here: you’re young, you 
are, but you’re as smart as paint. I see that when I set my eyes 
on you, and I’ll talk to you like a man.” 

You may imagine how I felt when I heard this abominable old 
rogue addressing another in the very same words of flattery as he 
had used to myself. I think, if I had been able, that I would have 
killed him through the barrel. Meantime, he ran on, little sup¬ 
posing he was overheard. 

“Here it is about gentlemen of fortune. They lives rough, and 
they risk swinging, but they eat and drink like fighting-cocks, and 
when a cruise is done, why it’s hundreds of pounds instead of 
hundreds of farthings in their pockets. Now, the most goes for rum 
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and a good (ling, and to sea again in their shirts. But that’s not the 

course I lay. 1 puts it all away, some here, some there, and none 

too much anywheres, bv reason of suspicion. I’m fifty, mark you; 

once back from this cruise, I set up gentleman in earnest. Time 

enough, too, says you. Ah. but I’ve lived easy in the meantime; 

never denied myself o’ nothing heart desires, and slep’ soft and ate 

dainty all my days, but when at sea. And how did I begin? Before 
the mast, like you!” 


W ell, said the other, “but all the other money’s gone now, 
ain’t it? You daren’t show face in Bristol after this.” 

“Why, where might you suppose it was?” asked Silver, derisively. 

At Bristol, in banks and places,” answered his companion. 

“It were,” said the cook; “it were when we weighed anchor. But 
my old missis has it all by now. And the Spy-glass is sold, lease and 
goodwill and rigging; and the old girl’s off to meet me. I would 
tell you where, for I trust you; but it ’ud make jealousy among 
the mates.” 


"And can you trust your missis?” asked the other. 

“Gentlemen of fortune,” returned the cook, “usually trusts little 
among themselves, and right they are, you may lay to it. But I have 
a way with me, I have. When a mate brings a slip on his cable— 
one as knows me, I mean—it won’t be in the same world with 
old John. There was some that was feared of Pew, and some that 
was feared of Flint; but Flint his own self was feared of me. Feared 
he was, and proud. They was the roughest crew afloat, was Flint’s; 
the devil himself would have been feared to go to sea with them. 
Well, now, I tell you, I’m not a boasting man, and you seen your¬ 
self how easy I keep company; but when I was quartermaster, 
lambs wasn’t the word for Flint’s old buccaneers. Ah, you may be 
sure of yourself in old John’s ship.” 

“Well, I tell you now,” replied the lad, “I didn’t half a quarter 
like the job till I had this talk with you, John; but there’s my 
hand on it now.” 

“And a brave lad you were, and smart, too,” answered Silver, 
shaking hands so heartily that all the barrel shook, “and a finer 
figurehead for a gentleman of fortune I never clapped my eyes on.” 

By this time I had begun to understand the meaning of their 
terms. By a “gentleman of fortune” they plainly meant neither 
more nor less than a common pirate, and the little scene that I had 
overheard was the last act in the corruption of one of the honest 
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hands— perhaps of the last one left aboard. But on this point I 
was soon to be relieved, for Silver giving a little whistle, a thin 
man strolled up and sat down by the party. 


“Dick’s square,” said Silver. 

“Oh I know’d Dick was square,” returned the voice ot the 
coxswain, Israel Hands. “He’s no fool, is Dick.” And he turned his 
quid and spat. ‘‘But, look here,” he went on, “here’s what I want 
to know, Barbecue: how long are we a-going to stand off and on 
like a blessed bumboat? I’ve had a’most enough o’ Cap’n Smollett, 
he’s hazed me long enough, by thunder! I want to go into tha* 
cabin, I do. I want their pickles and wines, and that. 

“Israel,” said Silver, ‘‘your head ain’t much account, nor ever 
was. But you’re able to hear, I reckon; leastways, your ears is big 
enough. Now, here’s what I say: you’ll berth forward, and you 
live hard, and you’ll speak soft, and you’ll keep sober, till I give 

the word; and you may lay to that, my son. 

“Well, I don’t say no, do I?” growled the coxswain. “What I 

say is, when? That’s what I say. 

“When! by the powers!” cried Silver. “Well, now, if you want to 
know I’ll tell you when. The last moment I can manage; and 
that’s when. Here’s a first-rate seaman, Cap’n Smollett, sails the 
blessed ship for us. Here’s this squire and doctor with a map and 
such—I don’t know where it is, do I? No more do you, says you. 
Well, then, I mean this squire and doctor shall find the stuff and 
help us to get it aboard, by the powers. Then we’ll see. If I was 
sure of you all, sons of double Dutchmen, I d have Cap n Smollett 

navigate us half-way back again before I struck. 

“Why, we’re all seamen aboard here, I should think,” said the 


lad Dick. 

“We’re all foc’s’le hands, you mean,” snapped Silver. “We can 
steer a course, but who’s to set one? That’s what all you gentlemen 
split on, first and last. If I had my way, I’d have Cap’n Smollett 
work us back into the trades at least; then we’d have no blessed 
miscalculations and a spoonful of water a day. But I know the 
sort you are. I’ll finish with ’em at the island, as soon’s the blunt’s 
on board, and a pity it is. But you’re never happy till you’re 
drunk. Split my sides, I’ve a sick heart to sail with the likes of 


youl” 

“Easy all. Long John,” cried Israel. “Who’s a-crossin’ of you?’’ 
“Why, how many tall ships, think ye, now, have I seen laid 
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aboard? and how many brisk lads drying in the sun at Execution 
ockr cried Silver. And all for this same hurry and hurry and 

would ,Carme? 1 SCCn 3 th ‘ ng or ''™ at sea, I have. If you 

. n \ a> ' our coursc ’ and a P nt to windward, you would 
ride in carriages, you would. But not you! I know you. You’ll have 
\our mouthful of rum to-morrow, and go han<*.” 

"Everybody know'd you was a kind of a chapling. John; but 

. h " C S ".‘ lK ’ rS aS COl,ld hand and stccr as well as you," said Israel. 
I hey liked a bit o’ fun. they did. They wasn't so high and dry 

nohow, but took their fling, like jolly companions every one." 

S°' J sa > s Silver. "Well, and where are they now? Pew was that 

sort, and he died a beggar-man. Flint was, and he died of rum at 

Savannah. Ah, they was a sweet crew, they wasl on'y, where are 
they?” 

But, asked Dick, “when we do lay ’em athwart, what are we 
to do with ’em, anyhow?” 


“There’s the man for me!” cried the cook admiringly. “That’s 

what I call business. Well, what would you think? Put ’em ashore 

like maroons? That would have been England’s way. Or cut ’em 

down like that much pork? That would have been Flint’s or Billy 
Bones’s.” 

“Billy was the man for that,” said Israel. “ ‘Dead men don’t 
bite,’ says he. Well, he’s dead now hisself; he knows the long and 
short on it now; and if ever a rough hand come to port, it was 
Billy.” 

Right you are, said Silver, “rough and ready. But mark you 
here: I m an easy man—I’m quite the gentleman, says you; but 
this time it s serious. Dooty is dooty, mates. I give my vote— 
death. When I’m in Parlyment, and riding in my coach, I don’t 
want none of these sea-lawyers in the cabin a-coming home, un¬ 
looked for, like the devil at prayers. Wait is what I say; but when 
the time comes, why, let her ripl” 

“John,” cried the coxswain, “you’re a manl” 

“You’ll say so, Israel, when you see,” said Silver. “Only one 
thing I claim—I claim Trelawney. I’ll wring his calf’s head off his 
body with these hands. Dickl” he added, breaking off, “you just 
jump up, like a sweet lad, and get me an apple, to wet my pipe 
like.” 

You may fancy the terror I was ini I should have leaped out 
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and run for it, if I had found the strength; but my limbs and heart 
alike misgave me. I heard Dick begin to rise, and then some one 
seemingly stopped him, and the voice of Hands exclaimed: 

“Oh, stow that! Don’t you get sucking of that bilge, John. Let s 

have a go of the rum.” . 

“Dick,” said Silver, “I trust you. I’ve a gauge on the keg, nunci. 

There’s the key; you fill a pannikin and bring it up. 

Terrified as I was, I could not help thinking to myself that this 
must have been how Mr. Arrow got the strong waters that de¬ 
stroyed him. , 

Dick was gone but a little while, and during his absence Israel 

spoke straight on in the cook’s ear. It was but a word or two that 
I could catch, and yet I gathered some important news; for, besides 
other scraps that tended to the same purpose, this whole clause was 
audible: “Not another man of ihem’ll jine.” Hence there were 

still faithful men on board. 

When Dick returned, one after another of the trio took the 
pannikin and drank-one “To luck”; another with a “Here’s to 
old Flint”; and Silver himself saying, in a kind of song, “Here’s 
to ourselves, and hold your luff, plenty of prizes and plenty of 

duff.” 

Just then a sort of brightness fell upon me in the barrel, and, 
looking up, I found the moon had risen, and was silvering the 
mizzen-top and shining white on the luff of the fore-sail; and 
almost at the same time the voice of the look-out shouted “Land- 

hol” 


12. Council of War 

T here was a great rush of feet across the deck, i could 
hear people tumbling up from the cabin and the foc’s’le; and, 
slipping in an instant outside my barrel, I dived behind the 
fore-sail, made a double towards the stern, and came out upon the 
open deck in time to join Hunter and Dr. Livesey in the rush for 
the weather bow. 

There all hands were already congregated. A belt of fog had 
lifted almost simultaneously with the appearance of the moon. 
Away to the southwest of us we saw two low hills, about a couple 
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Of m.lcs apart, and rising behind one of them a third and higher 
and co dcaI PCa ( "’ aS S<lU U> thc fo S' A11 ‘hree seemed sharp 

•tiHi conical in figure. 1 

So much I saw, almost in a dream, for I had not yet recovered 
f om ray horrid fear of a minute or two before. And then I heard 
1C some of Captain Smollett issuing orders. The Hispaniola was 

laid a couple of points nearer the wind, and now sailed a course 
that would just clear the island on the east. 

“And now, men,” said the captain, when all was sheeted home, 
lias any one of you ever seen that land ahead?” 

I have, sir,” said Silver. “I've watered there with a trader I was 
cook in.” 

•The anchorage is on the south, behind an islet, I fancy?” 
asked the captain. 7 

^es, sir; Skeleton Island they calls it. It were a main place for 
pirates once, and a hand we had on board knowed all their names 
for it. That hill to the nor’ard they calls the Fore-mast Hill; there 
are three hills in a row running southard—fore, main, and mizzen, 
sir. But thc main—that’s the big un with the cloud on it—they 
usually calls the Spy-glass, by reason of a look-out they kept when 

they was in thc anchorage cleaning; for it’s there they cleaned their 
ships, sir, asking your pardon.” 

”1 have a chart here,” says Captain Smollett. “See if that’s the 
place.” 

Long John’s eyes burned in his head as he took the chart; but, 
by the fresh look of the paper, I knew he was doomed to disap¬ 
pointment. This was not the map we found in Billy Bones’s chest, 
but an accurate copy, complete in all things—names and heights 
and soundings—with the single exception of the red crosses and 
the w'ritten notes. Sharp as must have been this annoyance, Silver 
had the strength of mind to hide it. 

“Yes, sir,” said he, “this is the spot to be sure; and very prettily 
drawed out. Who might have done that, I wonder. The pirates 
were too ignorant, I reckon. Ay, here it is: ‘Capt. Kidd’s Anchor¬ 
age'—just the name my shipmate called it. There’s a strong cur¬ 
rent runs along the south, and then away nor’ard up the west 
coast. Right you was, sir,” says he, “to haul your wind and keep 
the weather of the island. Leastways, if such was your intention 
as to enter and careen, and there ain’t no better place for that in 
these waters.” 
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“Thank you, my man,” says Captain Smollett. “I’ll ask you. 

later on, to give us a help. \ou may go. 

I was surprised at the coolness with which John avowed 1 

knowledge o£ the island; and I own I was half frightene w ten 

I saw him drawing nearer to myself. He did not know to be sure 

that I had overheard his council from the apple barrel, and yet I 

had by this time, taken such a horror of his cruelty, duphety.and 

power, that I could scarce conceal a shudder when he laid 

hand upon my arm. 

••Ah,” says he, “this here is a sweet spot, this island a swee 
spot for a lad to get ashore on. You’ll bathe, and you'll climb trees 
and you’ll hunt goats, you will-and you’ll get aloft on them lulls 
like a goat yourself. Why, it makes me young again. It was gon g 
to forget my timber leg, I was. It’s a pleasant thing to be young, 
and have ten toes, and you may lay to that. When you want to 
go a bit of exploring, you just ask old John, and he’ll put up a 

snack for you to take along. 

And clapping me in the friendliest way upon the shoulder, he 

hobbled off forward and went below. 

Captain Smollett, the squire, and Dr. Livesey were talking to¬ 
gether on the quarter-deck, and, anxious as I was to tell them my 
story, I durst not interrupt them openly. While I was still casting 
about in my thoughts to find some probable excuse, Dr. Livese> 
called me to his side. He had left his pipe below, and being a slave 
to tobacco, had meant that I should fetch it; but as soon as I was 
near enough to speak and not to be overheard, I broke out im¬ 
mediately: “Doctor, let me speak. Get the captain and squire down 
to the cabin, and then make some pretence to send for me. I have 

terrible news.” 

The doctor changed countenance a little, but next moment he 


was master of himself. 

“Thank you, Jim,” said he, quite loudly, “that was all I wanted 

to know,” as if he had asked me a question. 

And with that he turned on his heel and rejoined the other 
two. They spoke together for a little, and though none of them 
started, or raised his voice, or so much as whistled, it was plain 
enough that Dr. Livesey had communicated my request; for the 
next thing that I heard was the captain giving an order to Job 
Anderson, and all hands were piped on deck. 

“My lads,” said Captain Smollett, “I’ve a word to say to you. 
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" C 'r Sigh,Cd iS ,he P ,aCC we have b <*" sailing 

know nC [' ; C, " g a Vtry °< >Cnhanded gentleman, as we all 

know has just asked me a word or two. and as I was able to tell 

, that every man on board had done his duty, alow and aloft 

as 1 tieser ask to sec tt done better, why, he and I and the doctor 

are going below to the cabin to drink your health and luck, anti 

>ou 11 have grog served out for you to drink our health and luck 

‘ cl1 > ou wha( 1 lhink of '1'is: I think it handsome. And if you 

think as I do, you II g.ve a good sea cheer for the gentleman that 
docs it. 


I he cheer followed—that was a matter of course; but it rang 
out so full and hearty, that I confess I could hardly believe these 
same men were plotting for our blood. 

“One more cheer for Cap n Smollett,” cried Long John, when 
the first had subsided. 

And this also was given with a will. 

On the top of that the three gentlemen went below, and not 
long after, word was sent forward that Jim Hawkins was wanted 
in the cabin. 

I found them all three seated round the table, a bottle of 
Spanish wine and some raisins before them, and the doctor smok¬ 
ing away, with his wig on his lap, and that, I knew, was a sign that 
he was agitated. The stern window was open, for it was a warm 
night, and you could see the moon shining behind on the ship's 
wake. 

“Now, Hawkins,” said the squire, “you have something to say. 
Speak up.” 

I did as I was bid, and, as short as I could make it, told the 
whole details of Silver’s conversation. Nobody interrupted me till 
I was done, nor did any one of the three of them make so much as 
a movement, but they kept their eyes upon my face from first to 
last. 

“Jim,” said Dr. Livesey, “take a seat.” 

And they made me sit down at table beside them, poured me out 
a glass of wine, filled my hands with raisins, and all three, one 
after the other, and each with a bow, drank my good health, and 
their service to me, for my luck and courage. 

“Now, captain,” said the squire, “you were right, and I was 
wrong. I own myself an ass, and I await your orders.” 

“No more an ass than I, sir,” returned the captain. “I never 
heard of a crew that meant to mutiny but what showed signs 
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before, for any man that had an eye in his head to see the m.sch.et 
and take steps according. But tins crew, he adc ec , cat*^ me. 

“Captain,” said the doctor, “with your permission, that s Silver. 


A very remarkable man.” 

■■He'd look remarkably well from a yard-arm, sir," returned the 
captain. "But this is talk; this don't lead to anything. I see three 
or four points, and with Mr. Trelawney's perm.ss.on, Ill name 

them.” . ,, „ \ r 

“You, sir, are the captain. It is for you to speak, says A i. 

Trelawney grandly. 

"First point," began Mr. Smollett. "We must go on, because 
we can't turn back. If I gave the word to go about, they would 
rise at once. Second point, we have time before us at least, until 
this treasure’s found. Third point, there are faithful hands. Now, 
sir, it’s got to come to blows sooner or later; and what I propose 
is, to take time by the forelock, as the saying is, and come to blows 
some fine day when they least expect it. We can count, I take it, 
on your own home servants, Mr. Trelawney?” 

“As upon myself,” declared the squire. 

“Three,” reckoned the captain, “ourselves make seven, counting 

Hawkins here. Now, about the honest hands?” 

“Most likely Trelawney’s own men,” said the doctor; “those he 
had picked up for himself, before he lit on Silver. 

“Nay,” replied the squire, “Hands was one of mine.” 

“I did think I could have trusted Hands,” added the captain. 
“And to think that they’re all Englishmen!” broke out the 
squire. “Sir, I could find it in my heart to blow the ship up.” 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the captain, “the best that I can say is 
not much. We must lay to, if you please, and keep a bright look¬ 
out. It’s trying on a man, I know. It would be pleasanter to come 
- to blows. But there’s no help for it till we know our men. Lay to, 
and whistle for a wind, that’s my view.” 

“Jim here,” said the doctor, “can help us more than any one. 
The men are not shy with him, and Jim is a noticing lad.” 
“Hawkins, I put prodigious faith in you,” added the squire. 

I began to feel pretty desperate at this, for I felt altogether 
helpless; and yet, by an odd train of circumstances, it was indeed 
through me that safety came. In the meantime, talk as we pleased, 
there were only seven out of the twenty-six on whom we knew we 
could rely; and out of these seven one was a boy, so that the 
grown men on our side were six to their nineteen. 




-k PART THREE 


MY SHORE ADVENTURE 



13. How I Began My Shore Adventure 

T he appearance of the island when i came on deck next 
morning was altogether changed. Although the breeze had 
now utterly failed, we had made a great deal of way during the 
night, and were now lying becalmed about half a mile to the 
south-east of the low eastern coast. Gray-coloured woods covered 
a large part of the surface. This even tint was indeed broken up 
by streaks of yellow sandbreak in the lower lands, and by many 
tall trees of the pine family, out-topping the others—some singly, 
some in clumps; but the general colouring was uniform and sad. 
The hills ran up clear above the vegetation in spires of naked 
rock. All were strangely shaped, and the Spy-glass, which was by 
three or four hundred feet the tallest on the island, was likewise 
the strangest in configuration, running up sheer from almost every 
side, and then suddenly cut off at the top like a pedestal to put 
a statue on. 

The Hispaniola was rolling scuppers under in the ocean swell. 
The booms were tearing at the blocks, the rudder was banging to 
and fro, and the whole ship creaking, groaning, and jumping 
like a manufactory. I had to ding tight to the backstay, and the 
world turned giddily before my eyes; for though I was a good 
enough sailor when there was way on, this standing still and 
being rolled about like a bottle was a thing I never learned to 
stand without a qualm or so, above all in the morning, on an 
empty stomach. 

Perhaps it was this—perhaps it was the look of the island, with 
its gray, melancholy woods, and wild stone spires, and the surf that 
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we could both see and hear foaming and thundering on ‘he steep 
beach—at least, although the sun shone br.ght and hot, and 
shore birds were fishing and crying all around us, and you would 
have thought any one would have been glad to get to> land ■ 
being so long at sea, my heart sank, as the saying is into my 
boot!; and from that first look onward, I hated the very thought of 

Treasure Island. . 

We had a dreary morning’s work before us, for there was no sigi 

of any wind, and the boats had to be got out and manned, and t e 
Ship warped three or four miles round the corner of the is and, 
and up the narrow passage to the haven behind Skeleton Island. 

I volunteered for one of the boats, where I had, of course, no busi¬ 
ness. The heat was sweltering, and the men grumbled fierce y over 
their work. Anderson was in command of my boat, and instcac 
of keeping the crew in order, he grumbled as loud as the worst. 

“Well,” he said, with an oath, “it’s not for ever. 

I thought this was a very bad sign; for, up to that day, the men 
had gone briskly and willingly about their business; but the very 
sight of the island had relaxed the cords of discipline. 

All the way in, Long John stood by the steersman and conned 
the ship. He knew the passage like the palm of his hand; and 
though the man in the chains got everywhere more water than 
was down in the chart, John never hesitated once. 

“There’s a strong scour with the ebb,” he said, “and this here 
passage has been dug out, in a manner of speaking, with a spade.” 

We brought up just where the anchor was in the chart, about a 
third of a mile from either shore, the mainland on one side, and 


Skeleton Island on the other. The bottom was clean sand. The 
plunge of our anchor sent up clouds of birds wheeling and crying 
over the woods; but in less than a minute they were down again, 
and all was once more silent. 

The place was entirely land-locked, buried in woods, the trees 
coming right down to high-water mark, the shores mostly flat, and 
the hill-tops standing round at a distance in a sort of amphi¬ 
theatre, one here, one there. Two little rivers, or, rather, two 
swamps, emptied out into this pond, as you might call it; and the 
foliage round that part of the shore had a kind of poisonous 
brightness. From the ship, we could see nothing of the house or 
stockade, for they were quite buried among trees; and if it had 
not been for the chart on the companion, we might have been 
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the first that had ever anchored there since the island arose out of 
the seas. 

1 here was not a breath of air moving, nor a sound but that of 
the surf booming half a mile away along the beaches and against 
the locks outside. A peculiar stagnant smell hung over the anchor- 
age a smell of sodden leaves and rotted tree trunks. I observed the 
doctor snifling and sniffing, like some one tasting a bad egg. 

*1 don’t know about treasure/’ he said, “but I’ll stake my wig 
there’s fever here.” b 


If the conduct of the men had been alarming in the boat, it 
became truly threatening when they had come aboard. They lay 
about the deck growling together in talk. The slightest order was 
iccci\ed with a black look, and grudgingly and carelessly obeyed. 
Even the honest hands must have caught the infection, for there 
was not one man aboard to mend another. Mutiny, it was plain, 
hung over us like a thunder cloud. 

And it was not only we of the cabin party who perceived the 
dangei. Long John was hard at work going from group to group, 
spending himself in good advice, and as for example no man could 
have shown a better. He fairly outstripped himself in willingness 
and civility; he was all smiles to every one. If an order were given, 
John would be on his crutch in an instant, with the cheeriest “Ay, 
ay, sir!” in the world; and when there was nothing else to do, he 
kept up one song after another, as if to conceal the discontent of 
the rest. 

Of all the gloomy features of that gloomy afternoon, this ob¬ 
vious anxiety on the part of Long John appeared the worst. 

We held a council in the cabin. 


“Sir,” said the captain, “if I risk another order, the whole ship’ll 
come about our ears by the run. You see, sir, here it is. I get a 
rough answer, do I not? Well, if I speak back, pikes will be going 
in two shakes; if I don't. Silver will see there's something under 
that, and the game’s up. Now, we’ve only one man to rely on.” 

"And who is that?” asked the squire. 

"Silver, sir,” returned the captain; “he’s as anxious as you and I 
to smother things up. This is a tiff; he’d soon talk ’em out of it if 
he had the chance, and what I propose to do is to give him the 
chance. Let’s allow the men an afternoon ashore. If they all go, 
why, we’ll fight the ship. If they none of them go, well, then, we 
hold the cabin, and God defend the right. If some go, you mark 
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my words, sir. Silver’ll bring ’em aboard again as mild as lambs.’ 

It was so decided; loaded pistols were served out to all the sure 
men; Hunter, Joyce, and Redruth were taken into our confidence, 
and received the news with less surprise and a better spirit than 
we had looked for, and then the captain went on deck and ad¬ 


dressed the crew. ,, . , . 

“My lads,” said he, “we’ve had a hot day, and are all tired and 

out of sorts. A turn ashore’ll hurt nobody—the boats are still in 
the water; you can take the gigs, and as many as please can go 
ashore for the afternoon. I’ll fire a gun half an hour before sun¬ 
down.” 

I believe the silly fellows must have thought they would break 
their shins over treasure as soon as they were landed; for they all 
came out of their sulks in a moment, and gave a cheer that started 
the echo in a far-away hill, and sent the birds once more flying 

and squalling round the anchorage. 

The captain was too bright to be in the way. He whipped out 
of sight in a moment, leaving Silver to arrange the party; and I 
fancy it was as well he did so. Had he been on deck he could 
no longer so much as have pretended not to understand the situa¬ 
tion. It was as plain as day. Silver was the captain and a mighty 
rebellious crew he had of it. The honest hands—and I was soon 
to see it proved that there were such on board—must have been 
very stupid fellows. Or, rather, I suppose the truth was this, that 
all hands were disaffected by the example of the ringleaders— 
only some more, some less; and a few, being good fellows in the 
main, could neither be led nor driven any further. It is one thing 
to be idle and skulk, and quite another to take a ship and murder 
a number of innocent men. 

At last, however, the party was made up. Six fellows were to 
stay on board, and the remaining thirteen, including Silver, began 
to embark. 

Then it was that there came into my head the first of the mad 
notions that contributed so much to save our livefc. If six men were 
left by Silver, it was plain our party could not take and fight the 
ship; and since only six were left, it was equally plain that the 
cabin party had no present need of my assistance. It occurred to 
me at once to go ashore. In a jiffy I had slipped over the side, and 
curled up in the fore-sheets of the nearest boat, and almost at the 
same moment she shoved off. 
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No one .ook notice of me. only the bow oar saving. "Is that von 
mu keep your head down." But Silver, from the other boat' 
looked sharply over and called out to know if that were me- and 
■ om that moment I began to regret what I had done 
I he crews raced for the beach: bu, the boat I was in, bavin- 

Ihot'fwih a I M ng ° nCC thC lis ' UCr and the manned^ 

j o '. -,lKa<I ot hcr cons °rt, and the bow had struck among the 
s uucside ttecs. and 1 had caught a branch and swung myself out 

and plunged into the nearest thicket, while Silver and the rest 
wore still .1 hundred yards behind. 

Jim, Jim! I heard him shouting. 

But you may suppose I paid no heed: jumping, ducking, and 

breaking through. I ran straight before my nose, till I could run no 
longer. 


14 . 'The First Blow 

T WAS SO PLEASED AT HAVING GIVEN THE SLIP TO LONG JOHN, THAT 

1 I began to enjoy myself and look around me with some inter¬ 
est on the strange land that I was in. 

I had crossed a marshy tract full of willows, bulrushes, and odd, 
outlandish, swampy trees; and I had now come out upon the skirts 
of an open piece of undulating, sandy country, about a mile long, 
dotted with a few pines, and a great number of contorted trees, 
not unlike the oak in growth, but pale in the foliage, like willows. 
On the far side of the open stood one of the hills, with two quaint, 
cra ggy peaks, shining vividly in the sun. 

I now felt for the first time the joy of exploration. The isle was 
uninhabited; my shipmates I had left behind, and nothing lived 
in front of me but dumb brutes and fowls. I turned hither and 
thither among the trees. Here and there were flowering plants, 
unknown to me; here and there I saw snakes, and one raised his 
head from a ledge of rock and hissed at me with a noise not unlike 
the spinning of a top. Little did I suppose that he was a deadly 
enemy, and that the noise was the famous rattle. 

Then I came to a long thicket of these oak-like trees—live, or 
evergreen, oaks, I heard afterwards, they should be called—which 
grew low along the sand like brambles, the boughs curiously 
twisted, the foliage compact, like thatch. The thicket stretched 
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down from the top of one of the sandy knoHs. spreadtng and 

Brewing taller as it went, until it reached the margin of the broad, 
reedy fen through which the nearest of the little rivers soaked 
way into the anchorage. The marsh was steaming m the stiong 
sun, and the outline of the Spy-glass trembled through the ha c. 

All at once there began to go a sort of bustle among 
rushes; a wild duck flew up with a quack, another followed, a. 
soon over the whole surface of the marsh a great cloud of 
hung screaming and circling in the air. I judged at once that some 
of my shipmates must be drawing near along the bordeis of t 1 
fen Nor was I deceived; for soon I heard the very distant and low 
tones of a human voice, which, as I continued to give ear, grew 

steadily louder and nearer. 

This nut me in a great fear, and I crawled under cover of the 
nearest live-oak, and squatted there, hearkening, as silent as a 


mouse. . . 

Another voice answered; and then the first voice, which I now 

recognised to be Silver’s, once more took up the story, and ran on 
for a long while in a stream, only now and again interrupted bv 
the other. By the sound they must have been talking earnestly, 
and almost fiercely; but no distinct word came to my hearing. 

At last the speakers seemed to have paused, and perhaps to have 
sat down; for not only did they cease to draw any nearer, but the 
birds themselves began to grow more quiet, and to settle again to 
their places in the swamp. 

And now I began to feel that I was neglecting my business; that 
since I had been so foolhardy as to come ashore with these desper¬ 
adoes, the least I could do was to overhear them at their councils; 
and that my plain and obvious duty was to draw as close as I 
could manage, under the favourable ambush of the crouching 
trees. 

I could tell the direction of the speakers pretty exactly, not only 
by the sound of their voices, but by the behaviour of the few birds 
that still hung in alarm above the heads of the intruders. 

Crawling on all-fours, I made steadily but slowly towards them; 
till at last, raising my head to an aperture among the leaves, I 
could see clear down into a little green dell beside the marsh, 
and closely set about with trees, where Long John Silver and 
another of the crew stood face to face in conversation. 

The sun beat full upon them. Silver had thrown his hat beside 
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" " ,C K,OUn<l - a ' ld his Srcat. smooth, blond face, all shinin- 

. ' '' ; ' S llf,cd to ,h< - oll > CT man s in a kind of appeal. 

Mate, he was saving, "it s because I thinks gold dust of you- 

gold dust, and you may lay to that! If I hadn’t look to vou like 

I C1 - d ° you th,nk rd base been here a-warning of you? \ll s 

Up ~ y °“ Can t makc nor it’s to save your neck that I’m 

a speaking, and if one of the wild uns knew it, where ’ltd I be 
J om—now, tell me, where ’ml I be?” 

“Silver.” said the other man—and I observed he was not only 
red in the face, but spoke as hoarse as a crow, and his voice shook, 
too, like a taut rope—“Silver,” says he, “you’re old, and you’re 
honest, or has the name for it; and you’ve money, too, which lots 
of poor sailors hasn’t; and you’re brave, or I’m mistook. And will 
vou tell me you’ll let yourself be led away with that kind of a mess 

of swabs? Not you! As sure as God sees me, I’d sooner lose my 
hand. II I turn agin my dooly-” 

And then all of a sudden he was interrupted by a noise. I had 
found one of the honest hands—well, here, at that same moment, 
came news of another. Far away out in the marsh there arose, all 
of a sudden, a sound like the cry of anger, then another on the 
back of it; and then one horrid, long-drawn scream. The rocks of 
the Spy-glass re-echoed it a score of times; the whole troop of 
marsh-birds rose again, darkening heaven, with a simultaneous 
whirr; and long after that death yell was still ringing in my brain, 
silence had re-established its empire, and only the rustle of the 
redescending birds and the boom of the distant surges disturbed 
the languor of the afternoon. 


Tom had leaped at the sound, like a horse at the spur; but Silver 
had not winked an eye. He stood where he was, resting lightly on 
his crutch, watching his companion like a snake about to spring. 

“Johnl” said the sailor, stretching out his hand. 

“Hands off!” cried Silver, leaping back a yard, as it seemed to 
me, with the speed and security of a trained gymnast. 

“Hands off, if you like, John Silver,” said the other. “It’s a black 
conscience that can make you feared of me. But, in heaven’s name, 
tell me what was that?” 

“That?” returned Silver, smiling away, but warier than ever, 
his eye a mere pin-point in his big face, but gleaming like a 
crumb of glass. “That? Oh, I reckon that’ll be Alan.” 
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At this poor Tom flashed out like a hero. 

"Alan!” he cried. “Then rest his soul for a true seaman! And 
as for you, John Silver, long you've been a mate of mine, but 
you're mate of mine no more. If I die like a dog, I'll die in my 
dooty. You’ve killed Alan, have you? Kill me, too, if you can. But 

I defies you.” 

And with that, this brave fellow turned his back directly on 
the cook, and set off walking for the beach. But he was not 
destined to go far. With a cry, John seized the branch of a tree, 
whipped the crutch out of his armpit, and sent that uncouth 
missile hurtling through the air. It struck poor Tom, point fore¬ 
most, and with stunning violence, right between the shoulders 
in the middle of his back. His hands flew up, he gave a sort of 


gasp, and fell. 

Whether he were injured much or little, none could ever tell. 
Like enough, to judge from the sound, his back was broken on the 
spot. But he had no time given him to recover. Silver, agile as a 
monkey, even without leg or crutch, was on the top of him next 
moment, and had twice buried his knife up to the hilt in that 
defenceless body. From my place of ambush, I could hear him pant 
aloud as he struck the blows. 

I do not know what it rightly is to faint,'but I do know that for 
the next little while the whole world swam away from before me 
in a whirling mist; Silver and the birds, and the tall Spy-glass 
hill-top, going round and round and topsy-turvy before my eyes, 
and all manner of bells ringing and distant voices shouting in my 
ear. 

When I came again to myself, the monster had pulled himself 
together, his crutch under his arm, his hat upon his head. Just 
before him Tom lay motionless upon the sward; but the murderer 
minded him not a whit, cleansing his blood-stained knife the while 
upon a wisp of grass. Everything else was unchanged, the sun still 
shining mercilessly on the steaming marsh and the tall pinnacle 
of the mountain, and I could scarce persuade myself that murder 
had been actually done, and a human life cruelly cut short a 
moment since, before my eyes. 

But now John put his hand into his pocket, brought out a 
whistle, and blew upon it several modulated blasts, that rang far 
across the heated air. I could not tell, of course, the meaning of the 
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M^nal; but it instantly awoke my fears. More men would be com- 

I" 8 - 1 nil 8 ,u bc discovered. They had already slain two of the 
honest people; after Tom and Alan, might not I came next> 

Instantly I began to extricate myself and crawl back again, with 
u hat speed and silence I could manage, to the more open portion 
ot the wood. As I did so, I could hear hails coming and going 
between the old buccaneer and his comrades, and this sound of 
danger lent me wings. As soon as I was clear of the thicket I ran 
as I never ran before, scarce minding the direction of my’flight, 
so long as it led me from the murderers; and as I ran, fear grew 
and grew upon me, until it turned into a kind of frenzy. 

Indeed, could any one bc more entirely lost than I? When the 
gun fired, how should I dare to go down to the boats amongst 
those fiends, still smoking from their crime? Would not the first 
of them who saw me wring my neck like a snipe’s? Would not my 
absence itself be an evidence to them of my alarm, and therefore 
of my fatal knowledge? It was all over, I thought. Good-bye to the 
Hispaniola; good-bye to the squire, the doctor, the captain! There 
was nothing left for me but death by starvation, or death by the 
hands of the mutineers. 


All this while, as I say, I was still running, and, without taking 
any notice, I had drawn near to the foot of the little hill with the 
two peaks, and had got into a part of the island where the live-oaks 
grew more widely apart, and seemed more like forest trees in their 
bearing and dimensions. Mingled with these were a few scattered 
pines, some fifty, some nearer seventy, feet high. The air, too, smelt 
more freshly than down beside the marsh. 

And here a fresh alarm brought me to a standstill with a thump¬ 
ing heart. 


15 . The Man of the Island 

F rom the side of the hill, which was here steep and stony, 
a spout of gravel was dislodged, and fell rattling and bound¬ 
ing through the trees. My eyes turned instinctively in that direc¬ 
tion, and I saw a figure leap with great rapidity behind the trunk 
of a pine. What it was, whether bear or man or monkey, I could 
in no wise tell. It seemed dark and shaggy; more I knew not. But 
the terror of this new apparition brought me to a stand. 
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I was now, it seemed, cut off upon both sides; behind me the 
murderers, before me this lurking nondescript. And immediately 
I be^an to prefer the dangers that I knew to those I knew not. 
Silver himself appeared less terrible in contrast with this creature 
of the woods, and I turned on my heel, and, looking shaiply 
behind me over my shoulder, began to retrace my steps m the 

direction of the boats. 

Instantly the figure reappeared, and, making a wide circuit, 
began to head me off. I was tired, at any rate; but had I been as 
fresh as when I rose, I could see it was in vain for me to contend 
in speed with such an adversary. From trunk to trunk the creatuie 
flitted like a deer, running manlike on two legs, but unlike any 
man that I had ever seen, stooping almost double as it ran. \et a 
man it was, I could no longer be in doubt about that. 

I began to recall what I had heard of cannibals. I was within 
an ace°of calling for help. But the mere fact that he was a man, 
however wild, had somewhat reassured me, and my fear of Silver 
began to revive in proportion. I stood still, therefore, and cast 
about for some method of escape; and as I was so thinking, the 
recollection of my pistol flashed into my mind. As soon as I re¬ 
membered I was not defenceless, courage glowed again in my heart; 
and I set my face resolutely for this man of the island, and walked 
briskly towards him. 

He was concealed by this time behind another tree trunk; but 
he must have been watching me closely, for as soon as I began to 
move in his direction he reappeared and took a step to meet me. 
Then he hesitated, drew back, came forward again, and as last, 
to my wonder and confusion, threw himself on his knees and held 
out his clasped hands in supplication. 

At that I once more stopped. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

“Ben Gunn,” he answered, and his voice sounded hoarse and 
awkward, like a rusty lock. “I’m poor Ben Gunn, I am; and I 
haven't spoke with a Christian these three years.” 

I could now see that he was a white man like myself, and that 
his features were even pleasing. His skin, wherever it was exposed, 
was burnt by the sun; even his lips were black; and his fair eyes 
looked quite startling in so dark a face. Of all the beggar-men that 
I had seen or fancied, he was the chief for raggedness. He was 
clothed with tatters of old ship’s canvas and old sea cloth; and this 
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extraordinary patchwork was all held together by a system of the 

stick VndT' S and ,nco,, R' uous fastenings, brass buttons, bi!s of 

I sl . TT °, larry gaSkin - About his waist he wore an old 
b as -buckled leather belt, which was the one thing solid in 1 is 
whole accoutrement. b s 

-Three years!” I cried. "Were you shipwrecked?” 
i\ay, mate, said he—"marooned." 


I had heard the word, and 1 knew it stood for a horrible kind of 
punishment common enough among the buccaneers, in which the 
offender is put ashore with a little powder and shot, and left 
behind on some desolate and distant island. 


‘Marooned three years agone,” he continued, “and lived on 

goats since then, and berries, and oysters. Wherever a man is, says 

l, a man can do for himself. But, mate, my heart is sore for 

Christian diet. You mightn’t happen to have a piece of cheese 

about you, now? No? Well, many’s the long night I’ve dreamed 

of cheese toasted, mostly—and woke up again, and here I 
were.’’ 


“If ever I can get on board again,” said I, “you shall have cheese 
by the stone.” 

All this time he had been feeling the stuff of my jacket, smooth¬ 
ing my hands, looking at my boots, and generally, in the intervals 
of his speech, showing a childish pleasure in the presence of a 
fellow-creature. But at my last words he perked up into a kind of 
startled slyness. 

“If ever you can get aboard again, says you?” he repeated. “Why, 
now, who’s to hinder you?” 

“Not you, I know,” was my reply. 

And right you was,” he cried. “Now you—what do you call 
yourself, mate?” 

“Jim,” I told him. 

“J im ’ J im ’” sa > s he * quite pleased apparently. “Well, now, Jim, 
I’ve lived that rough as you’d be ashamed to hear of. Now, for 
instance, you wouldn’t think I had a pious mother—to look at 
me?” he asked. 

“Why, no, not in particular,” I answered. 

“Ah, well,” said he, “but I had—remarkable pious. And I was 
a civil, pious boy, and could rattle off my catechism that fast, as 
you couldn’t tell one word from another. And here’s what it come 
to, Jim, and it begun with chuck-farthen on the blessed grave- 
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stones! That’s what it begun with, but it went further n that; and 
so my mother told me, and predicted the whole, she did, the pious 
woman! But it were Providence that put me here. I’ve thought it 
all out in this here lonely island, and I’m back on piety. You don t 
catch me tasting rum so much; but just a thimbleful for luck, of 
course, the first chance I have. I’m bound I’ll be good, and I see 
the way to. And, Jim”—looking all round him, and lowering his 

voice to a whisper—“I’m rich.” 

I now felt sure that the poor fellow had gone crazy in his soli 
tude, and I suppose I must have shown the feeling in my face, for 

he repeated the statement hotly;— 

“Rich! rich! I says. And I’ll tell you what: I’ll make a man of 
you, Jim. Ah, Jim, you’ll bless your stars, you will, you was the 

first that found me!” 

And at this there came suddenly a lowering shadow over his face, 
and he tightened his grasp upon my hand, and raised a forefinger 
threateningly before my eyes. 

“Now, Jim, you tell me true: that ain’t Flint’s ship?” he asked. 

At this I had a happy inspiration. I began to believe that I had 
found an ally, and I answered him at once. 

“It’s not Flint’s ship, and Flint is dead; but I’ll tell you true, 
as you ask me—there are some of Flint’s hands aboard; worse luck 
for the rest of us.” 

“Not a man—with one—leg?” he gasped. 

“Silver?” I asked. 

“Ah, Silver!” says he; “that were his name.” 

“He’s the cook; and the ringleader, too.” 

He was still holding me by the wrist, and at that he gave it quite 
a wring. 

“If you was sent by Long John,” he said, “I’m as good as pork, 
and I know it. But where was you, do you suppose?” 

I had made my mind up in a moment, and by way of answer 
told him the whole story of our voyage, and the predicament in 
which we found ourselves. He heard me with the keenest interest, 
and when I had done he patted me on the head. 

“You're a good lad, Jim,” he said; “and you’re all in a clove 
hitch, ain’t you? Well, you just put your trust in Ben Gunn—Ben 
Gunn's the man to do it. Would you think it likely, now, that your 
squire would prove a liberal-minded one in case of help—him be¬ 
ing in a clove hitch, as you remark?” 
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I told him the squire was the most liberal of men 

Ay. but you see,” returned Ben Gunn, ”1 didn’t mean givine 

' " gatC a " d a shui, of livery clothes, and such that’I 

o m y mark, Jtm. What I mean is, would he be likely to come 

, \ n 1 1C '°° n of ’ sa V- one thousand pounds out of money 
that s as good as a man’s own already?” y 

share.”" ^ "'° Uld ’” Said h " As U was ’ a1 ' 1-nds were to 

ncss A,ld 3 P assa 8 e home?" he added, with a look of great shrewd- 

W hy.” I cried, "the squire’s a gentleman. And besides, if we 
home'" ° f thC ° therS ’ WC should want V° u to help work the vessel 

"Ah," said he, "so you would." And he seemed very much re- 
lieved. 


Now, I’ll tell you what,” lie went on. “So much I’ll tell you and 
no more. I were in Flint’s ship when he buried the treasure; he 
and six along six strong seamen. They were ashore nigh on a 
week, and us standing off and on in the old Walrus. One fine day 
up went the signal, and here come Flint by himself in a little boat, 
and his head done up in a blue scarf. The sun was getting up, and 
mortal white he looked about the cut-water. But, there he was, 
you mind, and the six all dead—dead and buried. How he done it, 
not a man aboard us could make out. It was battle, murder, and 
sudden death, leastways—him against six. Billy Bones was the 
mate; Long John he was quartermaster; and they asked him where 
the treasure was. ‘Ah,’ says lie, ‘you can go ashore, if you like, and 
stay, he says; but as for the ship, she’ll beat up for more, by 
thunder 1* That’s what he said. 

“Well, I was in another ship three years back, and we sighted 
this island. ‘Boys,’ said I, ‘here’s Flint’s treasure; let’s land and 
find it. The cap n was displeased at that; but my messmates were 
all of a mind, and landed. Twelve days they looked for it, and 
every day they had the worse word for me, until one fine morning 
all hands went aboard. ‘As for you, Benjamin Gunn,’ says they, 
‘here’s a musket,’ they says, ‘and a spade, and pick-axe. You can 
stay here, and find Flint’s money for yourself,’ they says. 

“Well, Jim, three years have I been here, and not a bite of Chris¬ 
tian diet from that day to this. But now, you look here; look at me. 
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Do I look like a man before the mast? No, says you. Nor I weren’t, 
neither, I says.” 

With that he winked and pinched me hard. 

••just vou mention them words to your squire, Jim”—he went 
on- ‘‘Nor he weren’t, neither—that’s the words. Three >ears te 
were the man of this island, light and dark, fair and ram; and 
sometimes he would, maybe, think upon a prayer (says you), and 
sometimes he would, maybe, think of his old mother, so be as she s 
alive (you’ll say); but the most part of Gunn’s time (this is what 
you’ll say)—the most part of his time was took up with another 

matter. And then you’ll give him a nip, like I do. 

And he pinched me again in the most confidential manner. 
“Then,” he continued—“then you’ll up, and you’ll say this: 
Gunn is a good man (you’ll say), and he puts a precious sight more 
confidence—a precious sight, mind that—in a gen leman born 
than in these gen’lemen of fortune having been one hisself. 

“Well,” I said, “I don’t understand one word that you’ve been 
saying. But that’s neither here nor there; for how am I to get on 

board?” 

“Ah,” said he, “that’s the hitch, for sure. Well, there’s my boat, 
that I made with my two hands. I keep her under the white rock. 
If the worst comes to the worst, we might try that after dark. 


Hi!” he broke out, “what’s that?” 

For just then, although the sun had still an hour or two to run, 
all the echoes of the island awoke and bellowed to the thunder of 
a cannon. 

“They have begun to fight!” I cried. “Follow me.” 

And I began to run towards the anchorage, my terrors all for¬ 
gotten; while, close at my side, the marooned man in his goat¬ 
skins trotted easily and lightly. 

“Left, left,” says he; “keep to your left hand, mate Jim! Under 
the trees with you! Theer’s where I killed my first goat. They don’t 
come down here now; they’re all mast-headed on them mountings 
for the fear of Benjamin Gunn. Ah! and there’s the cetemery”— 
cemetery, he must have meant. “You see the mounds? I come here 
and prayed, nows and thens, when I thought maybe a Sunday 
would be about doo. It weren’t quite a chapel, but it seemed more 
solemn like; and then, says you, Ben Gunn was short-handed—no 
chapling, nor so much as a Bible and a flag, you says.” 
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-jc PART FOUR -jc 
THE STOCKADE 




16. NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTOR: 

How the Ship Was Abandoned 

I T WAS ABOUT HALF-PAST ONE-THREE BELLS IN THE SEA PHRASE 

that the two boats went ashore from the Hispaniola. The cap¬ 
tain, the squire, and I were talking matters over in the cabin. Had 
there been a breath of wind we should have fallen on the six 
mutineers who were left aboard with us, slipped our cable, and 
away to sea. But the wind was wanting; and, to complete our help¬ 
lessness, down came Hunter with the news that Jim Hawkins had 
slipped into a boat and was gone ashore with the rest. 

It never occurred to us to doubt Jim Hawkins; but we were 
alarmed for his safety. With the men in the temper they were in, 
it seemed an even chance if we should see the lad again. We ran 
on deck. The pitch was bubbling in the seams; the nasty stench of 
the place turned me sick; if ever man smelt fever and dysentery, it 
was in that abominable anchorage. The six scoundrels were sitting 
grumbling under a sail in the forecastle; ashore we could see the 
gigs made fast, and a man sitting in each, hard by where the river 
runs in. One of them was whistling “Lillibullero.” 

Waiting was a strain; and it was decided that Hunter and I 
should go ashore with the jollyboat, in quest of information. The 
gigs had leaned to their right; but Hunter and I pulled straight in, 
in the direction of the stockade upon the chart. The two who were 
left guarding their boats seemed in a bustle at our appearance; 
“Lillibullero” stopped off, and I could see the pair discussing what 
they ought to do. Had they gone and told Silver, all might have 
turned out differently; but they had their orders, I suppose, and 
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I had not gone a hundred yards when I came on the stockade 
I his was how it was- n cn r ;.^ i blockade. 

a-* ‘•y 

i 'ey had cleared a wide space, and then the thing was completed by 
a pahng stx feet high, without door or opening ,oo strong to pull 

■ ' 1 "'V° Ut tlmc ancl labour > and too open to shelter the be¬ 
siegers. The people in the log-house had them in every way; they 

Stood quiet in shelter ancl shot the others like partridges. All they 

wanted was a good watch and food; for, short of a complete sur 

pnsc they might have held the place against a regiment. 

\\ hat particularly took my fancy was the spring. For, though we 

had a good enough place of it in the cabin of the Hispaniola, with 

plenty of arms and ammunition, and things to eat, and excellent 

wines there had been one thing overlooked—we had no water. I 

was thinking this over, when there came ringing over the island 

the cry of a man at the point of death. I was not new to violent 

death—I have served his Royal Highness the Duke of Cumber- 

land, and got a wound myself at Fontenoy—but I know my pulse 

went dot and carry one. “Jim Hawkins is gone” was my first 
thought. 

It is something to have been an old soldier, but more still to 
have been a doctor. There is no time to dilly-dally in our work. 
And so now I made up my mind instantly, and with no time lost 
returned to the shore, and jumped on board the jolly-boat. 

By good fortune Hunter pulled a good oar. We made the water 
fly, and the boat was soon alongside, and I aboard the schooner. 


I found them all shaken, as was natural. The squire was sitting 
down, as white as a sheet, thinking of the harm he had led us to, 
the good soull and one of the six forecastle hands was little better. 

There s a man,” says Captain Smollett, nodding towards him, 
'new to this work. He came nigh-hand fainting, doctor, when he 
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heard the cry. Another touch of the rudder and that man wot. c 


J Ttold my plan to the captain, and between us we settled on the 
details of its accomplishment. 

We put old Redruth in the gallery between the cabin and tl 
forecastle, with three or four loaded muskets and a mattress for 
protection. Hunter brought the boat round under the stern-port, 
and Joyce and I set to work loading her with powder tins, muskets, 
bags of biscuits, kegs of pork, a cask of cognac, and my invaluable 

medicine chest. , . , 

In the meantime, the squire and the captain stayed on deck, and 

the latter hailed the coxswain, who was the principal man aboard. 

“Mr. Hands,” he said, “here are two of us with a brace of pistols 

each. If any one of you six make a signal of any description, that 


man’s dead.” 

They were a good deal taken aback; and after a little consulta¬ 
tion, one and all tumbled down the fore companion, thinking, no 
doubt, to take us on the rear. But when they saw Redruth waiting 
for them in the sparred gallery, they went about ship at once, and 
a head popped out again on deck. 

“Down, dog!” cries the captain. 

And the head popped back again; and we heard no more, for a 

time, of these six very faint-hearted seamen. 

By this time, tumbling things in as they came, we had the 
jolly-boat loaded as much as we dared. Joyce and I got through 
the stern-port, and we made for shore again, as fast as oars could 

take us. 

This second trip fairly aroused the watchers along shore. “Lilli- 
bullero” was dropped again; and just before we lost sight of them 
behind the little point, one of them whipped ashore and disap¬ 
peared. I had half a mind to change my plan and destroy their 
boats, but I feared that Silver and the others might be close at 
hand, and all might very well be lost by trying for too much. 

We had soon touched land in the same place as before, and set to 
provision the block house. All three made the first journey, heavily 
laden, and tossed our stores over the palisade. Then, leaving Joyce 
to guard them—one man, to be sure, but with half a dozen muskets 
—Hunter and I returned to the jolly-boat, and loaded ourselves 
once more. So we proceeded without pausing to take breath, till 
the whole cargo was bestowed when the two servants took up their 
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1 he squire was waiting for me at the stern window, all his fain, 
css gone from lum. He caught the painter and made it fast and 

;;e fe " 10 loadi "? *he boat for our !ery lives. Pork powder and 
biscuit was the cargo, with only a musket and a cutlass apiece for 

squire and me and Redruth and the captain. The rest of the arms 

and powder we dropped overboard in two fathoms and a half of 

atei, so that we could see the bright steel shining far below us in 
the sun, on the clean, sandy bottom. 

By this time the tide was beginning to ebb, and the ship was 

swinging round to her anchor. Voices were heard faintly halloaing 

m the direction of the two gigs; and though this reassured us for 

Joyce and Hunter, who were well to the eastward, it warned our 
party to be off. 


Redruth retreated from his place in the gallery, and dropped 
into the boat, which we then brought round to the ship’s counter 
to be handier for Captain Smollett. 

Now, men, said he, “do you hear me?” 

There was no answer from the forecastle. 

“It’s to you, Abraham Gray—it’s to you I am speaking.” 

Still no reply. 


“Gray,” resumed Mr. Smollett, a little louder, “I am leaving this 
ship, and I order you to follow your captain. I know you are a 
good man at bottom, and I dare say not one of the lot of you’s as 
bad as he makes out. I have my watch here in my hand; I give you 
thirty seconds to join me in.” 

There was a pause. 

“Come, my fine fellow,” continued the captain, “don’t hang so 
long in stays. I’m risking my life, and the lives of these good gentle¬ 
men every second.” 


There was a sudden scuffle, a sound of blows, and out burst 
Abraham Gray with a knife-cut on the side of the cheek, and came 
running to the captain, like a dog to the whistle. 



85 


treasure island 

7Z the'next'inoment'he'and ihe capia.n had dropped aboard 

vfCTc*d«ir i- <>« -fade. 


17 . narrative continued by the doctor 
The Jolly-Boat’s Last Trip 

m HIS FIFTH TRIP WAS QUITE DIFFERENT FROM ANY OF THE OTHERS 

T in the first place, the little gallipot of a boat that we were hi 

was gravely overloaded, hive grown men, and three of 
Trelfwney! Redruth, and the captain-over sin feet high, was al¬ 
ready more than she was meant to carry. Add to that the pow , 
pork and bread-bags. The gunwale was lipping astern. Sever 
times we shipped a little water, and my breeches and the tails 
my coat were all soaking wet before we had gone a hundred yar . 

The captain made us trim the boat, and we got her to lie a 
little more evenly. All the same, we were afraid to breathe. 

In the second place, the ebb was now making—a strong rippling 
current running westward through the basin, and then south ard 
and seaward down the straits by which we had entered in the 
morning. Even the ripples were a danger to our overloaded craft, 
but the worst of it was that we were swept out of our true course, 
and away from our proper landing-place behind the point. If we 
let the current have its way we should come ashore beside the gigs, 

where the pirates might appear at any moment. 

“I cannot keep her head for the stockade, sir, said I to t le 
captain. I was steering, while he and Redruth, two fresh men, were 
at the oars. “The tide keeps washing her down. Could you pull a 

little stronger?” 

“Not without swamping the boat,” said he. You must bear up, 
sir, if you please—bear up until you see you’re gaining.” 

I tried, and found by experiment that the tide kept sweeping us 
westward until I had laid her head due east, or just about right 
angles to the way we ought to go. 

“We’ll never get ashore at this rate,” said I. 

“If it’s the only course that we can lie, sir, we must even lie it,” 
returned the captain. “We must keep up-stream. You see, sir,” he 
went on, “if once we dropped to leeward of the landing-place, it’s 
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"Look astern, doctor," replied the captain. We had entirely 
forgotten the ong nine; and there, to our horror, were the five 
gucs busy about her, gett.ng off her jacket, as they called the 
stout tarpaulin cover under which she sailed. Not only that but 

and the ‘"‘j m, " d at the same mome "‘ that the round-shot 
an the powder for the gun had been left behind, and a stroke 

aboard” ^ ?Ut “ aH in ‘° the P osscssion of ‘he evil ones 

"Israel was Flints gunner," said Gray hoarsely. 

At any risk, we put the boats head direct for the landing-place. 

By this time we had got so far out of the run of the current that 

we kept steerage way even at our necessarily gentle rate of rowing 

and I could keep her steady for the goal. But the worst of it was 

that with the course I now held, we turned our broadside instead 

of our stern to the Hispaniola, and offered a target like a barn 
door. 

I could hear, as well as see, that brandy-faced rascal, Israel 
Hands, plumping down a round-shot on the deck. 

“Who’s the best shot?” asked the captain. 

“Mr. Trelawney, out and away,” said I. 

Mr. Trelawney, will you please pick me off one of these men, 
sir? Hands, if possible,” said the captain. 

Trelawney was as cool as steel. He looked to the priming of his 
gun. 

“Now,” cried the captain, “easy with that gun, sir, or you’ll 
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swamp the boat. All hands stand by to trim her when he aims. 

The squire raised his gun. the rowing ceased, and we lea 
over to the other side to keep the balance, and all was so nice y 

contrived that we did not ship a drop. . 

They had the gun, by this time, slewed round upon the swivel. 

and Hands, who was at the muzzle with the rammer, was in conse¬ 
quence. the most exposed. However, we had no luck; for just as 
Trelawney fired, down he stooped, the ball whistled over him, and 

it was one of the other four who fell. 

The cry he gave was echoed, not only by his companions on 

board, but by a great number of voices from the shore, and look¬ 
ing in that direction I saw the other pirates trooping out from 
among the trees and tumbling into their places in the boats. 

“Here come the gigs, sir,” said I. . 

“Give way, then,” cried the captain. “We mustn’t mind if we 

swamp her now. If we can’t get ashore, all s up. 

“Only one of the gigs is being manned, sir,” I added, the crew 

of the other most likely going round by shore to cut u*> off. 

“They’ll have a hot run, sir,” returned the captain. Jack s 
ashore, you know. It’s not them I mind; it’s the round-shot. 
Carpet-bowls! My lady’s maid couldn’t miss. Tell us, squire, when 

you see the match, and we’ll hold water. 

In the meanwhile we had been making headway at a good pace 
for a boat so overloaded, and we had shipped but little water in 
the process. We were now close in; thirty or forty strokes and we 
should beach her; for the ebb had already disclosed a narrow belt 
of sand below the clustering trees. The gig was no longer to be 
feared; the little point had already concealed it from our eyes. 
The ebb-tide, which had so cruelly delayed us, was now making 
reparation, and delaying our assailants. The one source of danger 

was the gun. 

“If I durst,’* said the captain, “I’d stop and pick off another 


man.” 

But it was plain that they meant nothing should delay their shot. 
They had never so much as looked at their fallen comrade though 
he was not dead, and I could see him trying to crawl away. 
“Ready!” cried the squire. 

“Hold!” cried the captain, quick as an echo. 

And he and Redruth backed with a great heave that sent her 
stern bodily under water. The report fell in at the same instant of 



88 


• ISLAND 

shot not having'r^clicd Iiim.^Whcr^the bjd^pas^cj 0 ^ ^ 
precisely knew; but I fancy it must ij , 1aSSed not onc of 

K s r '* ~ 

again, drenched and bubbling. C ° mp ^ headers ’ and ca ™e up 
wade ashore in sa f e tv.Bm there 1 were a 111 u77 ^ W COU,d 

r rrsrsL-s r r7r= 

his over his shoulder by a bandoleer andlike'"’ Carried 

,,P roTd t ThC ° thCr thrCe " ad P>"« d °«" with the^oT' '° Ck 

ro add to our concern we heard voices already drawing near us 
1 "°° ds alon S shorc: and we had not only the danger of be 

"5 ?“ f ° ff fr ° n : the —kade in our ha.f-cri/pled state^ut the' 
a doze e n° r thev m 7 “ HUntCr 3nd J°> ce wcre a “=«*ed by half 

a dozen, they would have the sense and conduct to stand firm 

Hunter was steady, that we knew; Joyce was a doubtful case-a 

pleasant, polite man for a valet, and to brush one’s clothes but not 
entirely fitted for a man of svar. 

With all this in our minds, we waded ashore as fast as we could, 

easing behind us the poor jolly-boat, and a good half of all our 
powder and provisions. 


18. NARRATIVE CONTINUED 



BY THE 


DOCTOR : 


IMTemade our best speed across the strip of wood that now 
T V divided us from the stockade; and at every step we took the 
voices of the buccaneers rang nearer. Soon we could hear their 
footfalls as they ran, and the cracking of the branches as they 
breasted across a bit of thicket. 

I began to see we should have a brush for it in earnest, and 
looked to my priming. 

“Captain," said I, “Trelawney is the dead shot. Give him your 
gun; his own is useless." 
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Thev exchanged guns, and Trelawney, silent and cool as he had 

, 1 Ice the belinning of the bustle, hung a moment on Ins heel 
been since B for service. At the same time, observing Gray 

;°o be e una a med hanied him my cutlass. It did all our hearts good 
o see him spit in his hand, knit his brows, and make the blade 
ling U>.ough the air. It was plain from every line of his body 

that our new hand was wortli his salt. 

Forty paces farther we came to the edge of the wood and sat 

the stockade in front of us. We struck the enclosure about 

middle of the south side, and, almost at the same time, seven 

mutineers—Job Anderson, the boatswain, at their head, appearc 

in full cry at the south-western corner. 

They paused, as if taken aback; and before they recovered not 

only the squire and I, but Hunter and Joyce from the block 
house, had time to fire. The four shots came in rather a scattering 
volley; but they did the business; one of the enemy actually fell, 
and the rest, without hesitation, turned and plunged into the trees. 

After reloading, we walked down the outside of the palisade to 
see the fallen enemy. He was stone dead—shot through the heart. 

We began to rejoice over our good success, when just at that 
moment a pistol cracked in the bush, a ball whistled close past my 
ear, and poor Tom Redruth stumbled and fell his length on the 
ground. Both the squire and I returned the shot; but as we had 
nothing to aim at, it is probable we only wasted powder. Then we 
reloaded, and turned our attention to poor Tom. 

The captain and Gray were already examining him; and I saw 

with half an eye that all was over. 

I believe the readiness of our return volley had scattered the 


mutineers once more, for we were suffered without further molesta¬ 
tion to get the poor old gamekeeper hoisted over the stockade, and 
carried, groaning and bleeding, into the log-house. 

Poor old fellow, he had not uttered one word of surprise, com¬ 
plaint, fear, or even acquiescence, from the very beginning of our 
troubles till now, when we had laid him down in the log-house to 
die. He had lain like a Trojan behind his mattress in the gallery; 
he had followed every order silently, doggedly, and well; he was 


the oldest of our party by a score of years; and now, sullen, old, 
serviceable servant, it was he that was to die. 

The squire dropped down beside him on his knees and kissed his 
hand, crying like a child. 
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He I going, doctor?” he asked 

r I Om i I- "you re going home." 

Tom • I , a llck at lhem the gun first." fi c replied 
m. said the squire, “say you forgive me. won't you-" 

" ° uld ,hat be respectful like, from me to you squire'-” was ifie 
answer. "Howsoever, so fie it. amen!" 9 ° 

After a little while of silence, he said he thought somebody 
m-ght read a prayer, "ft's the custom, sir,” he added, apologetically 
And not long after, without another word, he passed away. 

, I " .. he mca,mme the captain, whom I had observed to be won- 
detful'y swollen about the chest and pockets, had turned out a 
cat many various storcs-the British colours, a Bible, a coil of 
stout.si, rope pen, ink, the log-book, and pounds of tobacco. 
He had found a long.sh fir-tree lying felled and cleared in the en¬ 
closure and with the help of Hunter, he had set it up at the corner 
of the log-house where the trunks crossed and made an angle. 

I lien, climbing on the roof, he had with his own hand bent and 
run up the colours. 

This seemed mightily to relieve him. He re-entered the log- 
house and set about counting up the stores, as if nothing else 
existed. But he had an eye on Tom’s passage for all that; and as 
soon as all was over, came forward with another flag, and rev¬ 
erently spread it on the body. 

Don t you take on, sir," he said, shaking the squire’s hand. 

"All’s well with him; no fear for a hand that’s been shot down in 

his duty to captain and owner. It mayn’t be good divinity, but 
it’s a fact." 

Then he pulled me aside. 

Di. Livesey, he said, “in how many weeks do you and squire 
expect the consort?" 


I told him it was a question, not of weeks, but of months; that if 
we were not back by the end of August, Blandly was to send to find 
us; but neither sooner nor later. "You can calculate for yourself,” I 
said. 

"Why, yes," returned the captain, scratching his head, "and 
making a large allowance, sir, for all the gifts of Providence, I 
should say we were pretty close hauled." 

"How do you mean?” I asked. 

"It’s a pity, sir, we lost that second load. That’s what I mean," 
replied the captain. "As for powder and shot, we’ll do. But the ra- 
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tions are short, very short-so short, Dr. Livesey, that we're per¬ 
haps as well without that extra mouth. 

And he pointed to the dead body under the flag. • 

Jus, then, With a roar and a whistle, a round-shot F 
above the root o£ the log-house and plumped far beyond us in 

"' 00 Oho!" said the captain. "Blaze away! You’ve little enough 

powder already, my lads." f w Pn ded 

At the second trial, the aim was better, and the ball descendc 

inside the stockade, scattering a cloud o£ sand, but doing 

further damage. . . . . , fr _ m 

"Captain,” said the squire, “the house is quite invisible from 

the ship. It must be the flag they are aiming at. Would it not be 

wiser to take it in?” . . 

“Strike my colours!” cried the captain. “No, sir, not I ; and, as 

soon as he had said the words, I think we all agreed with him. Foi 
it was not only a piece of stout, seamanly, good feeling; it was good 
policy besides, and showed our enemies that we despised their can¬ 
nonade. . f 

All through the evening they kept thundering away. Ball alter 

ball flew over or fell short, or kicked up the sand in the enclosure; 
but they had to fire so high that the shot fell dead and buried 
itself in the soft sand. We had no ricochet to fear; and though one 
popped in through the roof of the log-house and out again through 
the floor, we soon got used to that sort of horse-play, and minded 

it no more than cricket. 

“There is one thing good about all this,” observed the captain, 
“the wood in front of us is likely clear. The ebb has made a good 
while; our stores should be uncovered. Volunteers to go and bring 

in pork.” 

Gray and Hunter were the first to come forward. Well armed, 
they stole out of the stockade; but it proved a useless mission. The 
mutineers were bolder than we fancied, or they put more trust in 
Israel’s gunnery. For four or five of them were busy carrying off 
our stores, and wading out with them to one of the gigs that lay 
close by, pulling an oar or so to hold her steady against the cur¬ 
rent. 

Silver was in the stern sheets in command; and every man of 
them was now provided with a musket from some secret magazine 
of their own. 



92 treasure island 

the "m”- in d °' Vn '° hiS l0g ’ and here - *>* beginning of 

- 

■•Alexander Smollett, master; David Livesey, ship’s doctor- Abra 
ham Grav. carpenter s mate; John Trelawney. owner; John Hunter 
and Richard Joyce, owner’s servants, landsmen—being all that is 
left faithful of the slop’s company—with stores for ten days at 
shot t rations, came ashore this day, and flew British colours on the 
log-house in Treasure Island. Thomas Redruth, owner’s servant 
landsman, shot by the mutineers; James Hawkins, cabin-bov 
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And at the same time I was wondering over poor Jim Hawkins's 

I3tC. 

A hail on the land side. 

’’Somebody hailing us,” said Hunter, who was on guard. 

"Doctor! squire! captain! Hallo, Hunter, is that you?” came the 
cries. 

And I ran to the door in time to see Jim Hawkins, safe and 
sound, come climbing over the stockade. 


19. NARRATIVE RESUMED BY JIM HAWKINS: 

The Garrison in the Stockade 

A S SOON AS BEN GUNN SAW THE COLOURS HE CAME TO A HALT, 

stopped me by the arm, and sat down. 

“Now,” said he, “there’s your friends, sure enough.” 

“Far more likely it’s the mutineers,” I answered. 

Thatl he cried. “Why, in a place like this, where nobody puts 
in but gen’lemen of fortune. Silver would fly the Jolly Roger, you 
don’t make no doubt of that. No; that’s your friends. There’s been 
blows, too, and I reckon your friends has had the best of it; and 
here they are ashore in the old stockade, as was made years and 
years ago by Flint. Ah, he was the man to have a headpiece, was 
Flint 1 Barring rum, his match were never seen. He was afraid of 
none, not he; only Silver—Silver was that genteel.” 

“Well,” said I, “that may be so, and so be it; all the more 
reason that I should hurry on and join my friends.” 

“Nay, mate,” returned Ben, “not you. You’re a good boy, or I’m 
mistook; but you’re only a boy, all told. Now, Ben Gunn is fly. 
Rum wouldn’t bring me there, where you’re going—not rum 
wouldn’t, till I see your born gen’Ieman, and gets it on his word 
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o£ honour. And you won't forget my words. 'A 
(that's what you'll say), a precious sight more 

the A n nX pinched me the third time with the same air of clever- 

neS 'And when Ben Gunn is wanted, you know where to find him. 
Jim. Just wheer you found him to-day. And him that come* •* 
have a white thing in his hand: and he's to come a one. Oh 1 and 
you'll say this: 'Ben Gunn,' says you, 'has reasons of Ins own 
“Well ” said I, “I believe 1 understand. You have something 
propose,’ and you wish to see the squire or the doctor; and you re 

to be found where I found you. Is that all? 

“And when? says you,” he added. "Why, from about noon ob- 

servation to about six bells. 

“Good,” said I, “and now may I go?” 

“You won't forget?” he inquired anxiously. "Precious sight, and 
reasons of his own, says you. Reasons of his own; that's the main¬ 
stay; as between man and man. Well, then'-still holding me- I 
reckon you can go, Jim. And, Jim, if you was to see Silver, you 
wouldn’t go for to sell Ben Gunn? Wild horses wouldn t draw it 
from you? No, says you. And if them pirates camp ashore, Jim, 
what would you say but there’d be widders in the morning? 

Here he was interrupted by a loud report, and a cannon ball 
came tearing through the trees and pitched in the sand, not a 
hundred yards from where we two were talking. The next moment 
each of us had taken to his heels in a different direction. 

For a good hour to come frequent reports shook the island, and 
balls kept crashing through the woods. I moved from hiding-place 
to hiding-place, always pursued, or so it seemed to me, by these 
terrifying missiles. But towards the end of the bombardment, 
though still I durst not venture in the direction of the stockade, 
where the balls fell oftenest, I had begun, in a manner, to pluck 
up my heart again; and after a long detour to the east, crept down 

among the shore-side trees. 

The sun had just set, the sea breeze was rustling and tumbling 
in the woods, and ruffling the gray surface of the anchorage, the 
tide, too, was far out, and great tracts of sand lay uncovered, the 
air, after the heat of the day, chilled me through my jacket. 

The Hispaniola still lay where she had anchored; but, sure 
enough, there was the Jolly Roger, the black flag of piracy, flying 
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from her peak. Even as I looked, there came another red flash an , 
another report, that sent the echoes dat.enn , ' “ d 

rotmd-shot whistled through the air. It was thf’ last of cheTm 


attlck y m r SOmC ti , mC ” watchin s the bustle which succeeded the 
attack Men were demolishing something with axes on the beach 

near the stockade; the poor jolly-boat, I afterwards discovered 

Assa). near the mouth of the river, a great fire was glowing among 

t.ees, and between that point and the ship one of the gigs kep! 

coming and going, the men, whom I had seen so gloomy, shoutu g 

at the oars hke children. But there was a sound in their voice! 
which suggested rum. 

At length I thought I might return towards the stockade. I was 

pretty far down on the low, sandy spit that encloses the anchorage 

to the east, and is joined at half-water to Skeleton Island; and now, 

•as I rose to my feet, I saw, some distance farther down the spit,' 

and rising from among low bushes, an isolated rock, pretty high, 

and peculiarly white in colour. It occurred to me that this might 

be the white rock of which Ben Gunn had spoken, and that some 

day or other a boat might be wanted, and I should know where to 
look for one. 

T hen I skii ted among the woods until I had regained the rear, 
or shoreward side, of the stockade, and was soon w r armly welcomed 
by the faithful party. 

I had soon told my story, and began to look about me. The log- 
house was made of unsquared trunks of pine—roof, walls, and 
floor. The latter stood in several places as much as a foot or a foot 


and a half above the surface of the sand. There was a porch at the 
door, and under this porch the little spring welled up into an arti¬ 
ficial basin of a rather odd kind—no other than a great ship’s ket¬ 
tle of iron, with the bottom knocked out, and sunk “to her bear¬ 
ings,’’ as the captain said, among the sand. 

Little had been left beside the framework of the house; but in 
one corner there was a stone slab laid down by way of hearth and 
an old rusty iron basket to contain the fire. 

The slopes of the knoll and all the inside of the stockade had 
been cleared of timber to build the house, and we could see by 
the stumps what a fine and lofty grove had been destroyed. Most 
of the soil had been washed away or buried in drift after the re¬ 
moval of the trees; only where the streamlet ran down from the 
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kettle a thick bed of moss and some ferns and hide creeping u^es 

dense, all of fir on the land side, but towards the sea with 

"^d^^Jbreeze, of which I have spoken whistled 
through every chink of the rude building, and sprinkled the floor 
with a continual rain of fine sand. There was sand in our ey , 
sand in our teeth, sand in our suppers, sand dancing in the spn g 
at the bottom of the kettle, for all the world like porridge beg 
ning to boil. Our chimney was a square hole in the roof: « was 
bu/a little part of the smoke that found its way out, and 
rest eddied about the house, and kept us coughing and piping the 

eY Add to this that Gray, the new man, had his face tied up m a 
bandage for a cut he had got in breaking away from the mu¬ 
tineers; and that poor old Tom Redruth, still unburied, lay along 

the wall, stiff and stark, under the Union Jack. 

If we had been allowed to sit idle, we should all have fallen 

into the blues, but Captain Smollett was never the man for than 
All hands were called up before him, and he divided us into 
watches. The doctor, and Gray, and I. for one; the squire, Hunter, 
and Joyce upon the other. Tired as we all were, two were sent 
out for firewood; two more were set to dig a grave for Redruth; the 
doctor was named cook; I was put sentry at the door; and the 
captain himself went from one to another, keeping up our spirits, 

and lending a hand wherever it was wanted. 

From time to time the doctor came to the door for a little air 

and to rest his eyes, which were almost smoked out of his head; 

and whenever he did so, he had a word for me. 

“That man Smollett,” he said once, “is a better man than I am. 

And when I say that it means a deal, Jim.” 

Another time he came and was silent for a while. Then he put 

his head on one side, and looked at me. 

“Is this Ben Gunn a man?” he asked. 

“I do not know, sir,” said I. “I am not very sure whether he’s 
sane.” 

“If there’s any doubt about the matter, he is, returned the 
doctor. “A man who has been three years biting his nails on a 
desert island, Jim, can’t expect to appear as sane as you or me. It 
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f ocs„ « he in human nature. Was i, cheese you said he had a fancy 

\cs, sir. cheese.” I answered 

very nutritious. Well, thafs for Ben Gunn!” Y ’ 

Before supper was eaten we buried old Tom in the sand and 
stood round him for a while bareheaded in the breeze. A good 
deal of firewood had been got in, but not enough for the captain’s 

back i aI ) C ° k h ' S hC3d ° ver “• and told us we “must get 
back to this to-morrow rather livelier." Then, when we had eaten 

our pork, and each had a good stiff glass of brandy grog, the three 

chiefs got together in a corner to discuss our prospects 

It appears they were at their wits' end what to do, the stores 
being so low that we must have been starved into surrender long 
before help came. But our best hope, it was decided, was to kill 
off the buccaneers until they either hauled down their flag or ran 
away with the Hispaniola. From nineteen they were already re¬ 
duced to fifteen, two others were wounded, and one, at least—the 
man shot beside the gun—severely wounded, if he were not dead. 
Every time we had a crack at them, we were to take it, saving our 
own lives, with the extremest care. And,.besides that, we had two 
able allies—rum and the climate. 


As for the first, though we were about half a mile away, we 
could hear them roaring and singing late into the night; and as 
for the second, the doctor staked his wig that, camped where they 
were in the marsh and unprovided with remedies, the half of them 
w r ould be on their backs before a week. 


“So,” he added, “if we are not all shot down first, they’ll be glad 
to be packing in the schooner. It’s always a ship, and they can get 
to buccaneering again, I suppose.” 

“First ship that ever I lost,” said Captain Smollett. 

I was dead tired, as you may fancy; and when I got to sleep, 
which was not till after a great deal of tossing, I slept like a log of 
wood. 


The rest had long been up, and had already breakfasted and in¬ 
creased the pile of firetvood by about half as much again, when I 
was awakened by a bustle and the sound of voices. 
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“Flag of truce!” I heard some one say; and then 
after, with a cry of surprise, “Silver himself! 

And, at that, up I jumped, and, rubbing my eyes, 


9 ? 

immediately 
ran to a loop 


hole in the wall. 


20 . Silver s Embassy 


O URE ENOUGH, THERE WERE TWO MEN JUST OUTSIDE THE STOCKADE, 

b one of them waving a white cloth; the other, no less a person 

than Silver himself, standing placidly by. . T 

It was still quite early, and the coldest morning that I think 1 

ever was abroad in; a chill that pierced into the marrow. A. he sky 

was bright and cloudless overhead, and the tops of the trees shone 

rosily in the sun. But where Silver stood with his lieutenant a 

was still in shadow, and they waded knee deep in a low, white 

vapour, that had crawled during the night out of the morass The 

chill and the vapour taken together told a poor tale of the island. 

It was plainly a damp, feverish, unhealthy spot. 

“Keep indoors, men,” said the captain. “Ten to one this is a 

trick.” 

Then he hailed the buccaneer. 

“Who goes? Stand, or we fire.” 

“Flag of truce,” cried Silver. 

The captain was in the porch, keeping himself carefully out of 
the way of a treacherous shot should any be intended. He turned 

and spoke to us:— 

“Doctor’s watch on the look-out. Dr. Livesey, take the north 
side, if you please; Jim, the east; Gray, west. The watch below, all 
hands to load muskets. Lively, men, and careful. 


And then he turned again to the mutineers. 

“And what do you want with your flag of truce?” he cried. 

This time it was the other man who replied. 

“Cap’n Silver, sir, to come on board and make terms, he 

shouted. 

“Cap’n Silver! Don’t know him. Who’s he?” cries the captain. 
And we could hear him adding to himself: Cap n, is it? My heart, 

and here’s promotion!” 

Long John answered for himself. 

“Me, sir. These poor lads have chosen me cap’n, after your de- 
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r PhaSiS Up ° n thC “deser- 

bones about it -UI f asU is ’ ' f "V*" C ° mC '° terms ’ and 

~ 5;; 

out o shot before a gun is fired.” b 

"My man," said Captain Smollett, "I have not the slightest de 

r u ,o v °"- u t «“»«** 

help Jou.- “ V "" te <* )«e side, ,„d die Lord 

d hat s enough, cap'll." shouted Long John cheerily. "A word 
from you s enough. I know a gentleman, and you may lay to 

to'hoi r, U ! d SC 7 th , e T an " h ° Carried the fla S o[ truce attempting 
o hold Silver back. Nor was that wonderful, seeing how cavalier 

bad been the captain's answer. But Silver laughed at him aloud 
and slapped him on the back, as if the idea of alarm had been ab- 
surd. Then he advanced to the stockade, threw over his crutch, 
got a leg up, and with great vigour and skill succeeded in sur¬ 
mounting the fence and dropping safely to the other side. 

I will confess that I was far too much taken up with what was 
going on to be of the slightest use as sentry; indeed, I had already 
deserted my eastern loophole, and crept up behind the captain, 
who had now seated himself on the threshold, with his elbows on 
his knees, his head in his hands, and his eyes fixed on the water, 
as it bubbled out of the old iron kettle in the sand. He was 
whistling to himself, “Come, Lassies and Lads.” 

Silver had terrible hard work getting up the knoll. What with 
the steepness of the incline, the thick tree stumps, and the soft 
sand, he and his crutch were as helpless as a ship in stays. But he 
stuck to it like a man in silence, and at last arrived before the 
captain, whom he saluted in the handsomest style. He was tricked 
out in his best; an immense blue coat, thick with brass buttons, 
hung as low as to his knees, and a fine laced hat was set on the back 
of his head. 

“Here you are, my man,” said the captain, raising his head. 
“You had better sit down.” 

\ou ain’t a-going to let me inside, cap’n?” complained Long 
John. “It’s a main cold morning, to be sure, sir, to sit outside upon 
the sand.” 

“Why, Silver,” said the captain, “if you had pleased to be an 
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honest man, you might have been sitting; in your galley. It^s your 

sir, 

P "riri:i:r 0 n” a refur1:a nS the sea cook, rf«ing down as he 

the sand, “you’11 have to give me a hmdupg. 

that’s all. A sweet pretty place you have of A here. ^ 

Tim! The top of the morning to you, Jim. Doc , 

service. Why there you all are together like a happy family, 

manner of speaking.” ,, . , « 

‘•If you have anything to say, my man, better say it, said 

^“Right you were, Cap'n Smollett,” replied Silver. "Dooly is 
dooty, to be sure. Well, now, you look here, that was a good lay of 
yours last night. I don’t deny it was a good lay. Some of you 
pretty handy with a handspike-end. And I'll not deny neither but 
what some of my people was shook—maybe all was shook; maybe 
I was shook myself; maybe that’s why I’m here for terms. But you 
mark me, cap’n, it won’t do twice, by thunder! Well have to do 
sentry-go, and ease off a point or so on the rum. Maybe you think 
we were all a sheet in the wind’s eye. But I'll tell you I was sober; 
I was on’y dog tired; and if I’d awoke a second sooner I’d a caught 
you at the act, I would. He wasn't dead when I got round to him. 


not he.” 

"Well?” says Captain Smollett, as cool as can be. 

All that Silver said was a riddle to him, but you would never 
have guessed it from his tone. As for me, I began to have an 
inkling. Ben Gunn’s last words came back to my mind. I began 
to suppose that he had paid the buccaneers a visit while they all 
lay drunk together round their fire, and I reckoned up with glee 
that we had only fourteen enemies to deal with. 

"Well, here it is,” said Silver. "We want that treasure, and we’ll 
have it—that’s our point! You would just as soon save your lives, I 
reckon; and that’s yours. You have a chart, haven’t you?” 

“That’s as may be,” replied the captain. 

"Oh, well, you have, I know that,” returned Long John. "You 
needn’t be so husky with a man; there ain t a particle of service 
in that, and you may lay to it: What I mean is, we want your chart. 
Now, I never meant you no harm, myself. ’ 

“That won’t do with me, my man,” interrupted the captain. 
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W c know exactly what you meant to do, and we don't care- £or 
no "• you see. you can t do it." ’ 

a pipe. Ule CaP ‘ ain '° 0ked 3t him C3lm »' and proceeded to fill 

# ^ Gray-” Silver broke out. 

' Avast there! ' cried Mr. Smollett. "Gray told me nothing, and I 

til t hole" 0 , Tl ? ' %h , at S m0re ' 1 "° U,d See > ou -><1 him and 
this whole island blown clean out of the water into blazes first. 

bo there s m\ mind for you, my man, on that.” 

1 his little whiff of temper seemed to cool Silver down He had 
been growing nettled before, but now he pulled himself together. 

Like enough, said he. "I would set no limits to what gentle¬ 
men might consider shipshape, or might not, as the case were. And 

seem as how you are about to take a pipe, cap’n. I'll make so free 
as do likewise.” 

And he filled a pipe and lighted it; and the two men sat silently 
smoking for quite a while, now looking each other in the face, 
now stopping their tobacco, now leaning forward to spit. It was 
as good as the play to see them. 

Now, resumed Silver, ‘‘here it is. You give us the chart to get 
the treasure by, and drop shooting poor seamen, and stoving of 
their heads in while asleep. You do that, and we’ll offer you a 
choice. Either you come aboard along of us, once the treasure’s 
shipped, and then I’ll give you my affy-davy, upon my word of 
honour, to clap you somewhere safe ashore. Or, if that ain’t to 
your fancy, some of my hands being rough, and having old scores, 
on account of hazing, then you can stay here, you can. We’ll divide 
stores with you, man for man; and I’ll give my affy-davy, as before, 
to speak the first ship I sight, and send ’em here to pick you up. 
Now you 11 own that’s talking. Handsomer you couldn’t look to 
get, not you. And I hope”—raising his voice—“that all hands in 
this here block-house will overhaul my words, for what is spoke to 
one is spoke to all.” 

Captain Smollett rose from his seat, and knocked the ashes of 
his pipe in the palm of his left hand. 

“Is that all?” he asked. 

“Every last word, by thunderl” answered John. “Refuse that, 
and you’ve seen the last of me but musket-balls.” 

"Very good,” said the captain. “Now you'll hear me. If you’ll 
come up one by one, unarmed. I’ll engage to clap you all in irons. 
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and take you home to a fair trial in England. If you won’t, my 
name is Alexander Smollett, I’ve flown my sovereign s colours an 
I’ll see you all to Davy Jones. You can’t find the treasure. \ou 
can’t sail the ship—there’s not a man among you fit to sail the 
ship. You can’t fight us—Gray, there, got away from five of you. 
Your ship’s in irons. Master Silver; you’re on a lee shore, and so 
you’ll find. I stand here and tell you so; and they’re the last good 
words you’ll get from me; for, in the name of heaven, I 11 P ut a 
bullet in your back when next I meet you. Tramp, my lad. Bundle 
out of this, please, hand over hand, and double quick.” 

Silver’s face was a picture; his eyes started m his head wit 

wrath. He shook the fire out of his pipe. 

“Give me a hand up!” he cried. 

“Not I,” returned the captain. 


“Who’ll give me a hand up?” he roared. 

Not a man among us moved. Growling the foulest imprecations, 
he crawled along the sand till he got hold of the porch and could 
hoist himself again upon his crutch. Then he spat into the spring. 

“There!” he cried, “that’s what I think of ye. Before an hour’s 
out, I’ll stove in your old block-house like a rum puncheon. Laugh, 
by thunder, laughl Before an hour’s out ye’ll laugh upon the 
other side. Them that die’ll be the lucky ones.” 

And with a dreadful oath he stumbled off, ploughed down the 


sand, was helped across the stockade, after four or five failures, by 
the man with the flag of truce, and disappeared in an instant 
afterwards among the trees. 


21 . The Attack 

A S SOON AS SILVER DISAPPEARED, THE CAPTAIN, WHO HAD BEEN 

closely watching him, turned towards the interior of the 
house, and found not a man of us at his post but Gray. It was the 
first time we had ever seen him angry. 

“Quarters!” he roared. And then, as we all slunk back to our 
places, “Gray,” he said, “I’ll put your name in the log; you’ve 
stood by your duty like a seaman. Mr. Trelawney, I’m surprised 
at you, sir. Doctor, I thought you had worn the king’s coat! If that 
was how you served at Fontenoy, sir, you’d have been better 
in your berth.” 
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The doctor’s watch were all back at their loop-holes the rest 

bUS ' loadl "S the s P ai c muskets, and every one with a red face 
vou may be certain, and a flea in his ear, as the saying is 

• iv "ds vn ed r' f ° r 3 Whi,e in Silence ’ Thc " he spoke. 

red h , C ’ VC glVe " Silver a br ° a <lsidc. I pitched it in 

cd-hot on purpose; and before the hour’s out, as he said, we shall 

be boarded Were outnumbered, I needn’t tell you that, but we 

fight in shelter; and, a minute ago, I should have said we fought 

if you dmolc”’ ^ ”° ma " ner ° f doubt that we can drub them. 


1 hen he went the rounds, and saw, as he said, that all was dear 

On thc two short sides of the house, east and west, there were 
only two loopholes; on the south side where thc porch was two 
again; and on the north side. five. There was a round score of 
muskets for the seven of us; the firewood had been built into four 
piles—tables, you might say—one about the middle of each side, 
and on each of these tables some ammunition and four loaded 
muskets were laid ready to the hand of the defenders. In the 
middle, the cutlasses lay ranged. 

“Toss out the fire,” said the captain; “the chill is past, and we 
mustn’t have smoke in our eyes.” 

The iron fire basket was carried bodily out by Mr. Trelawney, 
and the embers smothered among sand. 

“Hawkins hasn’t had his breakfast. Hawkins, help yourself, and 
back to your post to eat it,” continued Captain Smollett. “Lively, 
now, my lad; you 11 want it before you've done. Hunter, serve out 
a round of brandy to all hands.” 

And while this was going on, the captain completed, in his own 
mind, the plan of the defence. 

“Doctor, you will take the door,” he resumed. “See and don’t 
expose yourself; keep within, and fire through the porch. Hunter, 
take the east side, there. Joyce, you stand by the west, my man. Mr. 
Trelawney, you are the best shot, you and Gray will take this long 
north side, with the five loopholes; it’s there the danger is. If they 
can get up to it, and fire in upon us through our own ports, things 
would begin to look dirty. Hawkins, neither you nor I ar^ much 
account at the shooting; we’ll stand by to load and bear a hand.” 

As the captain had said, the chill was past. As soon as the sun 
had climbed above our girdle of trees, it fell with all its force upon 
the clearing, and drank up the vapours at a draught. Soon the 
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sand was baking, and the resin melting in the logs of the bloc - 
house. Jackets and coats were flung aside; shirts thrown open > 
the neck, and rolled up to the shoulders; and we stood there, ca 

at his post, in a fever of heat and anxiety. 

An hour passed away. 

"Hang them!” said the captain. "This is as dull as the doldrums. 


Gray, whistle for a wind.” 

And just at that moment came the first news of the attac •. 

‘•If you please, sir,” said Joyce, “if I see any one, am I to fire." 

“I told you so!” cried the captain. 

“Thank you, sir,” returned Joyce, with the same quiet civility. 

Nothing followed for a time; but the remark had set us all on 
the alert,' straining ears and eyes-the musketeers with their 
pieces balanced in their hands, the captain out in the middle of the 
blockhouse, with his mouth very tight and a frown on his face 

So some seconds passed, till suddenly Joyce whipped up his 
musket and fired. The report had scarcely died away ere it was re¬ 
peated and repeated from without in a scattering volley, shot be¬ 
hind shot, like a string of geese, from every side of the enclosure. 
Several bullets struck the log-house, but not one entered; and, as 
the smoke cleared away and vanished, the stockade and the woods 
around it looked as quiet and empty as before. Not a bough waved, 
not the gleam of a musket-barrel betrayed the presence of our foes. 

“Did you hit your man?” asked the captain. 

“No, sir,” replied Joyce. “I believe not, sir.” 

“Next best thing to tell the truth,” muttered Captain Smollett. 
“Load his gun, Hawkins. How many should you say there were on 


your side, doctor?” 

“I know precisely,” said Dr. Livesey. “Three shots were fired on 
this side. I saw the three flashes—two close together—one farther 


to the west.” 

“Threel” repeated the captain. “And how many on yours, Mr. 


Trelawney?” 

But this was not so easily answered. There had come many from 
the north—seven, by the squire’s computation; eight or nine, ac¬ 
cording to Gray. From the east and west only a single shot had 
been fired. It was plain, therefore, that the attack would be de¬ 
veloped from the north, and that on the other three sides we were 
only to be annoyed by a show of hostilities. But Captain Smollett 
made no change in his arrangements. If the mutineers succeeded 
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stronghold 11 1Ikc lats m our own 
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the fne was once more opened horn the woods, and a rifle ball 
b; ts S 8 C d00, "’ a >'- aild locked the doctor’s musket into 


1 lie boarders swarmed over the fence like monkeys. Squire and 
Gtay filed again and yet again; three men fell, one forwards into 
the enclosure, two back on the outside. But of these one was 
evidently more frightened than hurt, for he was on his feet again 
n a aack and instantly disappeared among the trees. ° 

Two had bit the dust, one had fled, four had made good their 
footing inside our defences: while from the shelter of the woods 
seven or eight men, each evidently supplied with several muskets, 
kept up a hot though useless lire on the log-house. 

The four who had boarded made straight before them for the 

building, shouting as they ran, and the men among the trees 

shouted back to encourage them. Several shots were fired; but, such 

was the hurry of the marksmen, that not one appears to have taken 

effect. In a moment, the four pirates had swarmed up the mound 
and were upon us. 

The head of Job Anderson, the boatswain, appeared at the mid¬ 
dle loop-hole. 


At em, all hands all hands!” he roared, in a voice of thunder. 

At the same moment, another pirate grasped Hunter’s musket 
by the muzzle, wrenched it from his hands, plucked it through 
the loophole, and, with one stunning blow, laid the poor fellow 
senseless on the floor. Meanwhile a third, running unharmed all 
round the house, appeared suddenly in the doorway, and fell 
with his cutlass on the doctor. 


Our position was utterly reversed. A moment since we were 
firing, under cover, at an exposed enemy; now it was we who lay 
uncovered, and could not return a blow. 

The log-house was full of smoke, to which we owed our com¬ 
parative safety. Cries and confusion, the flashes and reports of 
pistol shots, and one loud groan, rang in my ears. 
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“Out, lads, out, and fight 'em in the open! Cutlasses!” cried the 

C ‘Tsnatched a cutlass from the pile, and some one, at the same 
time snatching another, gave me a cut across the knuckles whici 
hardly felt. I dashed out of the door into the clear sunlight, home 
one was close behind, 1 knew not whom. Right in front, the doctor 
was pursuing his assailant down the hill, and, just as my eyes fe 
upon, beat down his guard, and set him sprawling on his back, 

with a great slash across the face. 

“Round the house, lads! round the house!” cried the captain, 

and even in the hurly-burly I perceived a change in his voice. 

Mechanically I obeyed, turned eastwards, and with my cutlass 
raised, ran round the corner of the house. Next moment I was 
face to face with Anderson. He roared aloud, and his hanger went 
up above his head, flashing in the sunlight. I had not time to be 
afraid, but, as the blow still hung impending, leaped in a trice 
upon one side, and missing my foot in the soft sand, rolled head¬ 
long down the slope. 

When I had first sallied from the door, the other mutineers had 
been already swarming up the palisade to make an end of us. 
One man, in a red night-cap, with his cutlass in his mouth, had 
even got upon the top and thrown a leg across. Well, so short 
had been the interval, that when I found my feet again all was in 
the same posture, the fellow with the red night-cap still half-way 
over, another still just showing his head above the top of the 
stockade. And yet, in this breath of time, the fight was over, and 

the victory was ours. 

Gray, following close behind me, had cut down the big boat¬ 
swain ere he had time to recover from his lost blow. Another had 
been shot at a loophole in the very act of firing into the house, 
and now lay in agony, the pistol still smoking in his hand. A third, 
as I had seen, the doctor had disposed of at a blow. Of the four 
who had scaled the palisade, one only remained unaccounted for, 
and he, having left his cutlass on the field, was now clambering 
out again with the fear of death upon him. 

“Fire—fire from the housel” cried the doctor. “And you, lads, 

back into cover.” 

But his words were unheeded, no shot was fired, and the last 
boarder made good his escape, and disappeared with the rest into 
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l he doctor and Gray and I ran full speed for shelter The sur 

V , IV ° rS "° ukl — ^ck where they had left their baskets and 
at .m\ inomem the fire might recommence. 

1 he house was by this time somewhat cleared of smoke, and we 
saw at a glance the prtce we had paid for victory. Hunter lay bc- 
stdc his loop-hole, stunned: Joyce by his, shot through the head 
never to move again: while right in the centre, the squire was sum 

porting the captain, one as pale as the other. 

' The captain's wounded," said Mr. Trelawney. 

"Have they run?” asked Mr. Smollett. 


"All that could, you may be bound.” returned the doctor: "but 
there $ five of them will never run again." 

live!’ cried the captain. “Come, that’s better. Five against 

three leaves us four to nine. That’s better odds than we had at 

starting. We were seven to nineteen then, or thought we were, and 
that’s as bad to bear.” * 


• The mutineers were soon only eight in number, for the man shot by Mr 
Trelawney on board the schooner died that same evening of his wound. But 
this was, of course, not known till after by the faithful party. 



P ART F IV E -K 


= -X 

MY SEA ADVENTURE 



22. How I Began My Sea Adventure 

T here was no return of the mutineers—not so much as An¬ 
other shot out of the woods. They had “got their rations for 
that day,” as the captain put it. and we had the place to ourselves 
and a quiet time to overhaul the wounded and get dinner. Squire 
and I cooked outside in spite of the danger, and even outside 
we could hardly tell what we were at, for horror of the loud groans 

that reached us from the doctor’s patients. 

Out of the eight men who had fallen in the action, only three 

still breathed—that one of the pirates who had been shot at the 
loophole, Hunter, and Captain Smollett; and of these the first 
two were as good as dead; the mutineer, indeed, died under the 
doctor’s knife, and Hunter, do what we could, never recovered 
consciousness in this world. He lingered all day, breathing loudly 
like the old buccaneer at home in his apoplectic fit; but the bones 
of his chest had been crushed by the blow and his skull fractured 
in falling, and some time in the following night, without sign or 
sound, he went to his Maker. 

As for the captain, his wounds were grievous indeed, but not 
dangerous. No organ was fatally injured. Anderson’s ball—for it 
was Job that shot him first—had broken his shoulder-blade and 
touched the lung, not badly; the second had only torn and dis¬ 
placed some muscles in the calf. He was sure to recover, the doctor 
said, but, in the meantime and for weeks to come, he must not 
walk nor move his arm, nor so much as speak when he could 
help it. 

My own accidental cut across the knuckles was a flea-bite. Dr. 
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Aficr dinner the squire and the doctor sa, by the captain's side 

a while nt consultation; and when they had tailed to their bean's 

content, it being then a little past noon, the doctor took up his hat 

and pistols gin on a cutlass, put the chart in his pocket, and with a 

musket on us shoulder, crossed the palisade on the north side and 
set off briskly through the trees. 


Gray and I were sitting together at the far end of the block¬ 
house to be out Of earshot of our officers consulting; and Gray 

“ , " S „7 e ° m of '; ,S , mouth and fair] y forgot to put it back 
again, so thunderstruck he was at this occurrence. 

niad?” 1 ^' hl thC name ° f Da ' T J ° neS '” Said he> " is Dr ' Livese V 


^ hy, no,” says I. “He's about 
take it.” 


the last of this crew for that, I 


Well, shipmate,’ said Gray, “mad he may not be; but if he’s 
not, you mark my words, I am.” 

“I take it,” replied I, “the doctor has his idea; and if I am right, 
he’s going now to see Ben Gunn.” 

I was light, as appeared later; but in the meantime, the house 
being stilling hot, and the little patch of sand inside the palisade 
ablaze with midday sun, I began to get another thought into my 
head, which was not by any means so right. What I began to do 
was to envy the doctor, walking in the cool shadow of the woods, 
with the birds about him, and the pleasant smell of the pines, 
while I sat grilling, with my clothes stuck to the hot resin, and so 
much blood about me, and so many poor dead bodies lying all 

around, that I took a disgust of the place that was almost as strong 
as fear. 

All the time I was washing out the blockhouse, and then wash¬ 
ing up the things from dinner, this disgust and envy kept growing 
stronger and stronger, till at last, being near a bread-bag, and no 
one then observing me, I took the first step towards my escapade, 
and filled both pockets of my coat with biscuit. 

I was a fool, if you like, and certainly I was going to do a foolish, 
over-bold act; but I was determined to do it with all the precau-' 
tions in my power. These biscuits, should anything befall me, 
would keep me, at least, from starving till far on in the next day. 
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The next thing I laid hold of was a brace of pistols and as 
already had a powder-horn and bullets, I felt myself well supplied 

"trthe scheme I had in my head, it was not a bad one in 
itself I was to go down the sandy spit that div.des the anchorage 
on the east from the open sea, find the white rock I had obsetve 
last evening, and ascertain whether it was there or not that Ben 
Gunn had hidden his boat; a thing quite worth doing, as stil 
believe. But as I was certain I should not be allowed to leave the 
enclosure, my only plan was to take French leave, and s ip out 
when nobody was watching; and that was so bad a way of doing it 
as made the thing itself wrong. But I was only a boy, and I had 


made my mind up. . . 

Well, as things at last fell out, I found an admirable oppor¬ 
tunity. The squire and Gray were busy helping the captain with 
his bandages; the coast was clear; I made a bolt for it over the 
stockade and into the thicket of the trees, and before my absence 

was observed I was out of cry of my companions. 

This was my second folly, far worse than the first, as I left but 
two sound men to guard the house; but like the first, it was a 


help towards saving all of us. 

I took my way straight for the east coast of the island, lor I 
was determined to go down the sea side of the spit to avoid all 
chance of observation from the anchorage. It was already late in 
the afternoon, although still warm and sunny. As I continued to 
thread the tall woods I could hear from far before me not only 
the continuous thunder of the surf, but a certain tossing of 
foliage and grinding of boughs which showed me the sea breeze 
had set in higher than usual. Soon cool draughts of air began to 
reach me; and a few steps farther I came forth into the open 
borders of the grove, and saw the sea lying blue and sunny to the 
horizon, and the surf tumbling and tossing its foam along the 


beach. 

I have never seen the sea quiet round Treasure Island. The 
sun might blaze overhead, the air be without a breath, the surface 
smooth and blue, but still these great rollers would be running 
along all the external coast, thundering and thundering by day 
and night; and I scarce believe there is one spot in the island 
where a man would be out of earshot of their noise. 
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I walked along beside the surf with great enjoyment, till think- 

tl ick huV 10 " S °t enOUgh l ° thc SOUlh ' 1 took the ™ver of some 
thick bushes, and crept warily up to the ridge of the spit. 

Behind me was the sea. in front the anchorage. The sea breeze 
as though it had the sooner blown itself out by its unusual vio¬ 
lence "as already at an end; it had been succeeded by light 
variable airs from the south and south-east, carrying great banks 
of fog; and the anchorage, under lee of Skeleton Island, lay still 
and leaden as when first we entered it. The Hispaniola, in that 

Un 3, okcn mi,Tor * was exactly portrayed from the truck to the 
water line, the Jolly Roger hanging from her peak. 

Alongside lay one of the gigs. Silver in the sternsheets—him I 
could always recognise—while a couple of men were leaning over 
thc stern bulwarks, one of them with a red cap—the very rogue 
that I had seen some hours before stride-legs upon thc palisade. Ap- 
paientlv they were talking and laughing, though at that distance— 
upwards of a mile—I could, of course, hear no word of what was 
said. All at once, there began the most horrid, unearthly scream¬ 
ing, which at first startled me badly, though I soon remembered 
thc voice of Captain Flint, and even thought I could make out 

the bird by her bright plumage as she sat perched upon her 
master’s wrist. 

Soon after the jolly-boat shoved off and pulled for shore, and 
the man with the red cap and his comrade went below by the 
cabin companion. 

Just about the same time the sun had gone down behind the 
Spy-glass, and as the fog was collecting rapidly, it began to grow 
dark in earnest. I saw I must lose no time if I were to find the 
boat that evening. 

The white rock, visible enough above the brush, was still some 
eighth of a mile farther down the spit, and it took me a goodish 
while to get up with it, crawling, often on all-fours, among the 
scrub. Night had almost come when I laid my hand on its rough 
sides. Right below it there was an exceedingly small hollow of 
green turf, hidden by banks and a thick underwood about knee- 
deep, that grew there very plentifully; and in the centre of thc 
dell, sure enough, a little tent of goat-skins, like what the gipsies 
carry about with them in England. 

I dropped into the hollow, lifted the side of the tent, and there 
was Ben Gunn’s boat—home-made if ever anything was home- 
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made; a rude, lop sided framework of tough wood, and stretched 
upon that a covering of goatskin, with the hair inside. 1 he thing 
was extremely small, even for me, and I can hardly imagine t la 
it could have floated with a full-sized man. There was one thwart 
set as low as possible, a kind of stretcher in the bows, and a double 

paddle for propulsion. 

I had not then seen a coracle, such as the ancient Britons made, 
but I have seen one since, and I can give you no fairer idea o 
Ben Gunn’s boat than by saying it was like the first and the worst 
coracle ever made by man. But the great advantage of the coracle 
it certainly possessed, for it was exceedingly light and portable. 

Well, now that I had found the boat, you would have thought 
I had had enough of truantry for once; but, in the meantime, I 
had taken another notion, and became so obstinately fond of 
it, that I would have carried it out, I believe, in the teeth of 
Captain Smollett himself. This was to slip out under cover of the 
night, cut the Hispaniola adrift, and let her go ashore where 
she fancied. I had quite made up my mind that the mutineers, 
after their repulse of the morning, had nothing nearer their hearts 
than to up anchor and away to sea; this, I thought, it would be a 
fine thing to prevent; and now that I had seen how they left their 
watchmen unprovided with a boat, I thought it might be done 
with little risk. 

Down I sat to wait for darkness, and made a hearty meal of 
biscuit. It was a night out of ten thousand for my purpose. The fog 
had now buried all heaven. As the last rays of daylight dwindled 
and disappeared, absolute blackness settled down on Treasure 
Island. And when, at last, I shouldered the coracle, and groped 
my way stumblingly out of the hollow where I had supped, there 


were but two points visible on the whole anchorage. 

One was the great fire on shore, by which the defeated pirates 
lay carousing in the swamp. The other, a mere blur of light upon 
the darkness, indicated the position of the anchored ship. She had 
swung round to the ebb—her bow was now towards me—the only 
lights on board were in the cabin; and what I saw was merely a 
reflection on the fog of the strong rays that flowed from the stern 
window. 

The ebb had already run some time, and I had ta wade through 
a long belt of swampy sand, where I sank several times above the 
ankle, before I came to the edge of the retreating water, and 
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" ac a !, * tIc " a >' ln - " itl * som e strength and dexterity set mv 
coracle, keel downwards, on the surface V V 


«- * 1 . 


'The Ebb-Tide Tunis 


nnifF CORACLE AS I HAD AMPLE REASON TO KNOW BEFORE I WAS 

A done w.th her-was a very safe boat for a person of my height 

and weight, both buoyant and clever in a seaway; but she was the 

most cross-grained, lop-sided craft to manage. Do as you please. 

she alwas s made more leeway than anything else, and turning 

lound and round was the manoeuvre she was best at. Even Ben 

Gunn himself has admitted that she was “queer to handle till vou 
knew her wav.” ; 

C ertainly I did not know her way. She turned in every direction 
but the one I was bound to go; the most part of the time we were 
broadside on, and I am very sure I never should have made the 
ship at all but for the tide. By good fortune, paddle as I pleased, 
the tide was still sweeping me down; and there lay the Hispaniola 
right in the fairway, hardly to be missed. 

First she loomed before me like a blot of something yet blacker 

than darkness, then her spars and hull began to take shape, and 

the next moment, as it seemed (for the further I went, the brisker 

grew the current of the ebb), I was alongside of her hawser, and had 
laid hold. 


The hawser was as taut as a bowstring—so strong she pulled 
upon her anchor. All round the hull, in the blackness, the rippling 
current bubbled and chattered like a little mountain stream. One 
cut with my sea-gully, and the Hispaniola would go humming 
down the tide. 

So far so good; but it next occurred to my recollection that a 
taut hawser, suddenly cut, is a thing as dangerous as a kicking 
horse. Ten to one, if I were so foolhardy as to cut the Hispaniola 
from her anchor, I and the coracle would be knocked clean out 
of the water. 

This brought me to a full stop, and if fortune had not again 
particularly favoured me, I should have had to abandon my design. 
But the light airs which had begun blowing from the south-east 
and south had hauled round after nightfall into the south-west. 
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Just while I was meditating, a puff came, caught the H,s ^ Ul ° ^ 
and forced her up into the current; and. to my great joy, I felt the 
haler slacken in my grasp, and the hand by which I held u dtp 

for a second under water. , . 

With that I made my mind up, took out my gul y, open 

with my teeth, and cut one strand after another, till the vessel on y 

;: ’„ g by two. Then I lay quiet, waiting to sever these last when 

the strain should be once more lightened by a breath of wine 

All this time 1 had heard the sound of loud voices fiom 

cabin; but, to say truth, my mind had been so entirely taken up 

with other thoughts that X had scarcely given ear. Now, however, 

when I had nothing else to do, I began to pay more beet 

One I recognised for the coxswain’s, Israel Hands, that had been 
Flint’s gunner in former days. The other was, of course, my friend 
of the red night-cap. Both men were plainly the worse of drink, 
and they were still drinking; for, even while I was listening, one of 
them, with a drunken cry, opened the stern window and threw out 
something, which I divined to be an empty bottle. But they were 
not only tipsy; it was plain that they were furiously angry. Oaths 
flew like hailstones, and every now and then there came forth sue 
an explosion as I thought was sure to end in blows. But each time 
the quarrel passed off, and the voices grumbled lower for a while, 
until the next crisis came, and, in its turn, passed away without 


result. 

On shore, I could see the glow of the great camp fire burning 
warmly through the shore-side trees. Some one was singing, a dull, 
old droning sailor’s song, with a droop and a quaver at the end of 
every verse, and seemingly no end to it at all but the patience of 
the singer. I had heard it on the voyage more than once, and 

remembered these words:— 


“But one man of her crew alive, 

What put to sea with seventy-five.” 

And I thought it was a ditty rather too dolefully appropriate for 
a company that had met such cruel losses in the morning. But, in¬ 
deed, from what I saw, all these buccaneers were as callous as the 

sea they sailed on. 

At last the breeze came; the schooner sidled and drew nearer in 
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I wrought like a fiend, for I expected every moment to be 
vamped: and since I found I could not push the coracle directly 
IT now shoved straight astern. At length I was clear of my 
angerous neighbour: and just as I gave the last impulsion, my 

ands came across a light cord that was trailing overboard across 
the stern bulwarks. Instantly I grasped it. 

Why I should have done so I can hardly say. It was at first mere 

instinct: but once I had it in my hands and found it fast, curiosity 

began to get the upper hand, and I determined I should have one 
look through the cabin window. 


I pulled in hand over hand on the cord, and, when I judged my¬ 
self near enough, rose at infinite risk to about half my height, and 
thus commanded the roof and a slice of the interior of the cabin. 

By this time the schooner and her little consort were gliding 
pretty swiftly through the water; indeed, we had already fetched 
up level with the camp fire. The ship was talking, as sailors say, 
loudly, treading the innumerable ripples with an incessant welter¬ 
ing splash; and until I got my eye above the window-sill I could 
not comprehend why the watchmen had taken no alarm. One 
glance, however, was sufficient; and it was only one glance that I 
durst take from that unsteady skiff. It showed me Hands and his 
companion locked together in deadly wrestle, each with a hand 
upon the other’s throat. 

I dropped upon the thwart again, none too soon, for I was near 
overboard. I could see nothing for the moment but these two 
furious, encrimsoned faces, swaying together under the smoky 
lamp; and I shut my eyes to let them grow once more familiar 
with the darkness. 


The endless ballad had come to an end at last, and the whole 
diminished company about the camp fire had broken into the 
chorus I had heard so often:— 


“Fifteen men on The Dead Man’s Chest— 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of ruml 
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Drink and the devil had done for the rest 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!” 

I was just thinking how busy drink and the devil were at that 
very moment in the cabin of the Hispaniola, when I was surprised 
by a sudden lurch of the coracle. At the same moment she yawed 
sharply and seemed to change her course. The speed in the mean¬ 
time had greatly increased. 

I opened my eyes at once. All round me were little npples, 
combing over with a sharp, bristling sound and slightly phospho¬ 
rescent. The Hispaniola herself, a few yards in whose wake I was 
still being whirled along, seemed to stagger in her course, and I 
saw her spars toss a little against the blackness of the night; nay, 
as I looked longer, I made sure she also was wheeling to the south¬ 
ward. 

I glanced over my shoulder, and my heart jumped against my 
ribs. There, right behind me, was the glow of the camp fire. The 
current had turned at right angles, sweeping round along with it 
the tall schooner and the little dancing coracle; ever quickening, 
ever bubbling higher, ever muttering louder, it went spinning 
through the narrows for the open sea. 

Suddenly the schooner in front of me gave a violent yaw, turn¬ 
ing, perhaps, through twenty degrees; and almost at the same 
moment one shout followed another from on board; I could hear 
feet pounding on the companion ladder; and I knew that the two 
drunkards had at last been interrupted in their quarrel and 
awakened to a sense of their disaster. 

I lay down flat in the bottom of that wretched skiff, and de¬ 
voutly recommended my spirit to its Maker. At the end of the 
straits, I made sure we must fall into some bar of raging breakers, 
where all my troubles would be ended speedily; and though I 
could, perhaps, bear to die, I could not bear to look upon my 
fate as it approached. 

So I must have lain for hours, continually beaten to and fro 
upon the billows, now and again wetted with flying sprays, and 
never ceasing to expect death at the next plunge. Gradually wea¬ 
riness grew upon me; a numbness, an occasional stupor, fell upon 
my mind even in the midst of my terrors; until sleep at last super¬ 
vened, and in my sea-tossed coracle I lay and dreamed of home 
and the old Admiral Benbow. 
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'The Cruise of the Coracle 


rr h ; d f r mc beh,nd the 

H I, ,• CS ^r ndCd al " ,OSt l ° thc sea formidable cliffs 

Haulbowhnc Head and Mizzen mast Hill were at my elbow the 
11 bare and dark, the head bound with cliffs forty or fifty'feet 

quarterof T W “ h ***“ maSSCS ° £ £allen rock ' 1 "’as scarce a 
m and ,and *° SeaWard ’ and h "' aS first bought to paddle 

I hat notion was soon given over. Among the fallen rocks the 
ireakets spouted and bellowed; loud reverberations, heavy sprays 
(lying and fall.ng, succeeded one another from second to second- 
and I saw myself, if f ventured nearer, dashed to death upon the 
rough shore, or spending my strength in vain to scale the beetling 


Nor was that all; for crawling together on flat tables of rock 
or letting themselves drop into the sea with loud reports, I be¬ 
held huge slimy monsters—soft snails, as it were, of incredible 

bigness—two or three score of them together, making the rocks to 
echo with their barkings. 

I have understood since that they were sea-lions, and entirely 
harmless. But the look of them, added to the difficulty of the shore 
and the high running of the surf, was more than enough to dis¬ 
gust me of that landing-place. I felt willing rather to starve at sea 
than to confront such perils. 

In the meantime I had a better chance, as I supposed, before 
me. North of Haulbowline Head, the land runs in a long way, leav¬ 
ing, at low tide, a long stretch of yellow sand. To the north of 
that, again, there comes another cape—Cape of the Woods, as it 
was marked upon the chart—buried in tall green pines, which de¬ 
scended to the margin of the sea. 

I remembered what Silver had said about the current that sets 


northward along the whole west coast of Treasure Island; and 
seeing from my position that I was already under its influence, I 
preferred to leave Haulbowline Head behind me, and reserve my 
strength for an attempt to land upon the kindlier-looking Cape of 
the Woods. 
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There was a great, smooth swell upon the sea. The wind blowing 
steady and gentle front the south, there was no con tartety b 
tween that and the current, and the billows rose and fell unbrohe 
Had it been otherwise, I must long ago have perished bu a. 
was it is surprising how easily and securely my little and light boat 
ouid ride. Of.cn'as I still lay at the bottom, and kept no more 
Xn an eye above the gunwale, I would see a big blue summit 
heaving close above me; yet the coracle would but bounce a lit , 
dance as if on springs, and subside on the other side into 

trough as lightly as a bird. 

I began after a little to grow very bold, and sat up to try my 
skill at paddling. But even a small change in the disposition of the 
weight will produce violent changes in the behaviour of a coiacle. 
And I had hardly moved before the boat, giving up at once her 
gentle dancing movement, ran straight down a slope of water so 
steep that it made me giddy, and struck her nose with a spout of 

spray, deep into the side of the next wave. 

I was drenched and terrified, and fell instantly back into my old 

position, whereupon the coracle seemed to find her head again, 
and led me as softly as before among the billows. It was plain 
she was not to be interfered with, and at that rate, since I could 
in no way influence her course, what hope had I left of reaching 

tend? . . r n 

I began to be horribly frightened, but I kept my head, for all 

that. First, moving with all care, I gradually baled out the coracle 
with my sea-cap; then getting my eye once more above the gun¬ 
wale, I set myself to study how it was she managed to slip so 

quietly through the rollers. 

I found each wave, instead of the big, smooth, glossy mountain 
it looks from shore, or from a vessel’s deck, was for all the world 
like any range of hills on the dry land, full of peaks and smooth 
places and valleys. The coracle, left to herself, turning from side 
to side, threaded, so to speak, her way through these lower parts, 
and avoided the steep slopes and higher, toppling summits of the 


wave. 

“Well, now,” thought I to myself, “it is plain I must lie where 
I am, and not disturb the balance; but it is plain, also, that I 
can put the paddle over the side, and from time to time, in smooth 
places, give her a shove or two towards land. No sooner thought 
upon than done. There I lay on my elbows, in the most trying 
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rrt; arc and aRain •- a «* —*- -o 

It was very tiring, and slow work, vet I did visibly gain ground 

mu« inf r,ib.r " Car , ,hC Cap ° ° f ,hc 'hough T saw , 

m s. infallible m,* that pom,. I had still made some hundred 

ard of casting. I was. indeed, close in. I could see the cool green 

tree-tops swaying together in the breeze, and I felt sure I should 

m.ikc the next promontory without fail. 

It was high time, for I now began to be tortured with thirst The 
glow of the sun from above, its thousandfold reflection from the 
waves, the sea-water that fell and dried upon me. caking mv very 

achVr 1 ; C °T'r d ‘° makC "" thr ° at bl,rn and my brain 

ache. 7 he sight of the trees so near at hand had almost made mo 
s.ck with longing; but the current had soon carried me past the 
point: and. as the next reach of sea opened out. I beheld a sight 
that changed the nature of my thoughts. 

Right in front of me. not half a mile assay, I beheld the Hisban- 

\° la Under sai! 1 ,na<lc surc - of course, that I should be taken: but 
I was so distressed for want of water, that I scarce knew whether 
to be glad or sorry at the thought; and, long before I had come to 
a conclusion, surprise had taken entire possession of mv mind, and 
I could do nothing but stare and wonder. 

T he Hispaniola was under her main sail and two jibs, and the 
beautiful white canvas shone in the sun like snow or silver. When 
I first sighted her, all her sails were drawing; she was lying a 
course about north-west; and I presumed the men on board were 
going round the island on their way back to the anchorage. Pres¬ 
ently she began to fetch more and more to the westward, so that 
I thought they had sighted me and were going about in chase. 
At last, however, she fell right into the wind’s eye, was taken dead 

aback, and stood there a while helpless, with her sails shiver- 
ing. 


"Clumsy fellows," said I; "they must still be drunk as owls." And 
I thought how Captain Smollett would have set them skipping. 

Meanwhile, the schooner gradually fell off, and filled again upon 
another tack, sailed swiftly for a minute or so, and brought up 
once more dead in the wind’s eye. Again and again was this re¬ 
peated. To and fro, up and down, north, south, east, and west, the 
Hispaniola sailed by swoops and dashes, and at each repetition 
ended as she had begun, with idly-flapping canvas. It became plain 
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to me that nobody was steering. And, if so, where wcie the men. 
Either they were dead drunk, or had deserted her, I thought, anc 
perhaps if I could get on board, I might return the vessel to her 

The current was bearing coracle and schooner souths aid at an 
equal rate. As for the latter’s sailing, it was so wild and inter¬ 
mittent, and she hung each time so long in irons, that she certain y 
gained nothing, if she did not even lose. If only I dared to sit up 
and paddle, I made sure that I could overhaul her. The scheme 
had an air of adventure that inspired me, and the thought of the 
water breaker beside the fore companion doubled my growing 


Up § I got, was welcomed almost instantly by another cloud of 
spray, but this time stuck to my purpose; and set myself, with all 
my strength and caution, to paddle after the unsteered Hispaniola . 
Once I shipped a sea so heavy that I had to stop and bale, with my 
heart fluttering like a bird; but gradually I got into the way of 
the thing, and guided my coracle among the waves, with only now 
and then a blow upon her bows and a dash of foam in my face. 

I was now gaining rapidly on the schooner; I could see the brass 
glisten on the tiller as it banged about; and still no soul appeared 
upon her decks. I could not choose but suppose she was deserted. 
If not, the men were lying drunk below, where I might batten 
them down, perhaps, and do what I chose with the ship. 

For some time she had been doing the worst thing possible for 
me—standing still. She headed nearly due south, yawing, of course, 
all the time. Each time she fell off her sails partly filled, and these 
brought her, in a moment, right to the wind again. I have said this 
was the worst thing possible for me; for helpless as she looked in 
this situation, with the canvas cracking like cannon, and the 
blocks trundling and banging on the deck, she still continued to 
run away from me, not only with the speed of the current, but by 
the whole amount of her leeway, which was naturally great. 

But now, at last, I had my chance. The breeze fell, for some 
seconds, very low, and the current gradually turning her, the 
Hispaniola revolved slowly round her centre, and at last presented 
me her stern, with the cabin window still gaping open, and the 
lamp over the table still burning on into the day. The main-sail 
hung drooped like a banner. She was stock-still, but for the cur¬ 
rent. 
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My first impulse was one of despair, but my second was towards 
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still till she had covered a half, and then two-thirds, and then 

three-qnatters of the distance that separated us. I could see the 

naves 101 ing w ine under her forefoot. Immensely tall she looked 
to me from my low station in the coracle. 

And then of a sudden, I began to comprehend. I had scarce 
time to think—scare time to act and save myself. I was on the sum- 
mil of one swell when the schooner came swooping over the next 
I he bowsprit was over my head. I sprang to my feet, and leaped,* 
stamping the coracle under water. With one hand I caught the 
jib-boom, while my foot was lodged between the stay and the 
brace: and as I still clung there panting, a dull blow told me that 
the schooner had charged down upon and struck the coracle, and 
•that I was left without retreat on the Hispaniola . 


25 . I Strike the Jolly Roger 

I HAD SCARCE GAINED A POSITION ON THE BOWSPRIT, WHEN THE 

flying jib flapped and filled upon the other tack, with a report 
like a gun. The schooner trembled to her keel under the reverse; 
but next moment, the other sails still drawing, the jib flapped 
back again, and hung idle. 

This had nearly tossed me off into the sea; and now I lost no 
time, crawled back along the bowsprit, and tumbled head fore¬ 
most on the deck. 

I was on the lee-side of the forecastle, and the mainsail, which 
was still drawing, concealed from me a certain portion of the after¬ 
deck. Not a soul was to be seen. The planks, which had not been 
swabbed since the mutiny, bore the print of many feet; and an 
empty bottle, broken by the neck, tumbled to and fro like a live 
thing in the scuppers. 

Suddenly the Hispaniola came right into the wind. The jibs 
behind me cracked aloud; the rudder slammed to; the whole ship 
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gave a sickening heave and shudder, and at the same moment the 
main-boom swung inboard, the sheet groaning in the blocks, and 

showed me the lee afterdeck. 

There were the two watchmen, sure enough: red-cap 
back, as stiff as a handspike, with his arms stretched out like those 
of a crucifix, and his teeth showing through his open lips, Israc 
Hands propped against the bulwarks, his chin on lus chest, his 
hands lying open before him on the deck, his face as white, un e 

its tan, as a tallow candle. . . 

For a while the ship kept bucking and sidling like a mciou 
horse, the sails filling, now on one tack, now on another, and the 
boom swinging to and fro till the mast groaned aloud under the 
strain. Now and again, too, there would come a cloud of Ugh 
sprays over the bulwark, and a heavy blow of the ship s bows 
against the swell; so much heavier weather was made of it by this 
great rigged ship than by my home made, lop-sided coracle, now 

gone to the bottom of the sea. 

At every jump of the schooner, red-cap slipped to and fro; but—- 
what was ghastly to behold—neither his attitude nor lus fixe 
teeth-disclosing grin was anyway disturbed by this rough usage. 
At every jump, too. Hands appeared still more to sink into himsclt 
and settle down upon the deck, his feet sliding ever the farther out, 
and the whole body canting towards the stern, so that his face 
became, little by little, hid from me; and at last I could see nothing 
beyond his ear and the frayed ringlet of one whisker. 

And at the same time, I observed around both of them, splashes 
of dark blood upon the planks, and began to feel sure that they 

had killed each other in their drunken wrath. 

While I was thus looking and wondering, in a calm moment, 
when the ship was still, Israel Hands turned partly round, and, 
with a low moan, writhed himself back to the position in which 
I had seen him first. The moan, which told of pain and deadly 
weakness, and the way in which his jaw hung open, went right 
to my heart. But when I remembered the talk I had overheard 
from the apple barrel, all pity left me. 

I walked aft until I reached the mainmast. 

“Come aboard, Mr. Hands,” I said ironically. He rolled his eyes 
round heavily; but he was too far gone to express surprise. All he 
could do was to utter one word, “Brandy.” 

It occurred to me there was no time to lose; and, dodging the 
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Ijoom. as i, once more lurched across the deck, I slipped aft, and 
down the companion-stairs into the cabin. 

It was such a scene of confusion as you can hardly fancy. All 
the lock-fast places had been broken open in quest of the chart. 
I he floor was thick with mud. where ruffians had sat down to 
drink or consult after wading in the marshes round their camp. 
I he bulkheads, all painted in clear white, and beaded round with 
gilt, bore a pattern of dirty hands. Dozens of empty bottles clinked 
together in corners to the rolling of the ship. One of the doctor’s 
medical books lay open on the table, half of the leaves gutted out, 
I suppose, for pipclights. In the midst of all this the lamp still cast 
glow, obscure and brown as umber. 

I went into the cellar; all the barrels were gone, and of the 
bottles a most surprising number had been drunk out and thrown 
away. Certainly, sinfic the mutiny began, not a man of them could 


ever have been sober. 

foraging about, I found a bottle with some brandy left, for 
Hands; and for myself I routed out some biscuit, some pickled 
fruits, a great bunch of raisins, and a piece of cheese. With 
these I came on deck, put down my own stock behind the rudder- 


head, and well out of the coxswain’s reach, went forward to the 
water-breaker, and had a good, deep drink of water, and then, 
and not till then, gave Hands the brandy. 

He must have drunk a gill before he took the bottle from his 
mouth. 

"Ay,” said he, "by thunder, but I wanted some o’ that!” 

I had sat down already in my own corner and begun to cat. 

"Much hurt?” I asked him. 

He grunted, or rather I might say, he barked. 

"If that doctor was aboard,” he said, “I’d be right enough in 
a couple of turns; but I don’t have no manner of luck, you see, 
and that’s what’s the matter with me. As for that swab, he’s good 
as dead, he is,” he added, indicating the man with the red cap. "He 
warn’t no seaman, anyhow. And where mought you have come 
from?” 

"Well,” said I, "I’ve come aboard to take possession of this ship, 
Mr. Hands; and you’ll please regard me as your captain until 
further notice.” 


He looked at me sourly enough, but said nothing. Some of the 
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colour had come back into his cheeks, though he still looked very 
sick, and still continued to slip out and settle down as the ship 

banged about. 

“By the bye,” I continued, ‘‘I can’t have these colours, Mi. 
Hands, and, by your leave, I ll strike ’em. Better none than these. 

And, again dodging the boom, I ran to the colour lines, handed 
down their cursed black flag, and chucked it overboard. 

"God save the king!” said I, waving my cap; “and there s an 

end to Captain Silver!” 

He watched me keenly and slyly, his chin all the whi e on us 


hk 


breast. 

‘‘I reckon,” he said at last—“I reckon Cap n Hawkins, 


you’ll 


kind of want to get ashore, now. S’pose we talks.” 

“Why, yes,” said I, ‘‘with all my heart, Mr. Hands. Say on.” And 

I went back to my meal with a good appetite. 

“This man,” he began, nodding feebly at the corpse ‘‘O Bnen 
were his name—a rank Irelander—this man and me got the canvas 
on her, meaning for to sail her back. Well, he’s dead now, he is 
as dead as bilge; and who’s to sail this ship, I don t see. Without 
I gives you a hint, you ain’t that man, as far’s I can tell. Now, look 
here, you give me food and drink, and a old scarf or ankecher to 
tie my wound up, you do; and I’ll tell you how to sail her; and 

that’s about square all round, I take it. 

“I’ll tell you one thing,” says I: ‘‘I’m not going back to Captain 
Kidd’s anchorage. I mean to get into North Inlet, and beach her 


quietly there.” 

“To be sure you did,” he cried. ‘‘Why, I ain’t sich an infernal 
lubber, after all. I can see, can’t I? I’ve tried my fling, I have, and 
I’ve lost, and it’s you has the wind of me. North Inlet? Why, I 
haven’t no ch’ice, not I! I’d help you sail her up to Execution 


Dock, by thunder! so I would.” 

Well, as it seemed to me, there was some sense in this. We 
struck our bargain on the spot. In three minutes I had the His¬ 
paniola sailing easily before the wind along the coast of Treasure 
Island, with good hopes of turning the northern point ere noon, 
and beating down again as far as North Inlet before high water, 
when we might beach her safely, and wait till the subsiding tide 


permitted us to land. 

Then I lashed the tiller and went below to my own chest, where 



treasure island 

got a soft silk handkerchief of mv mother’s With this • u 

2- r 3 

.WO more of the brandy, he began to pick up visibly, sat stra'ghter 
Zn' louder and clearer, and looked in every way another 

The breeze served us admirably. We skimmed before it like a 
bud. the coast of the island flashing by, and the view changing 
etery minute Soon we were past the high lands and bowline be 
side low, sandy country, sparsely dotted with dwarf pines, and soon 

were beyond that again, and had turned the corner of the 
iocky hill that ends the island on the north. 

I was greatly elated with my new command, and pleased with 
the bright, sunshiny weather and these different prospects of the 
coast. I had now plenty of water and good things to eat, and my 
conscience, which had smitten me hard for my desertion, was 
quieted by the great conquest I had made. I should, I think, have 
had nothing left me to desire but for the eyes of the coxswain 
as they followed me derisively about the deck, and the odd smile 
that appeared continually on his face. It was a smile that had in 
it something both of pain and weakness—a haggard, old man's 
smile: but there was, besides that, a grain of derision, a shadow of 
treachery, in his expression as he craftily Hatched, and watched, 
and watched me at my work. 


2 6 . Israel Ha?ids 

T he wind, serving us to a desire, now hauled into the west. 

We could run so much the easier from the north-east corner 
of the island to the mouth of the North Inlet. Only, as we had no 
power to anchor, and dared not beach her till the tide had flowed a 
good deal farther, time hung on our hands. The coxswain told 
me how to lay the ship to; after a good many trials 1 succeeded, 
and we both sat in silence, over another meal. 

“Cap’n,” said he at length, with that same uncomfortable smile, 
“here’s my old shipmate, O’Brien; s’pose you was to heave him 
overboard. I ain’t partic’lar as a rule, and I don’t take no blame for 
settling his hash; but I don’t reckon him ornamental now, do 
you?” 
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“I’m not strong enough, and I don’t like the job; and theie he 


lies, for me,” said I. „ 

“This here’s an unlucky ship—this Hispaniola, Jim, he went 

on blinking. “There’s a power of men been killed in this Hispan¬ 
iola — a sight o’ poor seamen dead and gone since you and me took 
ship to Bristol. I never seen sich dirty luck, not I. There was this 
here O’Brien, now—he’s dead, ain’t he? Well, now, I'm no scholar, 
and you’re a lad as can read and figure; and to put it straight do 
you take it as a dead man is dead for good, or do he come alive 

again?” . . 

“You can kill the body, Mr. Hands, but not the spirit; you must 

know that already,” I replied. “O'Brien there is in another world, 


and maybe watching us.” 

“Ah!” says he. “Well, that’s unfort’nate—appears as u killing 
parties was a waste of time. Howsomever, sperrits don’t reckon for 
much, by what I’ve seen. I’ll chance it with the sperrits, Jim. And 
now, you’ve spoke up free, and I’ll take it kind if you’d step down 
into that there cabin and get me a—well, a—shiver my timbers! I 
can’t hit the name on’t; well, you get me a bottle of wine, Jim 

this here brandy’s too strong for my head.” 

Now, the coxswain’s hesitation seemed to be unnatural; and as 
for the notion of his preferring wine to brandy, I entirely dis¬ 
believed it. The whole story was a pretext. He wanted me to leave 
the deck—so much was plain; but with what purpose I could in 
no way imagine. His eyes never met mine; they kept wandering to 
and fro, up and down, now with a look to the sky, now with a 
flitting glance upon the dead O’Brien. All the time he kept 
smiling, and putting his tongue out in the most guilty, embar¬ 
rassed manner, so that a child could have told that he was bent 
on some deception. 1 was prompt with my answer, however, for 
I saw where my advantage lay; and that with a fellow so densely 
stupid I could easily conceal my suspicions to the end. 

“Some wine?” I said. “Far better. Will you have white or red?” 

“Well, I reckon it’s about the blessed same to me, shipmate,” he 
replied; “so it’s strong, and plenty of it, what’s the odds?” 

“All right,” I answered. “I’ll bring you port, Mr. Hands. But I’ll 
have to dig for it.” 

With that I scuttled down the companion with all the noise I 
could, slipped off my shoes, ran quietly along the sparred gallery, 
mounted the forecastle ladder, and popped my head out of the 
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fore companion. I knew he would not expect to see me there- yet 

I took every precaution possible; and certainly the worst of my 
suspicions proved too true. 7 

He had risen from his position to his hands and knees; and, 
t lough his leg obviously hurt him pretty sharply when he moved 

lor I could hear him stifle a groan—yet it was at a good, rattling 
rate that he trailed himself across the deck. In half a minute he 
had reached the port scuppers, and picked, out of a coil of rope, 
a long knife, or rather a short dirk, discoloured to the hilt with 
blood. He looked upon it for a moment, thrusting forth his under 
jaw, tried the point upon his hand, and then, hastily concealing 
it in the bosom of his jacket, trundled back again into his old 
place against the bulwark. 

1 hat was all that I required to know. Israel could move about; 
he was now armed; and if he had been at so much trouble to get 
rid of me, it was plain that I was meant to be the victim. What 
he would do afterwards—whether he would try to crawl right 
across the island from North Inlet to the camp among the swamps, 
or whether lie would fire Long Tom, trusting that his own com¬ 
rades might come first to help him, was, of course, more than I 
could say. 

Yet I felt sure that I could trust him in one point, since in that 
our interests jumped together, and that was in the disposition of 
the schooner. \\\ both desired to have her stranded safe enough, 
in a sheltered place, and so that, when the time came, she could 
be got off again with as little labour and danger as might be; and 
until that was done I considered that my life would certainly be 
spared. 

While I was thus turning the business over in my mind, I had 
not been idle with my body. I had stolen back to the cabin, slipped 
once more into my shoes, and laid my hand at random on a bottle 
of wine, and now, with this for an excuse, I made my reappearance 
on the deck. 

Hands lay as I had left him, all fallen together in a bundle, and 
with his eyelids lowered, as though he were too weak to bear the 
light. He looked up, however, at my coming, knocked the neck 
off the bottle, like a man who had done the same thing often, and 
took a good swig, with his favourite toast of “Here’s luck!” Then 
he lay quiet for a little, and then, pulling out a stick of tobacco, 
begged me to cut him a quid. 
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•'Cut me a junk o’ that,” says he, “for I haven’t no knife ant 

hardly strength enough, so be as I had. Ah. Jim, Jim, ret ™ 
missed stays! Cut me a quid, as'll likely be the last, lad; for 1 m fo. 

mv Ion" home, and no mistake. 

“Well,” said I, “I'll cut you some tobacco; but if I was you and 
thought myself so badly, I would go to my prayers, like a Christian 

man.” „ 

“Why?” said he. “Now, you tell me why. 

“Why?” I cried. “You were asking me just now about the dead. 
You’ve broken your trust; you’ve lived in sin and lies and blood; 
there’s a man you killed lying at your feet this moment; and you 

ask me why! For God’s mercy, Mr. Hands, that’s why. 

I spoke with a little heat, thinking of the bloody dirk he had 
hidden in his pocket, and designed, in his ill thoughts, to end me 
with. He, for his part, took a great draught of the wine, and spoke 

with the most unusual solemnity. 

“For thirty years,” he said, “I’ve sailed the seas, and seen good 

and bad, better and worse, fair weather and foul, provisions run¬ 
ning out, knives going, and what not. Well, now, I tell you, I never 
seen good come o’ goodness yet. Him as strikes first is my fancy; 
dead men don’t bite; them’s my views—amen, so be it. And now, 
you look here,” he added, suddenly changing his tone, “we ve had 
about enough of this foolery. The tide’s made good enough by 
now. You just take my orders, Cap’n Hawkins, and we 11 sail slnp 

in and be done with it.” 

All told, we had scarce two miles to run; but the navigation was 
delicate, the entrance to this northern anchorage was not only 
narrow and shoal, but lay east and west, so that the schooner must 
be nicely handled to be got in.-1 think I was a good, prompt 
subaltern, and I am very sure that Hands was an excellent pilot; 
for we went about and about, and dodged in, shaving the banks, 
with a certainty and a neatness that were a pleasure to behold. 

Scarcely had we passed the heads before the land closed around 
us. The shores of North Inlet were as thickly wooded as those of 
the southern anchorage; but the space was longer and narrower, 
and more like, what in truth it was, the estuary of a river. Right 
before us, at the southern end we saw the wreck of a ship in the 
last stages of dilapidation. It had been a great vessel of three 
masts, but had lain so long exposed to the injuries of the weather, 
that it was hung about with great webs of dripping seaweed, and 
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on the deck of it shore bushes had taken root, and now nourished 
th.ck with flowers. It was a sad sight, but it showed us that the 

"Now,” said Hands, "look there; there's a pet bit for to beach a 
ship m. l ine flat sand, never a catspaw, trees all around of it, and 
flow CIS a-bloonung like a garding on that old ship.” 

And once beached," I inquired, "how shall we get her off 


againr 


“Why, so,” he replied; “you take a line ashore there on the 
other side at low water: take a turn about one o’ them big pines; 
biing it back, take a turn around the capstan, and lie-to for the 
tide. Come high water, all hands take a pull upon the line, and 
off she comes as sweet as natur’. And now, boy, you stand by. Were 
near the bit now, and she’s too much way on her. Starboard a 

little—so—steady—starboard—larboard a little—steady—steady!” 

So he issued his commands, which I breathlessly obeyed; till, all 
of a sudden, he cried, "Now, my hearty, luff!” And I put the helm 
hard up, and the Hispaniola swung round rapidly, and ran stem 
on for the low wooded shore. 

^ he excitement of these last manoeuvres had somewhat inter¬ 
fered with the watch I had kept hitherto, sharply enough, upon 
the coxswain. Even then I was still so much interested, waiting for 
the ship to touch, that I had quite forgot the peril that hung over 
my head, and stood craning over the starboard bulwarks and 
watching the ripples spreading wide before the bows. I might have 
fallen without a struggle for my life, had not a sudden disquietude 
seized upon me, and made me turn my head. Perhaps I had heard 
a creak, or seen his shadow moving with the tail of my eye; 
perhaps it was an instinct like a cat’s; but, sure enough, when I 
looked round, there was Hands, already half-way towards me, with 
the dirk in his right hand. 

We must both have cried out aloud when our eyes met; but 
while mine was the shrill cry of terror, his was a roar of fury like 
a charging bull’s. At the same instant he threw himself forward, 
and I leapt sideways towards the bows. As I did so, I left hold of 
the tiller, which sprang sharp to leeward; and I think this saved 
my life, for it struck Hands across the chest, and stopped him, for 
the moment, dead. 

Before he could recover, I was safe out of the corner where he 
had me trapped, with all the deck to dodge about. Just forward of 
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the mainmast I stopped, drew a pistol from my pocket, took a coo 
aim, though he had already turned and was once more com g 
directly after me, and drew the trigger. The hammer fe , 
there followed neither flash nor sound; the priming was useless 
with sea water. I cursed myself for my neglect. Why had not 1, 
long before, reprimed and reloaded my only weapons? Then 
should not have been, as now, a mere fleeing sheep before t us 

butcher. , , , 

Wounded as he was, it was wonderful how fast he could m , 

his grizzled hair tumbling over his face, and his face itself as re 

as a red ensign with his haste and fury. I had no time to try my 

other pistol, nor, indeed, much inclination, for I was sure it wou 

be useless. One thing I saw plainly; I must not simply retreat e- 

fore him, or he would speedily hold me boxed into the bows, as a 

moment since he had so nearly boxed me in the stern. Once so 

caught, and nine or ten inches of the blood-stained dirk would 

be my last experience on this side of eternity. I placed my palms 

against the mainmast, which was of a goodish bigness, and waited, 

every nerve upon the stretch. 

Seeing that I meant to dodge, he also paused; and a moment or 
two passed in feints on his part, and corresponding movements 
upon mine. It was such a game as I had often played at home 
about the rocks of Black Hill Cove; but never before, you may be 
sure, with such a wildly beating heart as now. Still, as I say, it was 
a boy’s game, and I thought I could hold my own at it, against 
an elderly seaman with a wounded thigh. Indeed, my courage had 
begun to rise so high, that I allowed myself a few darting thoughts 
on what would be the end of the affair; and while I saw certainly 
that I could spin it out for long, I saw no hope of any ultimate 


escape. 

Well, while things stood thus, suddenly the Hispaniola struck, 
staggered, ground for an instant in the sand, and then, swift as a 
blow, canted over to the port side, till the deck stood at an angle 
of forty-five degrees, and about a puncheon of water splashed into 
the scupper holes, and lay, in a pool, between the deck and bul¬ 


wark. 

We were both of us capsized in a second, and both of us rolled, 
almost together, into the scuppers; the dead red-cap, with his arms 
still spread out, tumbling stiffly after us. So near were we, indeed, 
that my head came against the coxswain’s foot with a crack that 
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made my teeth rattle. Blow and all. I was the first afoot again; for 
Hands had got involved with the dead body. The sudden cantin- 
of the ship had made the deck no place for running on; I had to 
find some new way of escape, and that upon the instant, for my 
foe was almost touching me. Quick as thought I sprang into the 
nuzzen shrouds, rattled up hand over hand, and did not draw a 
bicath till I was seated on the cross-trees. 

I had been saved by being prompt; the dirk had struck not half 
a foot below me, as I pursued my upward (light; and there stood 
Israel Hands, with his mouth open and his face upturned to mine, 
a pei feet statue of surprise and disappointment. 

Now that I had a moment to myself, I lost no time in changing 
the priming of my pistol, and then, having one ready for service, 
and to make assurance doubly sure, I proceeded to draw the load 
of the other, and recharge it afresh from the beginning. 

My new employment struck Hands all of a heap; he began to 
sec the dice going against him; and after an obvious hesitation, he 
also hauled himself heavily into the shrouds, and, with the dirk 
in his teeth, began slowly and painfully to mount. It cost him no 
end of time and groans to haul his wounded leg behind him; and 
I had quietly finished my arrangements before he was much more 
than a third of the way up. Then, with a pistol in either hand, I 


addressed him. 

“One more step, Mr. Hands,” said I, “and I’ll blow your brains 
out! Dead men don’t bite, you know,” I added, with a chuckle. 

He stopped instantly. I could sec by the working of his face that 
he was trying to think, and the process was so slow and laborious 
that, in my new-found security, I laughed aloud. At last, with a 
swallow or two, he spoke, his face still wearing the same expression 
of extreme perplexity. In order to speak he had to take the dagger 
from his mouth, but, in all else, he remained unmoved. 

“Jim,” says he, “I reckon we’re fouled, you and me, and we ll 
have to sign articles. I’d have had you but for that there lurch; but 
I don’t have no luck, not I; and I reckon I’ll have to strike, which 
comes hard, you see, for a master mariner to a ship’s younker like 
you, Jim.” 

I was drinking in his words and smiling away, as conceited as a 
cock upon a wall, when, all in a breath, back went his right hand, 
over his shoulder. Something sang like an arrow through the air: 
I felt a blow and then a sharp pang, and there I was pinned by the 
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shoulder to the mast. In the horrid pain and surprise of the mo- 
ment _I scarce can say it was by my own volition, and I am sure 
it was without a conscious aim—both my pistols went off, and both 
escaped out of my hands. They did not fall alone; with a choked 
cry, the coxswain loosed his grasp upon the shrouds, and plunged 
head first into the water. 


27 . “Pieces of Eight ” 


O WING TO THE CANT OF THE VESSEL, THE MASTS HUNG FAR OUT 

over the water, and from my perch on the cross-trees I had 
nothing below me but the surface of the bay. Hands, who was 
not so far up, was, in consequence, nearer to the ship, and fell 
between me and the bulwarks. He rose once to the surface in a 
lather of foam and blood, and then sank again for good. As the 
water settled I could see him lying huddled together on the clean, 
bright sand in the shadow of the vessel’s sides. A fish or two 
whipped past his body. Sometimes, by the quivering of the water, 
he appeared to move a little, as if he were trying to rise. But he 
was dead enough, for all that, being both shot and drowned, and 
was food for fish in the very place where he had designed my 
slaughter. 

I was no sooner certain of this than I began to feel sick, faint, 
and terrified. The hot blood was running over my back and chest. 
The dirk, where it had pinned my shoulder to the mast, seemed to 
burn like a hot iron; yet it was not so much these real sufferings 
that distressed me, for these, it seemed to me, I could bear without 
a murmur; it was the horror I had upon my mind of falling from 
the cross-trees into that still green water, beside the body of the 
coxswain. 

I clung with both hands till my nails ached, and I shut my eyes 
as if to cover up the peril. Gradually my mind came back again, 
my pulses quieted down to a more natural time, and I was once 
more in possession of myself. 

It was my first thought to pluck forth the dirk; but either it 
stuck too hard or my nerve failed me; and I desisted with a violent 
shudder. Oddly enough, that very shudder did the business. The 
knife, in fact, had come the nearest in the world to missing me 
altogether; it held me by a mere pinch of skin, and this the 
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shudder tore away. The blood ran down the faster to be 
iny coat 3 a itci's hiru ***"' — -he tnastby 

gained the deck 'by',he™7rLard\Lo^ £ 

world would 1 have again ventured, shaken as I was upon ,h 
overhanging port shrouds, from which Israel had so latch fallen 
I went be ow. and did what I could for my wound; it pled me 
a good deal, and still bled freely; but it was neither'deep nor 
angeious. nor did it greatly gall me when I used my arm. Then I 
ooked around me, and as the ship was note, in a sense, my own 
begatwo think of clearing it from its last passenger-, he del man 


He had pitched, as I have said, against the bulwarks, where he 
ay like some horrible, ungainly sort of puppet; life-sized, indeed, 
but how different from life’s colour or life’s comeliness! In that 
position, I could easily have my way with him; and as the habit 
of tragical adventures had worn off almost all my terror for the 
dead, I took him by the waist as if he had been a sack of bran, 
and, with one good heave, tumbled him overboard. He went in 
with a sounding plunge; the red cap came off, and remained 
floating on the surface; and as soon as the splash subsided, I could 
sec him and Israel lying side by side, both wavering with the 
tremulous movement of the water. O’Brien, though still quite a 
young man, was very bald. There he lay, with that bald head 
across the knees of the man who had killed him, and the quick 
fishes steering to and fro over both. 

I was now alone upon the ship; the tide had just turned. The 
sun was within so few degrees of setting that already the shadow 
of the pines upon the western shore began to reach right across 
the anchorage, and fall in patterns on the deck. The evening 
breeze had sprung up, and though it was well warded off by the 
hill with the two peaks upon the east, the cordage had begun to 
sing a little softly to itself and the idle sails to rattle to and fro. 

I began to see a danger to the ship. The jibs I speedily doused 
and brought tumbling to the deck; but the mainsail was a harder 
matter. Of course, when the schooner canted over, the boom had 
swung out-board, and the cap of it and a foot or two of sail hung 
even under water. I thought this made it still more dangerous; 
yet the strain was so heavy that I half feared to meddle. At last. 
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I got my knife and cut the halyards. The peak dropped instantly, 
a great belly of loose canvas floated broad upon the water; and 
since pull as I liked, I could not budge the downhaul, that was 
the extent of what I could accomplish. For the rest, the Hispaniola 

must trust to luck, like myself. 

By this time the whole anchorage had fallen into shadow the 
last rays, I remember, falling through a glade of the wood, and 
shining bright as jewels, on the flowery mantle of the wreck. It 
began to be chill; the tide was rapidly fleeting seaward, the 
schooner settling more and more on her beam-ends. 

I scrambled forward and looked over. It seemed shallow enough, 
and holding the cut hawser in both hands for a last secuiity, I let 
myself drop softly overboard. The water scarcely reached my waist; 
the sand was firm and covered with ripple marks, and I waded 
ashore in great spirits, leaving the Hispaniola on her side, with her 
mainsail trailing wide upon the surface of the bay. About the same 
time the sun went fairly down, and the breeze whistled low in the 
dusk among the tossing pines. 

At least, and at last, I was off the sea, nor had l returned thence 
empty-handed. There lay the schooner, clear at last from bucca¬ 
neers and ready for our own men to board and get to sea again. 
I had nothing nearer my fancy than to get home to the stockade 
and boast of my achievements. Possibly I might be blamed a bit 
for my truantry, but the recapture of the Hispaniola was a clench¬ 
ing answer, and I hoped that even Captain Smollett would confess 
I had not lost my time.* 

So thinking, and in famous spirits, I began to set my face home¬ 
ward for the blockhouse and my companions. I remembered that 
the most easterly of the rivers which drain into Captain Kidd's 
anchorage ran from the two-peaked hill upon my left; and I bent 
my course in that direction that I might pass the stream while it 
was small. The wood was pretty open, and keeping along the lower 
spurs, I had soon turned the corner of that hill, and not long after 
waded to the mid-calf across the water-course. 

This brought me near to where I had encountered Ben Gunn, 
the maroon; and I walked more circumspectly, keeping an eye on 
every side. The dusk had come nigh hand completely, and, as I 
opened out the cleft between the two peaks, I became aware of a 
wavering glow against the sky, where, as I judged, the man of the 
island was cooking his supper before a roaring fire. And yet I 
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FoT’tm'l r h T n - that hC ShOUld Sh °"’ '—If so careless. 


Gradually the night fell blacker; it was all I could do to guide 

S „r^dThfs y t0 r rdS my destinati0 "- douJe hitl be- 

faintcr the « ”'? °" right hand loomcd fa ">' and 

fa.mei the stars were few and pale; and in the low ground where 

pits P ‘ tr ‘ Pping am ° ng buSllCS and rolli "S into sandy 


Suddenly a kind of brightness fell about me. I looked up- a pale 
g "inner of moonbeams had alighted on the summit of the Spy¬ 
glass and soon after I saw something broad and silvery moving 
low down behind the trees, and knew the moon had risen. 

W 1 th this to help me, I passed rapidly over what remained to 

me of my journey; and, sometimes walking, sometimes running 

impatiently drew near to the stockade. Vet. as I began to thread 

the grove that lies before it, I was not so thoughtless but that I 

slacked my pace and went a trifle warily. It would have been a 

poor end of my adventures to get shot down by my own party in 
mistake. 

The moon was climbing higher and higher; its light began to 
fall here and there in masses through the more open districts of 
the wood; and right in front of me a glow of a different colour 
appeared among the trees. It was red and hot, and now and again 
it was a little darkened—as if were the embers of a bonfire 
smouldering. 

For the life of me, I could not think what it might be. 

At last I came right down upon the borders of the clearing. 
The western end was already steeped in moonshine; the rest, and 
the block-house itself, still lay in a black shadow, chequered with 
long, silvery streaks of light. On the other side of the house an 
immense fire had burned itself into clear embers and shed a 
steady, red reverberation, contrasted strongly with the mellow 
paleness of the moon. There was not a soul stirring, nor a sound 
besides the noises of the breeze. 

I stopped, with much wonder in my heart, and perhaps a little 
terror also. It had not been our way to build great fires; we were, 
indeed, by the captain’s orders, somewhat niggardly of firewood; 
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and I began to fear that something had gone wrong while I was 

"ole round by the eastern end. keeping close in shadow, and 
at a convenient place, where the darkness was thickest, crossed 

‘' d o' 'make assurance surer, I got upon my hands and knees, and 
crawled, without a sound, towards the corner of the house. As I 
drew nearer, my heart was suddenly and greatly lightened It 
not a pleasant noise in itself, and I have often complained of tt 
at other times; but just then it was like music to hear my friends 
snoring together so loud and peaceful in their sleep. The sea ci y 
of the watch, that beautiful “Airs well,” never fell more reassur- 


ingly on my ear. 

In die meantime, there was no doubt of one thing; they ep 
an infamous bad watch. If it had been Silver and his lads that 
were now creeping in on them, not a soul would have seen day¬ 
break. That was what it was, thought I, to have the captain 
wounded; and again I blamed myself sharply for leaving them in 

that danger with so few to mount guard. 

By this time I had got to the door and stood up. All was dark 

within, so that I could distinguish nothing by the eye. As for 
sounds, there was the steady drone of the snorers, and a small 
occasional noise, a flickering or pecking that I could in no way 

account for. 

With my arms before me I walked steadily in. I should lie down 
in my own place (I thought, with a silent chuckle) and enjoy their 

faces when they found me in the morning. 

My foot struck something yielding—it was a sleeper s leg, and 
he turned and groaned, but without awaking. 

And then, all of a sudden, a shrill voice broke forth out of the 


darkness:— 

“Pieces of eightl pieces of eight! pieces of eight! pieces of eight! 
pieces of eight!” and so forth, without pause or change, like the 
clacking of a tiny mill. 

Silver’s green parrot, Captain Flint! It was she whom I had 
heard pecking at a piece of bark; it was she, keeping better watch 
than any human being, who thus announced my arrival with her 
wearisome refrain. 

I had no time left me to recover. At the sharp, clipping tone of 
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ouh^Ti™*’ the S, :?r aWOkC and Sprang U P: and with a mighty 
o.uh, the \oice of Silver cried:_ ° ^ 

"Who goes?" 

I turned to run, struck violently against one person, recoiled 

" ,al ' l ' 11 ' mo ,he arms ° f a second, who, for his part, closed 
upon and held me tight. * 

assured S * l ° rCh ' DiCk '" Said Si ‘ Ver ’ when m >’ «Pture was thus 

And one of the men left the log-house and presently returned 
with a lighted brand. 
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CAPTAIN SILVER 
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28 . /« the Enemy's Camp 

T he red glare of the torch, lighting up the interior of the 
blockhouse, showed me the worst of my apprehensions real¬ 
ised. The pirates were in possession of the house and stores; there 
was the cask of cognac, there were the pork and bread, as before; 
and, what tenfold increased my horror, not a sign of any prisonei. 
I could only judge that all had perished, and my heart smote me 
sorely that I had not been there to perish with them. 

There were six of the buccaneers, all told; not another man was 
left alive. Five of them were on their feet, flushed and swollen, 
suddenly called out of the first sleep of drunkenness. The sixth 
had only risen upon his elbow: he was deadly pale, and the blood¬ 
stained bandage round his head told that he had recently been 
wounded, and still more recently dressed. I remembered the man 
who had been shot and had run back among the woods in the 
great attack, and doubted not that this was he. 

The parrot sat, preening her plumage, on Long John’s shoulder. 
He himself, I thought, looked somewhat paler and more stern than 
I was used to. He still wore the fine broadcloth suit in which he 
had fulfilled his mission, but it was bitterly the worse for wear, 
daubed with clay and torn with the sharp briers of the wood. 

“So,” said he, “here’s Jim Hawkins, shiver my timbers! dropped 
in, like, eh? Well, come, I take that friendly.” 

And thereupon he sat down across the brandy cask, and began 
to fill a pipe. 

“Give me a loan of the link, Dick,” said he; and then, when he 
had a good light, “that’ll do, lad,” he added; “stick the glim in the 
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avoocI heap; and you. gentlemen, bring yourselves to!— vol , needn’t 

stand up for Mr. Hawkins; he’ll excuse you. you may lay to that. 

And so. Jim”—stopping the tobacco—"here you were, and quite 

.1 pleasant surprise lor poor old John. I see you were smart when 

Inst I set my eyes on you; but this here gets away from me clean, 
it do.” 


Io all this, as may be well supposed, I made no answer. They 
had set me with my back against the wall; and I stood there, look¬ 
ing Silver in the face, pluckily enough. I hope, to all outward 
appearance, but with black despair in my heart. 

Silver took a whiff or two of his pipe with great composure, and 
then ran on again. 

“Now, you see, Jim. so be as you arc here,” says he, “I’ll give 
you a piece of my mind. I've always liked you, I have, for a lad 
of spirit, and the picter of my own self when I was young and 
handsome. I always wanted you to jine and take your share, and 
die a gentleman, and now, my cock, you’ve got to. Cap’n Smollett’s 
a fine seaman, as I'll own up to any day, but stiff on discipline. 
‘Dooty is dooty,’ says he, and right he is. Just you keep clear of 
the cap’n. The doctor himself is gone dead again you—‘ungrateful 
scamp’ was what he said; and the short and the long of the whole 
story is about here: you can’t go back to your own lot, for they 
won’t have you; and, without you start a third ship’s company all 
by yourself, which might be lonely, you’ll have to jine with Cap¬ 
tain Silver.” 

So far so good. My friends, then, were still alive, and though 
I partly believed the truth of Silver’s statement, that the cabin 
party were incensed at me for my desertion, I was more relieved 
than distressed by what I heard. 

“I don’t say nothing as to your being in our hands,” continued 
Silver, “though there you are, and you may lay to it. I’m all for 
argyment; I never seen good come out o’ threatening. If you like 
the service, well, you’ll jine; and if you don’t, Jim, why, you’re 
free to answer no—free and welcome, shipmate; and if fairer can 
be said by mortal seaman, shiver my sides!” 

“Am I to answer, then?” I asked, with a very tremulous voice. 
Through all this sneering talk, I was made to feel the threat of 
death that overhung me, and my cheeks burned and my heart 
beat painfully in my breast. 

“Lad,” said Silver, “no one’s a-pressing of you. Take your bear- 
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ings. None of us won't hurry you, mate; time goes so pleasant in 
your company, you see.” 

“Well,” says I, growing a bit bolder, ‘‘if I m to choose, I ec aie 
I have a right to know what’s what, and why you’re here, anc 

where my friends are.” 

“Wot’s wot?” repeated one of the buccaneers, in a deep growl. 

“Ah, he’d be a lucky one as knowed that!” 

“You’ll, perhaps, batten down your hatches till you re spoke, my 
friend,” cried Silver truculently to this speaker. And then, in his 
first gracious tones, he replied to me: “Yesterday morning, Mr. 
Hawkins,” said he, “in the dogwatch, down came Doctor Livcscy 
with a flag of truce. Says he, ‘Cap’n Silver, you’re sold out. Ship s 
gone.’ Well, maybe we’d been taking a glass, and a song to help it 
round. I won’t say no. Leastways none of us had looked out. We 
looked out, and, by thunder! the old ship was gone. I never seen 
a pack o’ fools look fishier; and you may lay to that, if I tells you 
that looked the fishiest. ‘Well,’ says the doctor, ‘let’s bargain.’ We 
bargained, him and I, and here we are: stores, brandy, blockhouse, 
the firewood you was thoughtful enough to cut, and, in a mannei 
of speaking, the whole blessed boat, from cross-trees to keelson. 
As for them, they’ve tramped; I don’t know where’s they are.” 

He again drew quietly at his pipe. 

“And lest you should take it into that head of yours,” he went 
on, “that you was included in the treaty, here’s the last word that 
was said: ‘How many are you,’ says I, ‘to leave?’ ‘Four,’ says he— 
‘four, and one of us wounded. As for that boy, I don’t know where 
he is, confound him,’ says he, ‘nor I don’t much care. We’re about 
sick of him.’ These was his words.” 

“Is that all?” I asked. 

“Well, it’s all that you’re to hear, my son,” returned Silver. 

“And now I am to choose?” 

“And now you are to choose, and you may lay to that,” said 
Silver. 

“Well,” said I, “I am not such a fool but I know pretty well 
what I have to look for. Let the worst come to the worst, it’s little 
I care. I’ve seen too many die since I fell in with you. But there’s 
a thing or two I have to tell you,” I said, and by this time I was 
quite excited; “and the first is this: here you are, in a bad way: 
ship lost, treasure lost, men lost; your whole business gone to 
wreck; and if you want to know who did it—it was I! I was in the 
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apple hand ,he nigh, «e sighted land, and I heard you. John, and 
on, D. k Johnson, and Hands, who is now at the bottom of the 

; a,U ' 0l< CVtrv " or(l >'«>•* *aid before the hour was out. And 
as for the schooner, i, was I who cm her cable, and it was I that 

killed the men you had aboard of her. and i, was I who brought 
ber where you II never see her more, no, one of you. The laugh’s 
on my side; I’ve had the top of this business from the first- I no 
more fear you than I fear a fly. Kill me. if you please, or spare me. 
But one thing I 11 say, and no more: if you spare me, bygones are 
bygones, and when you fellows arc in court for piracy. I ll save 
vou all I can. It is for you to choose. Rill another and do your¬ 
selves no good, or spare me and keep a witness to save you from 
the gallows.” 

I stopped, for. I tell you, I was out of breath, and, to my wonder, 
not a man of them moved, but all sat staring at me like as many 

sheep. And while they were still staring, I broke out again:_ 

And now, Mr. Silver, I said, “I believe you’re the best man 
here, and if things go the worst, I’ll take it kind of you to let the 
doctor know the way I took it.” 

'Til bear it in mind,” said Silver, with an accent so curious that 
I could not, for the life of me, decide whether he were laughing at 
my request, or had been favourably affected by my couarge. 

“I’ll P ut °ne to that,” cried the old mahogany-faced seaman— 
Morgan by name—whom I had seen in Long John’s public-house 
upon the quays of Bristol. ‘‘It was him that knowed Black Dog.” 

‘‘Well, and see here,” added the sea-cook, ‘‘I’ll put another again 
to that, by thunderl for it was this same boy that faked the chart 
from Billy Bones. First and last, we’ve split upon Jim Hawkins!” 

‘‘Then here goes!” said Morgan, with an oath. And he sprang 
up, drawing his knife as if he had been twenty. 

‘‘Avast there!” cried Silver. ‘‘Who are you, Tom Morgan? Maybe 
you thought you was cap’n here, perhaps. By the powers, but I’ll 
teach you better 1 Cross me, and you’ll go where many a good man’s 
gone before you, first and last, these thirty year back—some to the 
yardarm, shiver my sidesl and some by the board, and all to feed 
the fishes. There’s never a man looked me between the eyes and 
seen a good day a’terwards. Tom Morgan, you may lay to that.” 
Morgan paused; but a hoarse murmur rose from the others. 
"Tom’s right,” said one. 
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“I stood hazing long enough from one,” added another. “I'll be 

hanged if I’ll be hazed by you, John Silver.” 

“Did any of you gentlemen want to have it out with me. roared 

Silver, bending far forward from his position on the keg, with his 
pipe still glowing in his right hand. “Put a name on what you’re 
at; you ain’t dumb, I reckon. Him that wants shall get it. Have 
I lived this many years, and a son of a rum puncheon cock his hat 
athwart my hawse at the latter end of it? You know the way; you re 
all gentlemen o’ fortune, by your account. Well, I’m ready. Take 
a cutlass, him that dares, and I’ll see the colour of his inside, 

crutch and all, before that pipe’s empty.” 

Not a man stirred; not a man answered. 

“That’s your sort, is it?” he added, returning his pipe to his 
mouth. “Well, you’re a gay lot to look at, anyway. Not much 
worth to fight, you ain’t. P’raps you can understand King George’s 
English. I’m cap’n here by ’lection. I’m cap’n here because I’m 
the best man by a long sea-mile. You won’t fight as gentlemen o 
fortune should; then, by thunder, you’ll obey, and you may lay 
to it! I like that boy, now; I never seen a better boy than that. 
He’s more a man than any pair of rats of you in this here house, 
and what I say is this: let me see him that’ll lay a hand on him 
that’s what I say, and you may lay to it.” 

There was a long pause after this. I stood straight up against 
the wall, my heai t still going like a sledge-hammer, but with a 
ray of hope now shining in my bosom. Silver leant back against 
the wall, his arms crossed, his pipe in the corner of his mouth, as 
calm as though he had Seen in church; yet his eye kept wandering 
furtively, and he kept the tail of it on his unruly followers. They, 
on their part, drew gradually together towards the far end of the 
blockhouse, and the low hiss of their whispering sounded in my 
ear continuously like a stream. One after another they would look 
up, and the red light of the torch would fall for a second on their 
nervous faces; but it was not towards me, it was towards Silver 
that they turned their eyes. 

“You seem to have a lot to say,” remarked Silver, spitting far 
into the air. “Pipe up and let me hear it, or lay to.” 

“Ax your pardon, sir,” returned one of the men, “you’re pretty 
free with some of the rules; maybe you’ll kindly keep an eye upon 
the rest. This crew's dissatisfied; this crew don’t vally bullying a 
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frec'as thal^'amH '’ aS “* rig ' US likc ° thcr HI make so 

cc that, and by your own rules. I take it we can talk together 

I ax your pardon, sn. acknowledging you to be capting I, Z's 

p esent. but I claim my right, and steps outside for a council.” 

And with an elaborate sea-salute, this fellow, a long, ill-looking 

yellow-eyed man of f.ve-and-th.rty, stepped coolly towards the door 

and disappeared out of the house. One after another, the rest 

followed his example; each making a salute as he passed; each 

adding some apology. "According to rules.” said one. "FoVsle 

council, said Morgan. And so with one remark or another, all 

marched out. and left Silver and me alone with the torch. 

The sea-cook instantly removed his pipe. 

“Now, look you here. Jim Hawkins," he said, in a steady whis¬ 
per, that was no more than audible, “you're within half a plank 
of death, and, what’s a long sight worse, of torture. They’re going 
to throw me off. But, you mark, I stand by you through thick and 
thin. I didn’t mean to; no, not till you spoke up. I was about 
desperate to lose that much blunt, and be hanged into the bargain. 
But I see you was the right sort. I says to myself: “You stand by 
Hawkins, John, and Hawkins 11 stand by you. You’re his last card, 
and, by the living thunder, John, he’s yours! Back to back, says I. 
You save your witness, and he’ll save your neck!” 

I began dimly to understand. 

“You mean all’s lost?’’ I asked. 


“Ay, by gum, I do!’’ he answered. “Ship gone, neck gone—that’s 
the size of it. Once I looked into that bay, Jim Hawkins, and seen 
no schooner—well, I’m tough, but I gave out. As for that lot and 
their council, mark me, they’re outright fools and cowards. I’ll 
save your life—if so be as I can—from them. But, see here, Jim— 
tit for tat—you save Long John from swinging.’’ 

I was bewildered; it seemed a thing so hopeless he was asking— 
he, the old buccaneer, the ringleader throughout. 

“What I can do, that I’ll do,’’ I said. 

“It’s a bargain!’’ cried Long John. “You speak up plucky, and, 
by thunder! I've a chance.’’ 

He hobbled to the torch, where it stood propped among the 
firewood, and took a fresh light to his pipe. 

“Understand me, Jim,” he said, returning. “I’ve a head on my 
shoulders, I have. I’m on squire’s side now. I know you’ve got that 
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Ship safe somewhere*. How you done it. I don't know but safe it is. 
I guess Hands and O'Brien turned soft. I never much belie 
neither of them. Now. you mark me. I ask no questions, 
won’t let others. I know when a game's up. I do; and I know a lad 
that's staunch. Ah. you that's young—you and me might have done 


a power o£ good together!” 

He drew some cognac from the cask into a tin cannikin. 

“Will you taste, messmate?” he asked; and when I ha le use 
“Well I’ll take a drain myself, Jim,” said he. “I need a caulker, for 
there’s trouble on hand. And, talking o’ trouble, why did that 

doctor give me the chart, Jim? 

My face expressed a wonder so unaffected that he saw the nee 
lessness of further questions. 

“Ah, well, he did, though,” said he. “And there s something 
under that, no doubt—something surely, under that, Jim—bad or 
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And he took another swallow of the brandy, shaking his great 
fair head like a man who looks forward to the worst. 


29 . The Black Spot Again 

T he council of the buccaneers had lasted some time when 
one of them re-entered the house, and with a repetition of the 
same salute, which had in my eyes an ironical air, begged for a 
moment’s loan of the torch. Silver briefly agreed; and this emissary 
retired again, leaving us together in the dark. 

“There’s a breeze coming, Jim,” said Silver, who had, by this 
time, adopted quite a friendly and familiar tone. 

I turned to the loophole nearest me and looked out. The embers 
of the great fire had so far burned themselves out, and now glowed 
so low and duskily, that I understood why these conspirators 
desired a torch. About half-way down the slope to the stockade, 
they were collected in a group; one held the light; another was on 
his knees in their midst, and I saw the blade of an open knife 
shine in his hand with varying colours, in the moon and torch¬ 
light. The rest were all somewhat stooping, as though watching the 
manoeuvres of this last. I could just make out that he had a book 
as well as a knife in his hand; and was still wondering how any- 
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began to move together towards the house P y 

-Here they come," said I; and I returned to my former position 
l° n l ‘a^r benCath n ‘ y dl S n,t >' that ‘hey should find me watch-’ 


•Well let em come, lad-let 'em come," said Silver cheerily 

I \ c still a shot in my locker.” 

The door opened, and the five men, standing huddled together 

lust ms.de, pushed one of their number forward. In any other 

c.tcumstances it would have been comical to see his slow advance 

hesitating as he set down each foot, but holding his closed right 
hand in front of him. h 

Step up, lad,” cried Silver. "I won’t eat you. Hand it over 
lubber. I know the rules, I do; I won’t hurt a depytation.” 

Thus encouraged, the buccaneer stepped forth more briskly, and 
having passed something to Silver, from hand to hand, slipped vet 
m° r e smartly back again to his companions. 

The sca-cook looked at what had been given him. 

“The black spot! I thought so,” he observed. “Where might you 
have got the paper? Why, hillo! look here now: this ain’t luckyl 
You’ve gone and cut this out of a Bible. What fool’s cut a Bible?” 

“Ah, there!” said Morgan—“there! Wot did I say? No good’ll 
come o’ that, I said.” 

“Well, you’ve about fixed it now, among you,” continued Silver. 
“You’ll all swing now, I reckon. What soft-headed lubber had a 
Bible?” 


“It was Dick,” said one. 

“Dick, was it? Then Dick can get to prayers,” said Silver. “He’s 
seen his slice of luck, has Dick, an£ you may lay to that.” 

But here the long man with tfle yellow eyes struck in. 

Belay that talk, John Silver,” he said. “This crew has tipped 
you the black spot in full council, as in dooty bound; just you turn 
it over, as in dooty bound, and see what’s wrote there. Then you 
can talk.” 


“Thanky, George,” replied the sea-cook. “You always was brisk 
for business, and has the rules by heart, George, as I’m pleased to 
see. Well, what is it, anyway? Ah! ‘Deposed’—that’s it, is it? Very 
pretty wrote to be sure; like print, I swear. Your hand o’ write, 
George? Why, you was gettin’ quite a leadin’ man in this here 
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crew. You’ll be cap’n next, I shouldn’t wonder. Just oblige me 

with that torch again, will you? this pipe don t draw. 

“Come, now,” said George, “you don’t fool this crew no moie. 
You’re a funny man, by your account; but you’re over now, and 

vou’ll maybe step down off that barrel, and help vote. 

“I thought you said you knowed the rules,” returned Silver 
contemptuously. “Leastways, if you don’t, I do; and I wait here— 
and I’m still your cap’n, mind—till you outs with your grievances, 
and I reply; in the meantime, your black spot ain’t worth a biscuit. 

After that, we’ll see.” 

“Oh,” replied George, “you don’t be under no kind of appre¬ 
hension; we're all square, we are. First, you’ve made a hash of this 
cruise—you’ll be a bold man to say no to that. Second, you let the 
enemy out o’ this here trap for nothing. Why did they want out? 
I dunno; but it’s pretty plain they wanted it. Third, you wouldn t 
let us go at them upon the march. Oh, we see through you, John 
Silver; you want to play booty, that’s what’s wrong with you. And 
then, fourth, there’s this here boy.” 

“Is that all?” asked Silver quietly. 

“Enough, too,” retorted George. “We’ll all swing and sun dry 
for your bungling.” 

“Well, now, look here, I’ll answer these four p’ints, one after 
another I'll answer ’em. I made a hash o’ this cruise, did I? Well, 
now, you all know what I wanted: and you all know, if that had 
been done, that we’d ’a’ been aboard the Hispaniola this night 


ever was, every man of us alive, and fit, and full of good plum-duff, 
and the treasure in the hold of her, by thunder 1 Well, who crossed 
me? Who forced my hand, as was the lawful cap’n? Who tipped me 
the black spot the day we landed, and began this dance? Ah, it’s 
a fine dance—I’m with you there—and looks mightly like a horn¬ 
pipe in a rope’s end at Execution Dock by London town, it does. 
But who done it? Why, it was Anderson, and Hands, and you, 
George Merryl And you’re the last above board of that same 
meddling crew; and you have the Davy Jones’s insolence to up and 
stand for cap’n over me—you, that sank the lot of us! By the 
Powers! but this tops the stiffest yarn to nothing.” 

Silver paused, and I could see by the faces of George and his 
late comrades that these words had not been said in vain. 

“That’s for number one,” cried the accused, wiping the sweat 
from his brow, for he had been talking with a vehemence that 
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Ah, the others! returned John. "Theyre a nice lot ain’t they? 

stand hot'-T ‘I'"- 0 r bU 1 ,18 1 led - Ah! b >' 8“”*. > f you could under- 
-land ho* bad us bungled, you would sec! Were that near the 

gibbet that my neck’s still with thinking on it. You’ve seen ’em 
ma> be. hanged in chains, birds about ’em. seamen pointing ’em out 
as they go down w.tli the tide. ‘Who’s that?’ says one. ‘That! Why 
that s Jolm Silver. I knowed him well.’ says another. And you can 
cat the chains a-janglc as you go about and reach for the other 
moy Now that’s about where we are, every mother’s son of us, 
thanks to him. and Hands, and Anderson, and other ruination 
fools of you. And if you want to know about number four, and 
that boy, why, shiver my timbers! isn’t he a hostage? Are we 
a-go mg to waste a hostage? No. not us; he might be our last chance, 
and I sliouldn t wonder. Kill that boy? not me, mates! And num¬ 
ber three? Ah, well, there’s a deal to say to number three. Maybe 
you don’t count it nothing to have a real college doctor come to 
see you every day—you, John, with your head broke—or you, 
Geoige Merry, that had the ague shakes upon you not six hours 
agone, and has your eyes the colour of lemon peel to this same 
moment on the clock? And maybe, perhaps, you didn’t know there 


was a consort coming, either? But there is; and not so long till 
then; and we 11 see who 11 be glad to have a hostage when it comes 
to that. And as for number two, and why I made a bargain—well, 
\oo came crawling on your knees to me to make it—on your knees 
you came, you was that downhearted—and you’d have starved, 
too, if I hadn’t—but that’s a trifle! you look there—that’s why!” 

And he cast down upon the floor a paper that I instantly recog¬ 
nised—none other than the chart on yellow paper, with the three 
red crosses, that I had found in the oilcloth at the bottom of the 


captain’s chest. Why the doctor had given it to him was more than 
I could fancy. 

But if it were inexplicable to me, the appearance of the chart 
was incredible to the surviving mutineers. They leaped upon it 
like cats upon a mouse. It went from hand to hand, one tearing 
it from another; and by the oaths and the cries and the childish 
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laughter with which they accompanied their examination, you 
would have thought, not only they were fingering the very gold. 

but were at sea with it, besides, in safety. 

■•Yes,” said one, "that's Flint sure enough. J. F., and a scoic 

below, with a clove hitch to it; so he done ever." 

-Mighty pretty,” said George. "But how are we to get away with 

it, and us no ship?” . 

Silver suddenly sprang up, and supporting himself with a hand 

against the wall; "Now I give you warning, George, he u icc 

-One more word of your sauce, and I'll call you down and fight 

you. How? Why, how do I know? You had ought to tell me that 

you and the rest, that lost me my schooner, with your interference, 

burn you! But not you, you can’t; you hain’t got the invention o 

a cockroach. But civil you can speak, and shall, George Merry, you 


may lay to that.” 

“That’s fair enow,” said the old man Morgan. 

“Fair! I reckon so,” said the sea-cook. “You lost the ship; I found 
the treasure. Who’s the better man at that? And now I resign, 
by thunder! Elect whom you please to be your cap’n now; I’m 

done with it.” , 

“Silver!” they cried. “Barbecue for ever! Barbecue for cap n. 

“So that’s the toon, is it?” cried the cook. “George, I reckon 
you’ll have to wait another turn, friend; and lucky for you as I m 
not a revengeful man. But that was never my way. And now, ship¬ 
mates, this black spot? ’Tain’t much good now, is it? Dick’s crossed 
his luck and spoiled his Bible, and that s about all. 

“It’ll do to kiss the book on still, won’t it?” growled Dick, who 
was evidently uneasy at the curse he had brought upon himself. 

“A Bible with a bit cut out!” returned Silver derisively. “Not 
it. It don’t bind no more’n a ballad-book.” 

“Don’t it, though?” cried Dick, with a sort of joy. “Well, 1 

reckon that’s worth having, too.” 

“Here, Jim—here’s a cur’osity for you,” said Silver; and he 
tossed me the paper. 

It was a round about the size of a crown piece. One side was 
blank, for it had been the last leaf; the other contained a verse or 
two of Revelation—these words among the rest, which struck 
sharply home upon my mind: “Without are dogs and murderers.” 
The printed side had been blackened with wood ash, which al¬ 
ready began to come off and soil my fingers; on the blank side had 
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uigcancc was to put George Merry up for sentinel, and threaten 
11,11 Wlt * 1 death if he should prove unfaithful. 

It was long ere I could close an eye, and Heaven knows I had 
matter enough for thought in the man whom I had slain that 
afternoon in my own most perilous position, and, above all, in the 
remarkable game that I saw Silver now engaged upon—keeping 
the mutineers together with one hand, and grasping, with ,hi 
othci, after every means, possible and impossible, to make his 
peace and save his miserable life. He himself slept peacefully 
and snored aloud; yet my heart was sore for him, wicked as he was, 

to think on the dark perils that environed, and the shameful gib¬ 
bet that awaited him. & 


30 . On Parole 

I WAS WAKENED-INDEED, WE WERE ALL WAKENED, FOR I COULD 

see even the sentinel shake himself together from where he 
had fallen against the door-post—by a clear, hearty voice hailing 
us from the margin of the wood:— 

“Blockhouse, ahoy!” it cried. “Here’s the doctor.” 

And the doctor it was. Although I was glad to hear the sound, 
yet my gladness was not without admixture. I remembered with 
confusion my insubordinate and stealthy conduct; and when I saw 
where it had brought me—among what companions and sur¬ 
rounded by what dangers—I felt ashamed to look him in the face. 

He must have risen in the dark, for the day had hardly come; 
and when I ran to a loophole and looked out, I saw him standing, 
like Silver once before, up to the mid-leg in creeping vapour. 

“You, doctor! Top o’ the morning to you, sir!” cried Silver, 
broad awake and beaming with good-nature in a moment. “Bright 
and early, to be sure; and it’s the early bird, as the saying goes, that 
gets the rations. George, shake up your timbers, son, and help Dr. 
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Livesey over the ship’s side. All a-doin’ well, your patients was-all 

W sl) hc d p«^Id on, standing on the hill-top, withhiscrutdiunder 

his elbow, and one hand upon the side of the log-house-^uite 

the old John in voice, manner, and expression. „ w , 

“We’ve quite a surprise for you, too, sir, he continue . 

a little stranger here-he! he! A noo boarder and lodger “ r *“"‘J 
looking fit and taut as a fiddle; slep' like a supercargo, he d.d, right 

alongside of John—stem to stem we was, all night. 

Dr. Livesey was by this time across the stockade and pretty 
near the cook; and I could hear the alteration in his voice as he 

said,— 


“Not Jim?” 

“The very same Jim as ever was,” says Silver. 

The doctor stopped outright, although he did not speak, an 
it was some seconds before he seemed able to move on. 

“Well well,” he said at last, “duty first and pleasure afterwards, 
as you might have said yourself. Silver. Let us overhaul these 

patients of yours.” . , 

A moment afterwards he had entered the block-house, and, with 

one grim nod to me, proceeded with his work among the sick. He 

seemed under no apprehension, though he must have known that 

his life, among these treacherous demons, depended on a hair; 

and he rattled on to his patients as if he were paying an ordinary 

professional visit in a quiet English family. His manner, I suppose, 

reacted on the men; for they behaved to him as if nothing had 

occurred—as if he were still ship’s doctor, and they still faithful 


hands before the mast. 

“You’re doing well, my friend,” he said to the fellow with the 
bandaged head; “and if ever any person had a close shave, it was 
you; your head must be as hard as iron. Well, George, how goes it? 
You’re a pretty colour, certainly; why, your liver, man, is upside 
down. Did you take that medicine? Did he take that medicine. 


men?” 


“Ay, ay, sir; he took it, sure enough,” returned Morgan. 
“Because, you see, since I am mutineers’ doctor, or prison doctor, 
as I prefer to call it,” says Dr. Livesey, in his pleasantest way, “I 
make it a point of honour not to lose a man for King George 
(God bless him!) and the gallows.” 
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doctor and not hav.ng sense enough to know honest air from 

poison, and the dry land from a vile, pestiferous slough I think it 

most probable though, of course, it's only an opinion-that 

>ou all have the deuce to pay before you get that malaria out of 

vou" Yo St ' mS i T 3 b ° S- "° Uld y °“ ? Silver ' I m surprised at 
) ■ Vou ie less of a fool than many, take you all round; but you 

of°hca'lth PCar '° mC ^ h3Ve ,he rudiments of a notion of the rules 

Well, he added, after he had dosed them round, and they had 

taken his prescriptions, with really laughable humility, more like 

charity school-children than blood-guilty mutineers and pirates— 

“well, that's done for to-day. And now 1 should wish to have a talk 
with that boy, please.” 


And he nodded his head in my direction carelessly. 

George Merry was at the door, spitting and spluttering over 
some bad-tasted medicine; but at the first word of the doctor’s 
proposal he swung round with a deep flush, and cried “Nol” and 


swore. 

Silver struck the barrel with his open hand. 

Si-lence! he roared, and looked about him positively like a 
lion. “Doctor,” he went on, in his usual tones, “I was a-thinking 
of that, knowing as how you had a fancy for the boy. We’re all 
humbly grateful for your kindness, and, as you see, puts faith in 
you, and takes the drugs down like that much grog. And I take it, 
I ve found a way as II suit all. Hawkins, will you give me your 
word of honour as a young gentleman—for a young gentleman 
you are, although poor born—your word of honour not to slip 
your cable?” 

I readily gave the pledge required. 

“Then, doctor,” said Silver, “you just step outside o* that 
stockade, and once you’re there. I’ll bring the boy down on the 
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inside, and I reckon you can yarn through the " 

you. sir. and all our dooties to the squne and ^ 1 black 

The explosion of disapproval, whic 11 ^ , i ^ 

looks had restrained, broke out immediately the doc or had eh 
the house. Silver was roundly accused of playing double-o^uy.ng 
to make a separate peace for himself of sacn icing identicaIj 

his accomplices and victims; and, in one wou , 
exact thing that he was doing. It seemed to me so obvious, in this 
,h- t I could not imagine how he was to turn their ang 

Bm he wastiWce the man tL rest were; and his l-^ctmy 
had given him a huge preponderance on then: m nds^ He 
them all the fools and dolts you can imagine, said it was neeessy 
I should talk to the doctor, fluttered the chart in their faces, asked 
[hem if they could afford to break the treaty the very day they 

were bound a treasure-hunting. 

••No, by thunder!” he cried, "it’s us must break the treaty when 
the time comes; and till then I’ll gammon that doctor, if I have to 

ile his boots with brandy.” „ , lt „. n 

And then he bade them get the fire lit, and stalked out upo 

his crutch, with his hand on my shoulder, leaving them in a dis¬ 
array, and silenced by his volubility rather than convinced. 

“Slow, lad, slow,” he said. “They might round upon us in a 

twinkle of an eye, if we was seen to hurry.” 

Very deliberately, then, did we advance across the sand to where 
the doctor awaited us on the other side of the stockade, and as 
soon as we were within easy speaking distance. Silver stoppe . 

“You’ll make a note of this here also, doctor,” says he, and the 
boy’ll tell you how I saved his life, and were deposed for it, too, 
and you may lay to that. Doctor, when a man’s steering as near 
the wind as me—playing chuck-farthing with the last breath in 
his body, like—you wouldn’t think it too much, mayhap, to give 
him one good word? You’ll please bear in mind it’s not my life 
only now—it’s that boy’s into the bargain; and you’ll speak me 
fair, doctor, and give me a bit o’ hope to go on, for the sake of 

merc y” , , , , , . 

Silver was a changed man, once he was out there and had his 
back to his friends and the block-house; his cheeks seemed to have 
fallen in, his voice trembled; never was a soul more dead in 

earnest. 
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put that dotsn for me. too. for it's a long stretch, is that'" 

So saying, he stepped back a little way, till he was out of ear- 

Shot, and there sat down upon a tree-stump and began to whistle- 

spinning round now and again upon his seat so as To command a 

stght, sometimes of me and the doctor, and sometimes of his un- 

i u y ruffians as they went to and fro in the sand, between the fire 

-which they were busy rekindling-and the house, from which 

they brought forth pork and bread to make the breakfast. 

bo, Jim said the doctor sadly, "here you are. As you have 

biewed so shall you drink, my boy. Heaven knows, I cannot find it 

in my heart to blame you; but this much I will say, be it kind or 

unkind: when Captain Smollett was well, you dared not have 

gone off; and when he was ill, and couldn't help it, by George it 
was downright cowardly I” 

I will own that here I began to weep. “Doctor,” I said, “you 

might spare me. I have blamed myself enough; my life’s forfeit 

anyway, and I should have been dead by now, if Silver hadn’t 

stood for me; and doctor, believe this, I can die—and I dare say I 

deserve it—but what I fear is torture. If they come to torture 
me— ” 


Jim, the doctor interrupted, and his voice was quite changed, 
“Jim, I can’t have this. Whip over, and we’ll run for it.” 

“Doctor,” said I, “I passed my word.” 

“I know, I know,” he cried. “We can’t help that, Jim, now. 
111 take it on my shoulders, holus bolus, blame and shame, my 
boy, but stay here, I cannot let you. Jumpl One jump, and you’re 
out, and we’ll run for it like antelopes.” 

“No,” I replied, “you know right well you wouldn’t do the thing 
yourself; neither you, nor squire, nor captain; and no more will I. 
Silver trusted me; I passed my word, and back I go. But, doctor, 
you did not let me finish. If they come to torture me, I might slip 
a word of where the ship is; for I got the ship, part by luck and 
part by risking, and she lies in North Inlet, on the southern 
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beach, and just below highwater. At half tide she must be h.gh and 
dry." 

“The ship!” exclaimed the doctor. 

Rapidly I described to him my adventures, and he heard me ot 

111 "There is a kind of fate in this,” he observed, when I had done. 
"Every step it’s you that saves our lives; and do you suppose by 
any chance that we are going to let you lose yours? That wou!d e 
a poor return, my boy. You found out the plot; you found Ben 
Gunn—the best deed that ever you did, or will do, thoug yo 
live to ninety. Oh, by Jupiter, and talking of Ben Gunn why, this 
L the mischief in person. Silverl” he cried, "Silver!-! 11 g.ve you 
a piece of advice,” he continued, as the cook drew near again, 

"don't you be in any great hurry after that treasure. 

"Why, sir, I do my possible, which that atn t, said Silver. I c 
only, asking your pardon, save my life and the boy’s by seeking for 

that treasure; and you may lay to that. 

“Well, Silver,” replied the doctor, “if that is so, I'll go one step 

farther: look out for squalls when you find it.” 

“Sir,” said Silver, “as between man and man, that's too much 

and too little. What you’re after, why you left the blockhouse, 
why you’ve given me that there chart, I don’t know, now, do I? 
and yet I done your bidding with my eyes shut and never a word 
of hope! But, no, this here’s too much. If you won’t tell me what 
you mean plain out, just say so, and 111 leave the helm. 

“No,” said the doctor musingly, “I’ve no right to say more; it s 
not my secret, you see. Silver, or, I give you my word, I’d tell it 
you. But I’ll go as far with you as I dare go, and a step beyond; 
for I’ll have my wig sorted by the captain or I m mistaken! And, 
first, I’ll give you a bit of hope: Silver, if we both get alive out of 
this wolf-trap. I’ll do my best to save you, short of perjury.” 
Silver’s face was radiant. “You couldn’t say more, I m sure, sir. 


not if you was my mother,” he cried. 

“Well, that’s my first concession,” added the doctor. “My second 
is a piece of advice: Keep the boy close beside you, and when 
you need help, halloo. I’m off to seek it for you, and that itself 
will show you if I speak at random. Good-bye, Jim. 

And Dr. Livesey shook hands with me through the stockade, 
nodded to Silver, and set off at a brisk pace into the wood. 
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31 . The Treasure IIunt— Flint's Pointer 

X SAID SILVER. WHEN WE WERE ALONE, “, F , SAVED VOUR LIFE 

O you saved mine: and I ll „ ot forget it. I seen the doctor waving 

vou to run for it-witl. the tail of my eye, I did; and I seen you 

say no as plain as hearing. Jim. that's one to you. This is the first 

glint of hope I had since the attack failed, and I owe it you. And 

now. Jim, we re to go in for this here treasure-hunting, with sealed 

oiders, too. and I don't like it; and you and me must stick close, 

back to back like, and we ll save our necks in spite o’ fate and 
fortune.” 

Just then a man hailed us from the fire that breakfast was ready, 
and we were soon seated here and there about the sand over biscuit 
and fried junk. They had lit a fire fit to roast an ox; and it was 
now grown so hot that they could only approach it from the 
windward, and even there not without precaution. In the same 
wasteful spirit they had cooked, I suppose, three times more than 
we could eat; and one of them, with an empty laugh, threw what 
was left into the fire, which blazed and roared again over this un¬ 
usual fuel. I never in my life saw men so careless of the morrow; 
hand to mouth is the only word that can describe their way of 
doing; and what with wasted food and sleeping sentries, though 
they wfcre bold enough for a brush and be done with it, I could 
see their entire unfitness for anything like a prolonged campaign. 

Even Silver, eating away, with Captain Flint upon his shoulder, 
had not a word of blame for their recklessness. And this the more 
surprised me, for I thought he had never shown himself so cun¬ 
ning as he did then. 

“Ay, mates,” said he, “it’s lucky you have Barbecue to think for 
you with this here head. I got what I wanted, I did. Sure enough, 
they have the ship. Where they have it, I don’t know yet; but once 
we hit the treasure, we’ll have to jump about and find out. And 
then, mates, us that has the boats, I reckon, has the upper hand.” 

Thus he kept running on, with his mouth full of the hot bacon: 
thus he restored their hope and confidence, and, I more than 
suspect, repaired his own at the same time. 

“As for hostage,” he continued, “that’s his last talk, I guess, with 
them he loves so dear. I’ve got my piece o’ news, and thanky to him 
for that; but it’s over and done. I’ll take him in a line when we go 
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treasure-hunting, for we’ll keep him like so much gold, in case of 
accidents, you mark, and in the meantime. Once we got the ship 
and treasure both, and oft to sea like jolly companions, why, hen, 
we'll talk Mr. Hawkins over, we will, and we'll give him his share. 


to be sure, for all his kindness." 

It was no wonder the men were in a good humour now. For my 
part I was horribly cast down. Should the scheme he had now 
sketched prove feasible, Silver, already doubly a traitor, would 
not hesitate to adopt it. He had still a foot in either camp, and 
there was no doubt he would prefer wealth and freedom with 
the pirates to a bare escape from hanging, which was the best he 

had to hope on our side. 

Nay, and even if things so fell out that he was forced to keep 
his faith with Dr. Livesey, even then what danger lay before us! 
What a moment that would be when the suspicions of his followers 
turned to certainty, and he and I should have to fight for dear life 
—he, a cripple, and I, a boy—against five strong and active sea- 

m< Add to this double apprehension, the mystery that still hung 
over the behaviour of my friends; their unexplained desertion of 
the stockade; their inexplicable cession of the chart; or, harder still 
to understand, the doctor’s last warning to Silver, "Look out for 
squalls when you find it"; and you will readily believe how little 
taste I found in my breakfast, and with how uneasy a heart I set 
forth behind my captors on the quest for treasure. 

We made a curious figure, had any one been there to see us; all 
in soiled sailor clothes, and all but me armed to the teeth. Silver 
had two guns slung about him—one before and one behind—be¬ 
sides the great cutlass at his waist, and a pistol in each pocket of 
his square-tailed coat. To complete his strange appearance. Cap¬ 
tain Flint sat perched upon his shoulder and gabbled odds and 
ends of purposeless sea-talk. I had a line about my waist, and fol¬ 
lowed obediently after the sea-cook, who held the loose end of the 
rope, now in his free hand, now between his powerful teeth. For all 
the world, I was led like a dancing bear. 

The other men were variously burthened; some carrying picks 
and shovels—for that had been the very first necessary they 
brought ashore from the Hispaniola —others laden with pork, 
bread, and brandy for the midday meal. All the stores, I observed, 
came from our stock; and I could see the truth of Silver's words 
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,,cforc -»*»- » n ,d a bar ga i„ wi , h the doctor he 

*ubl «on U, i nCC "’ dCSCnCd bV the Shi P’ must »»ve been driven to 
hi C , ear " a ‘ er and the P locc ecls of their hunting Water 

shot at'Tb 'T m'V° ,hCir taStC; 3 Sail ° r is *>ot usually a good 

1 S “ LS a that> "'hen they were so short of eatables it 
not llkc, V ,hc >’ would be very flush of powder. 

I™’ ‘ hu * eq " ippcd - " e a11 set °ut—even the fellow with the 
° k , hCad ’ Wl ;° should certainly have kept in shadow—and 
straggled, one after another, to the beach, where the two gigs 

assailed us. Even these bore traces of the drunken folly of the 
pirates one in a broken thwart, and both in their muddied and 
unbaled condition. Both were to be carried along with us, for 

t e sake of safety; and so, with our numbers divided between 
them, we set forth upon the bosom of the anchorage. 

As we pulled over, there was some discussion on the chart. The 
red cross was. of course, far too large to be a guide; and the terms 
of the note on the back, as you will hear, admitted of some am- 
biguity. They ran, the reader may remember, thus:— 


Tall tree, Spy-glass Shoulder, bearing a point to the N of 
N.N.E. 

“Skeleton Island E.S.E. and by E. 

“Ten feet.” 


A tall tree was thus the principal mark. Now, right before us, 
the anchorage was bounded by a plateau from two to three hun¬ 
dred feet high, adjoining on the north the sloping southern shoul¬ 
der of the Spy-glass, and rising again towards the south into the 
rough cliffy eminence called the Mizzen mast Hill. The top of the 
plateau was dotted thickly with pine trees of varying height. Every 
here and there, one of a different species rose forty or fifty feet 
clear above its neighbours, and which of these was the particular 
“tall tree” of Captain Flint could only be decided on the spot, and 
by the readings of the compass. 

Yet, although that was the case, every man on board the boats 
had picked a favourite of his own ere we were half-way over, Long 
John alone shrugging his shoulders and bidding them wait till 
they were there. 

We pulled easily, by Silver’s directions, not to weary the hands 
prematurely; and, after quite a long passage, landed at the mouth 
of the second river—that which runs down a woody cleft of the 
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Spy-glass. Thence, bending to our left, we began to ascend the 

T rt. »■&,. S-nd ,„d a r; ,ed. ^ 

vegetation, greatly delayed our progress; but b Y and J 1 

the hill began to steepen and become stony under fool, and the 

wood to change its character and to grow in a more open orde . 
It was, indeed, a most pleasant portion of the island that ' ve ^ c ^ 
now approaching. A heavy-scented broom and many flowering 
shrubs had almost taken the place of grass. Thickets of greenn. - 

meg trees were dotted here and there with the red columns and the 
broad shadow of the pines; and the first mingled their spice with 
the aroma of the others. The air, besides, was fresh and stirring, 
and this, under the sheer sunbeams, was a wonderful refreshment 


to our senses. . , 

The party spread itself abroad, in a fan shape, shouting and 

leaping to and fro. About the centre, and a good way behind the 
rest. Silver and I followed—I tethered by my rope, he ploughing, 
with deep pants, among the sliding gravel. From time to time, in¬ 
deed, I had to lend him a hand, or he must have missed his footing 

and fallen backward down the hill. 

We had thus proceeded for about half a mile, and were ap¬ 
proaching the brow of the plateau, when the man upon the 
farthest left began to cry aloud, as if in terror. Shout after shout 
came from him, and the others began to run in his direction. 

“He can't ’a’ found the treasure,” said old Morgan, hurrying past 

us from the right, “for that’s clean a-top. 

Indeed, as we found when we also reached the spot, it was some¬ 
thing very different. At the foot of a pretty big pine, and involved 
in a green creeper, which had even partly lifted some of the 
smaller bones, a human skeleton lay, with a few shreds of clothing, 
on the ground. I believe a chill struck for a moment to every heart. 

“He was a seaman,” said George Merry, who, bolder than the 
rest, had gone up close, and was examining the rags of clothing. 

“Leastways, this is good sea-cloth.” 

“Ay, ay,” said Silver, “like enough; you wouldn’t look to find a 

bishop here, I reckon. But what sort of a way is that for bones to 
lie? ’Tain’t in natur’.” 

Indeed, on a second glance, it seemed impossible to fancy that 
the body was in a natural position. But for some disarray (the 
work, perhaps, of the birds that had fed upon him, or of the slow- 
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■ng creeper that had gradually enveloped his remain.! the 
“I’ve taken a notion into my old numskull,” observed Silver 

island' 1 ' hT' ThC b ° dy P ° inted Straight in the direction of the 
island, and the compass read duly E.S.E. and bv E. 

* I thou S ht so -” cried the cook; “this here is a p’inter. Right up 

thund' 5 iT 7 !° r the PoIC Star and the j ol ‘y dollars. But, by 
thunder I if it don t make me cold inside to think of Flint This is 

one of jokes, and no mistake. Him and these six was alone here- 

he killed em. every man; and this one he hauled here and laid 

down by compass, shiver my timbers! They're long bones, and the 

hair s been yellow. Ay, that would be Allardyce. You mind Al- 
lardycc, Tom Morgan?” 

”Ay, ay," returned Morgan, "I mind him; he owed me money, he 
did, and took my knife ashore with him.” 

Speaking of knives,” said another, “why don’t we find his’n 
lying round? Hint warn’t the man to pick a seaman’s pocket; and 
the birds, I guess, would leave it be.’’ 

“By the Powers, and that’s true!” cried Silver. 

“There ain’t a thing left here,” said Merry, still feeling round 

among the bones, “not a copper doit nor a baccy box. It don’t look 
nat’ral to me.” 


“No, by gum, it don’t,” agreed Silver; “not nat’ral, nor not nice, 
says you. Great guns! messmates, but if Flint was living, this would 
be a hot spot for you and me. Six they were, and six are we; and 
bones is what they are now.” 

“I saw him dead with these here deadlights,” said Morgan. 

Billy took me in. There he laid, with penny-pieces on his eyes.” 

“Dead—ay, sure enough he’s dead and gone below,” said the 
fellow with the bandage; “but if ever sperrit walked, it would be 
Flint’s. Dear heart, but he died bad, did Flint!” 

“Ay, that he did,” observed another; “now he raged, and now 
he hollered for the rum, and now he sang. ‘Fifteen Men’ were his 
only song, mates; and I tell you true, I never rightly liked to hear 
it since. It was main hot, and the windy was open, and I hear that 



TREASURE ISLAND 

old song cornin’ out as clear as clear—and the death-haul on the 
man a’ready.” 

“Come, come,” said Silver, “stow this talk. He s dead, and he 
don’t walk, that I know; leastways, he won’t walk by day, and you 
may lay to that. Care killed a cat. Fetch ahead for the doubloons.” 

We started, certainly; but in spite of the hot sun and the staring 
daylight, the pirates no longer ran separate and shouting through 
the wood, but kept side by side and spoke with bated breath. The 
terror of the dead buccaneer had fallen on their spirits. 


32 . The Treasure Hunt— The Voice Among the Trees 

P ARTLY FROM THE DAMPING INFLUENCE OF THIS ALARM, PARTLY 

to rest silver and the sick folk, the whole party sat down as 
soon as they had gained the brow of the ascent. 

The plateau being somewhat tilted towards the west, this spot 
on which we had paused commanded a wide prospect on either 
hand. Before us, over the tree-tops, we beheld the Cape of the 
Woods fringed with surf; behind, we not only looked down upon 
the anchorage and Skeleton Island, but saw—clear across the spit 
and the eastern lowlands—a great field of open sea upon the east. 
Sheer above us rose the Spy-glass, here dotted with single pines, 
there black with precipices. There was no sound but that of the 
distant breakers, mounting from all round, and the chirp of count¬ 
less insects in the brush. Not a man, not a sail upon the sea; the 
very largeness of the view increased the sense of solitude. 

Silver, as he sat, took certain bearings with his compass. 
“There are three ‘tall trees,’ ” said he, “about in the right line 
from Skeleton Island. ‘Spy-glass Shoulder,’ I take it, means that 
lower p’int there. It’s child’s play to find the stuff now. I’ve half 
a mind to dine first.” 

“I don’t feel sharp,” growled Morgan. “Thinkin’ o’ Flint—I 
think it were—as done me.” 

“Ah, well, my son, you praise your stars he's dead,” said Silver. 
“He were an ugly devil,” cried a third pirate with a shudder; 
“that blue in the face, tool” 

“That was how the rum took him,” added Merry. “Blue! well, I 
reckon he was blue. That’s a true word.” 

Ever since they had found the skeleton and got upon this train 
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Ot thought, they had spoken lower , , 

got to whispering by now so that th ' j ^ ' hty had almost 

interrupted^the fi.ence7 the wood A 7ofa ^ 

up the high ' trcmbl ' n ^ voice 

"Fifteen men on The Dead Man’s Chest- 
Yo-ho ho, and a bottle of rum!” 

The’r'nl' haVC Sccn f n,en more d readfully affected than the pirates. 

on 3 the ground. ^ ^ 

"It's Flint, by-1" cried Merry. 

The song had stopped as suddenly as it began-broken off you 

would hayesatd, in the middle of a note, as though some one had 

laid Ins hand upon the singer’s mouth. Coming so far through the 

c car, sunny atmosphere among the green tree-tops, I thought it 

had sounded airily and sweetly; and the effect on my companions 
was the stranger. r 

"Come," said Silver, struggling with his ashen lips to get the 
word out this won’t do. Stand by to go about. This is a rum 
start, and I can’t name die voice: but it’s some one skylarking— 
some one that's flesh and blood, and you may lay to that." 

His courage had come back as he spoke, and some of the colour 
to his face along with it. Already the others had begun to lend an 
ear to this encouragement, and were coming a little to them¬ 
selves, when the same voice broke out again—not this time singing, 

but in a faint distant hail, that echoed yet fainter among the clefts 
of the Spy-glass. 

“Darby MGraw,” it wailed—for that is the word that best de¬ 
scribes the sound—“’Darby M Graw! Darby M Graw!” again and 
again and again; and then rising a little higher, and with an oath 
that I leave out, “Fetch aft the rum. Darby!” 

The buccaneers remained rooted to the ground, their eyes start- 
ing from their heads. Long after the voice had died away they still 
stared in silence, dreadfully, before them. 

“That fixes it!” gasped one. “Let’s go.” 

“They was his last words,” moaned Morgan, “his last words 
above board.” 

Dick had his Bible out, and was praying volubly. He had been 



TREASURE ISLAND 101 

well brought up, had Dick, before he came to sea and fell among 
bad companions. 

Still, Silver was unconquered. I could hear his teeth rattle in 

his head; but he had not yet surrendered. 

“Nobody in this here island ever heard of Darby, he muttered, 
“not one but us that’s here.” And then, making a great effort, 
“Shipmates,” he cried, “I’m here to get that stuff, and I’ll not be 
beat by man nor devil. I never was feared of Flint in his life, and, 
by the Powers, I’ll face him dead. There’s seven hundred thousand 
pound not a quarter of a mile from here. When did ever a gentle¬ 
man o’ fortune show his stern to that much dollars, for a boosy 
old seaman with a blue mug—and him dead, too?” 

But there was no sign of re-awakening courage in his followers; 
rather, indeed, of growing terror at the irreverence of his words. 

“Belay there, John!” said Merry. “Don’t you cross a sperrit.” 

And the rest were all too terrified to reply. They would have run 
away severally had they dared; but fear kept them together, and 
kept them close by John, as if his daring helped them. He, on 
his part, had pretty well fought his weakness down. 

“Sperrit? Well, maybe,” he said. “But there’s one thing not clear 
to me. There was an echo. Now, no man ever seen a sperrit with 
a shadow; well, then, what’s he doing with an echo to him, I 
should like to know? That ain’t in natur’, surely?” 

This argument seemed weak enough to me. But you can never 
tell what will affect the superstitious, and, to my wonder, George 
Merry was greatly relieved. 

“Well, that’s so,” he said. “You’ve a head upon your shoulders, 
John, and no mistake. ’Bout ship, mates! this here crew is on a 
wrong tack, I do believe. And come to think on it, it was like 
Flint’s voice, I grant you, but not just so clear-away like it, after all. 
It was liker somebody else's voice now—it was liker-” 

“By the Powers, Ben Gunn!” roared Silver. 

“Ay, and so it were,” cried Morgan, springing on his knees. 
“Ben Gunn it werel” 

“It don’t make much odds, do it, now?” asked Dick. “Ben 
Gunn’s not here in the body, any more’n Flint.” 

But the older hands greeted this remark with scorn. 

“Why, nobody minds Ben Gunn,” cried Merry; “dead or alive, 
nobody minds him.” 

It was extraordinary how their spirits had returned, and how 
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the natural colour had revived in their faces. Soon they were chat- 
tmg together, with intervals of listening: and not long after, hear¬ 
ing no further sound, they shouldered the tools and set forth again, 
Merry walking first with Silver's compass to keep them on the 
right line with Skeleton Island. He had said the truth: dead or 
alive, nobody minded Ben Gunn. 

Dick alone still held his Bible, and looked around him as he 
went, with fearful glances: but he found no sympathy, and Silver 
even joked him on his precautions. 

“I told you,” said he—“I told you. you had sp’ilcd your Bible. 
If it ain't no good to swear by, what do you suppose a sperrit would 
give for it? Not that!" and he snapped his big fingers, halting a 
moment on his crutch. 

But Dick was not to be comforted: indeed it was soon plain to 
me that the lad was falling sick; hastened by heat, exhaustion, and 
the shock of his alarm, the fever predicted by Doctor Livesey was 
evidently glowing swiftly higher. 

It was fine open walking here, upon the summit; our way lay a 
little downhill, for, as I have said, the plateau tilted towards the 
west. The pines, great and small, grew wide apart: and even be¬ 
tween the clumps of nutmeg and azalea, wide open spaces baked 
in the hot sunshine. Striking, as we did, pretty near north-west 
across the island, we drew, on the one hand, even nearer under 
the shoulders of the Spy-glass, and on the other, looked ever wider 
over that western bay where I had once tossed and trembled in the 
coracle. 

The first of the tall trees was reached, and by the bearing, proved 


the wTong one. So with the second. The third rose nearly two 
hundred feet in the air above a clump of underwood; a giant of a 
vegetable, with a red column as big as a cottage, and a wide 
shadow around in which a company could have manoeuvred. It was 
conspicuous far to sea both on the east and west, and might have 
been entered as a sailing mark upon the chart. 

But it was not its size that now impressed my companions; it 
was the knowledge that seven hundred thousand pounds in gold 
lay somewhere buried beneath its spreading shadow. The thought 
of the money, as they drew nearer, swallowed up their previous 
terrors. Their eyes burned in their heads; their feet grew speedier 
and lighter; their whole soul was bound up in that fortune, that 
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whole lifetime of extravagance and pleasure, that lay waiting there 

for each of them. . , rtiit 

Silver hobbled, grunting, on his crutch; his nostrils stood out 

and quivered; he cursed like a madman when the flies settled on 

his hot and shiny countenance; he plucked furiously at the line 

that held me to him, and, from time to time, turned his eyes upon 

me with a deadly look. Certainly he took no pains to hide his 

thoughts; and certainly I read them like print. In the immediate 

nearness of the gold, all else had been forgotten; his promise and 

the doctor’s warning were both things of the past; and I could not 

doubt that he hoped to seize upon the treasure, find and board the 

Hispaniola under cover of night, cut every honest throat about 

that island, and sail away as he had at first intended, laden with 

crimes and riches. 

Shaken as I was with these alarms, it was hard for me to keep 
up with the rapid pace of the treasure-hunters. Now and again I 
stumbled; and it was then that Silver plucked so roughly at the 
rope and launched at me his murderous glances. Dick, who had 
dropped behind us, and now brought up the rear, was babbling 
to himself both prayers and curses, as his fever kept rising. This 
also added to my wretchedness, and, to crown all, I was haunted by 
the thought of the tragedy that had once been acted on that 
plateau, when that ungodly buccaneer with the blue face he 
who died at Savannah, singing and shouting for drink had there, 
with his own hand, cut down his six accomplices. This grove, that 
was now so peaceful, must then have rung with cries, I thought; 
and even with the thought I could believe I heard it ringing still. 

We were now at the margin of the thicket. 

“Huzza, mates, all together!” shouted Merry; and the foremost 
broke into a run. 

And suddenly, not ten yards farther, we beheld them stop. A low 
cry arose. Silver doubled his pace, digging away with the foot of 
his crutch like one possessed; and next moment he and I had come 
also to a dead halt. 

Before us was a great excavation, not very recent, for the sides 
had fallen in and grass had sprouted on the bottom. In this were 
the shaft of a pick broken in two and the boards of several packing- 
cases strewn around. On one of these boards I saw, branded with n 
hot iron, the name Walrus —the name of Flint’s ship. 
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All was clear 
rifled; the seven 
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to probation. The cache had been found and 
hundred thousand pounds were gone! 


33 . The Fall oj a Chiejtain 

rpni Ri never was such an overturn in this wori.d. each of 
f these six men was as though he had been struck. But with 
Silver the blow passed almost instantly. Every thought of his soul 
had been set full-stretch, like a racer, on that money; well, he was 
brought up in a single second, dead; and he kept his head, found 

his temper, and changed his plan before the others had had time to 
realise the disappointment. 

“Jim," he whispered, “take that, and stand by for trouble.” 

And he passed me a double-barrelled pistol. 

At the same time he began quietly moving northward, and in a 
few steps had put the hollow between us two and the other five. 
Then he looked at me and nodded, as much as to say, “Here is a 
narrow corner, as, indeed, I thought it was. His looks were now 
quite friendly; and I was so revolted at these constant changes, 
that I could not forbear whispering, “So you’ve changed sides 
again.” 

There was no time left for him to answer in. The buccaneers, 
with oaths and cries, began to leap, one after another, into the 
pit, and to dig with their fingers, throwing the boards aside as they 
did so. Morgan found a piece of gold. He held it up with a perfect 
spout of oaths. It was a two-guinea piece, and it went from hand to 
hand among them for a quarter of a minute. 

"Two guineas!” roared Merry, shaking it at Silver. “That’s your 
seven hundred thousand pounds, is it? You’re the man for bar¬ 
gains, ain't you? You’re him that never bungled nothing, you 
wooden-headed lubber I” 

“Dig away, boys,” said Silver, with the coolest insolence; “you’ll 
find some pig-nuts and I shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Pig-nuts!” repeated Merry, in a scream. “Mates, do you hear 
that? I tell you, now, that man there knew it all along. Look in the 
face of him, and you’ll see it wrote there.” 

“Ah, Merry,” remarked Silver, “standing for cap'n again? You’re 
a pushing lad, to be sure.” 
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But this time every one was entirely in Merry’s favour. They 
began to scramble out of the excavation, darting furious glancei 
behind them. One thing I observed, which looked well foi us. 
they all got out upon the opposite side from Silver. • 

Well, there we stood, two on one side, five on the other, t ie pn 
between us, and nobody screwed up high enough to offer the first 
blow. Silver never moved; he watched them, very upright on his 
crutch, and looked as cool as ever I saw him. He was brave, and no 


mistake. 

At last. Merry seemed to think a speech might help matters. 
“Mates," says he, "there’s two of them alone there; one’s the 
old cripple that brought us all here and blundered us down to 
this; the other’s that cub that I mean to have the heart of. Now, 

mates-" . . , 

He was raising his arm and his voice, and plainly meant to lead 

a charge. But just then—crack! crack! crack!—three musket-shots 

flashed out of the thicket. Merry tumbled head foremost into the 

excavation; the man with the bandage spun round like a teetotum, 

and fell all his length upon his side, where he lay dead, but still 

twitching; and the other three turned and ran for it with all their 

might. 

Before you could wink. Long John had fired two barrels of a 
pistol into the struggling Merry; and as the man rolled up his 
eyes at him in the last agony, “George,” said he, "I reckon I settled 

you." 

At the same moment the doctor. Gray, and Ben Gunn joined us, 
with smoking muskets, from among the nutmeg trees. 

“Forward!" cried the doctor. “Double quick, my lads. We must 

head ’em off the boats." 

And we set off, at a great pace, sometimes plunging through the 
bushes to the chest. 

I tell you, but Silver was anxious to keep up with us. The work 
that man went through, leaping on his crutch till the muscles of 
his chest were fit to burst, was work no sound man ever equalled; 
and so thinks the doctor. As it was, he was already thirty yards 
behind us, and on the verge of strangling, when we reached the 
brow of the slope. 

“Doctor," he hailed, “see there! no hurry!” 

Sure enough there was no hurry. In a more open part of the 
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plateau, we could see the three survivors still running in the same 

4 1,cctl ° n as thc >' had started, right for Mizzen mast Hill. W c were 
already between them and the boats; and so we four sat down to 

breathe, while Long John, mopping his face, came slowly up 
with us. 1 


“ I hank ve kindly, doctor,” says he. “You came in in about the 
nick, I guess, for me and Hawkins. And so it’s you, Ben Gunn!” he 
added. ''Well, you’re a nice one, to be sure.” 

I in Ben Gunn, I am,” replied the maroon, wriggling like an 
cel in his embarrassment. “And,” he added, after a long pause, 
how do. Mr. Silver. Pretty well, I thank ye, says you.” 

“Ben. Ben,” murmured Silver, “to think as you’ve done me!” 

The doctor sent back Gray for one of the pickaxes, deserted, in 
their flight, by the mutineers; and then as we proceeded leisurely 
downhill to where the boats were lying, related, in a few words, 
what had taken place. It was a story that profoundly interested 
Silver; and Ben Gunn, the half-idiot maroon, was the hero from 
beginning to end. 

Ben. in his long, lonely wanderings about the island, had found 


the skeleton—it was he that had rifled it; he had found the 
treasure; he had dug it up (it was the haft of his pickaxe that lay 
broken in the excavation); he had carried it on his back, in many 
weary journeys, from the foot of a tall pine to a cave he had on 
the two-pointed hill at the north-cast angle of the island, and there 
it had lain stored in safety since two months before the arrival of 
the Hispaniola. 

When the doctor had wormed his secret from him, on the 
afternoon of the attack, and when next morning he saw the an¬ 
chorage deserted, he had gone to Silver, given him the chart, which 
was now useless—given him the stores, for Ben Gunn’s cave was 
well supplied with goats’ meat salted by himself—given anything 
and everything to get a chance of moving in safety from the stock¬ 
ade to the two-pointed hill, there to be clear of malaria and keep 
a guard upon the money. 

“As for you, Jim,” he said, “it went against my heart, but I did 
what I thought best for those who had stood by their duty; and if 
you were not one of these, whose fault was it?” 

That morning, finding that I was to be involved in the horrid 
disappointment he had prepared for the mutineers, he had run all 
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the way to the cave, and. leaving squire to guard the captain, had 
taken Gray and the maroon, and started, making the diagonal 
across the island, to be at hand beside the pine. Soon, however, he 
saw that our party had the start of him; and Ben Gunn, being f 
of foot, had been despatched in front to do his best alone. I hen 
had occurred to him to work upon the superstitions of his foi met 
shipmates; and he was so far successful that Gray and the doctor 
had come up and were already ambushed before the arrival of the 


treasure-hunters. 

“Ah ” said Silver, “it were fortunate for me that I had Hawkins 
here. You could have let old John be cut to bits, and never given it 


a thought, doctor.” 

“Not a thought,” replied Doctor Livesey cheerily. 

And by this time we had reached the gigs. The doctor, with the 
pickaxe, demolished one of them, and then we all got aboard the 
other and set out to go round by sea for North Inlet. 

This was a run of eight or nine miles. Silver, though he was al¬ 
most killed already with fatigue, was set to an oar, like the rest of 
us, and we were soon skimming swiftly over a smooth sea. Soon 
we passed out of the straits and doubled the south-east corner of 
the island, round which, four days ago, we had towed the His¬ 


paniola. 

As we passed the two-pointed hill, we could see the black mouth 
of Ben Gunn’s cave, and a figure standing by it, leaning on a 
musket. It was the squire; and we waved a handkerchief and ga\e 
him three cheers, in which the voice of Silver joined as heartily as 


any. 

Three miles farther, just inside the mouth of North Inlet, what 
should we meet but the Hispaniola, cruising by herself! The last 
flood had lifted her; and had there been much wind, or a strong 
tide current, as in the southern anchorage, we should never had 
found her more, or found her stranded beyond help. As it was, 
there was little amiss, beyond the wreck of the mainsail. Another 
anchor was got ready, and dropped in a fathom and a half of 
water. We all pulled round again to Rum Cove, the nearest point 
for Ben Gunn’s treasure-house; and then Gray, single-handed, re¬ 
turned with the gig to the Hispaniola, where he was to pass the 
night on guard. 

A gentle slope ran up from the beach to the entrance of the cave. 
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At the top the squire met us. To me he was cordial and kind 
sating nothing of my escapade, either in the way of blame or 
praise. At Silver s polite salute he somewhat flushed. 

John Silver," he said, "you're a prodigious villain and im¬ 
postor—a monstrous impostor, sir. I am told I am not to prosecute 

vou Well, then. I will not. But the dead men, sir, hang about your 
neck like millstones.” 


“ I hank you kindly, sir,” replied Long John, again saluting. 

I dare you to thank me!” cried the squire. “It is a gross derelic¬ 
tion of my duty. Stand back.” 

And thereupon we all entered the cave. It was a large, airy place, 
with a little spring and a pool of clear water, overhung with ferns. 
I he floor was sand. Before a big fire lay Captain Smollett: and in 
a far corner, only duskily flickered over by the blaze, I beheld great 
heaps of coin and quadrilaterals built of bars of gold. That was 
Flint's treasure that we had come so far to seek, and that had cost 


already the lives of seventeen men from the Hispaniola. How many 
it had cost in the amassing, what blood and sorrow, what good 
ships scuttled on the deep, what brave men walking the plank 
blindfold, what shot of cannon, what shame and lies and cruelty. 


perhaps no man alive could tell. Yet there were still three upon 


that island—Silver, and old Morgan, and Ben Gunn—who had 
each taken his share in these crimes, as each had hoped in vain to 
share in the reward. 

“Come in, Jim,” said the captain. “You’re a good boy in your 
line, Jim; but I don’t think you and me’ll go to sea again. You’re 
too much of the born favourite for me. Is that you, John Silver? 
What brings you here, man?” 

“Come back to my dooty, sir,” returned Silver. 

“Ah!” said the captain; and that was all he said. 

What a supper I had of it that night, with all my friends around 
me; and what a meal it was, with Ben Gunn’s salted goat, and 
some delicacies and a bottle of old wine from the Hispaniola! 
Never, I am sure, were people gayer or happier. And there was 
Silver, sitting back almost out of the firelight, but eating heartily, 
prompt to spring forward when anything was wanted, even join¬ 
ing quietly in our laughter—the same bland, polite, obsequious 


seaman of the voyage out. 
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mHE NEXT MORNING WE FELL EARLY TO WORK, FOR THE TRANS- 

1 Donation of this great mass of gold near a mile by land to the 
beach, and thence three miles by boat to the Hispaniola , was a con¬ 
siderable task for so small a number of workmen. The three fe - 
lows still abroad upon the island did not greatly trouble us; a 
single sentry on the shoulder of the hill was sufficient to ensuie us 
against any sudden onslaught, and we thought, besides, they had 

had more than enough of fighting. 

Therefore the work was pushed on briskly. Gray and Ben Gunn 
came and went with the boat, while the rest, during their ab¬ 
sences, piled treasure on the beach. Two of the bars, slung in a 
rope’s end, made a good load for a grown man—one that he was 
glad to walk slowly with. For my part, as I was not much use at 
carrying, I was kept busy all day in the cave, packing the minted 

money into bread-bags. 

It was a strange collection, like Billy Bones’s hoard for the di¬ 
versity of coinage, but so much larger and so much more varied 
that I think I never had more pleasure than in sorting them. 
English, French, Spanish, Portuguese, Georges, and Louises, dou¬ 
bloons and double guineas and moidores and sequins, the pictures 
of all the kings of Europe for the last hundred years, strange Ori¬ 
ental pieces stamped with what looked like wisps of string or bits of 
spider’s web, round pieces and square pieces, and pieces bored 
through the middle, as if to wear them round your neck—nearly 
every variety of money in the world must, I think, have found a 
place in that collection; and for number, I am sure they were like 
autumn leaves, so that my back ached with stooping and my 
fingers with sorting them out. 

Day after day this work went on; by every evening a fortune 
had been stowed aboard, but there was another fortune waiting 
for the morrow; and all this time we heard nothing of the three 
surviving mutineers. 

At last—I think it was on the third night—the doctor and I 
were strolling on the shoulder of the hill where it overlooks the 
lowlands of the isle, when, from out the thick darkness below, the 
wind brought us a noise between shrieking and singing. It was 
only a snatch that reached our ears, followed by the former silence. 
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:; TIcav 'on for " ivc lhcm -” said the doctor; “ *tis the mutineers!” 

AM drunk, sir.” struck in the voice of Silver from behind us. 

■Silver. I should say, was allowed his entire liberty, and, in spite 
of daily rebuffs, seemed to regard himself once more as quite a 
pri\ i 1 eged and friendly dependant. Indeed, it was remarkable how 
well he bore these slights, and with what unwearying politeness he 
kept on trying to ingratiate himself with all. Yet, I think, none 
treated him better than a dog; unless it was Ren Gunn, who was 
still terribly afraid of his old quartermaster, or myself, who had 
teally something to thank him for; although for that matter, I 
suppose, I had reason to think even worse of him than anybody 
else, for I had seen him meditating a fresh treachery upon the 

plateau. Accordingly, it was pretty gruffly that the doctor answered 
him. 


“Drunk or raving,” said he. 

“Right you were, sir,” replied Silver; “and precious little odds 
which, to you and me.” 

“I suppose you would hardly ask me to call you a humane man,” 
returned the doctor with a sneer, “and so my feelings may surprise 
you. Master Silver. But if I were sure they were raving—as I am 
morally certain one, at least, of them is down with fever—I should 
leave this camp, and, at whatever risk to my own carcass, take 
them the assistance of my skill.” 

“Ask your pardon, sir, you would be very wrong,” quoth Silver. 
“You would lose your precious life, and you may lay to that. I’m 
on your side now, hand and glove; and I shouldn’t wish for to sec 
the party weakened, let alone yourself, seeing as I know what I 
owes you. But these men down there, they couldn’t keep their 
word—no, not supposing they wished to; and what’s more, they 
couldn’t believe as you could.” 

“No,” said the doctor. “You’re die man to keep your word, we 
knoiv that.” 

Well, that was about the last news we had of the three pirates. 
Only once we heard a gunshot a great way off, and supposed them 
to be hunting. A council was held, and it was decided that we must 
desert them on the island—to the huge glee, 1 must say, of Ben 
Gunn, and with the strong approval of Gray. We left a good stock 
of powder and shot, the bulk of the salt goat, a few medicines, 
and some other necessaries, tools, clothing, a spare sail, a fathom 
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or two of rope, and, by the particular desire of the doctor, a hand¬ 
some present of tobacco. 

That was about our last doing on the island. Before that, we hat 
got the treasure stowed, and had shipped enough water and the 
remainder of the goat meat, in case of any distress; and at last, one 
fine morning, we weighed anchor, which was about all that we 
could manage, and stood out of North Inlet, the same colours 
flying that the captain had flown and fought under at the palisade. 

The three fellows must have been watching us closer than we 
thought for, as we soon had proved. For, coming through the nar¬ 
rows, we had to lie very near the southern point, and there we saw 
all three of them kneeling together on a spit of sand, with their 
arms raised in supplication. Ifwent to all our hearts, I think, to 
leave them in that wretched state; but we could not risk another 
mutiny; and to take them home for the gibbet woidd have been a 
cruel sort of kindness. The doctor hailed them and told them of 
the stores we had left, and where they were to find them. But they 
continued to call us by name, and appeal to us, for God’s sake, to 
be merciful, and not leave them to die in such a place. 

At last, seeing the ship still bore on her course, and was now 
swiftly drawing out of earshot, one of them—I know not which it 
was—leapt to his feet with a hoarse cry, whipped his musket to 
his shoulder, and sent a shot whistling over Silver's head and 
through the main-sail. 

After that, we kept under cover of the bulwarks, and when next 
I looked out they had disappeared from the spit, and the spit itself 
had almost melted out of sight in the growing distance. That was, 
at least, the end of that; and before noon, to my inexpressible joy, 
the highest rock of Treasure Island had sunk into the blue round 
of sea. 

We were so short of men that every one on board had to bear a 
hand—only the captain lying on a mattress in the stern and giving 
his orders; for, though greatly recovered, he was still in want of 
quiet. We laid her head for the nearest port in Spanish America, 
for we could not risk the voyage home without fresh hands; and as 
it was, what with baffling winds and a couple of fresh gales, we 
were all worn out before we reached it. 

It was just at sundown when we cast anchor in a most beautiful 
land-locked gulf, and were immediately surrounded by shore boats 
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Ull Of Negroes, and Mexican Indians, and half-bloods, selline 

S nn ‘ ' CRClal ’ ks ' an<l o(Tc, ' in S >° ‘live for bits of money The 
->ght of so many good-humoured faces (especially the blacks), the 

■etc of the ttopical fruits, and. above all. the lights that began to 

shine in the town, made a most charming contrast to ourdark and 

bloody sojourn on the island; and the doctor and the squire 

taking me along with them, went ashore to pass the early part of 

the night Here they met the captain of an English man-of-war. 

fell ill talk with him. went on board his ship, and, in short, had so 

agreeable a time, that day was breaking when we came alongside 
the H tspaniola. 

Ben Gunn was on deck alone, and, as soon as we came on board, 
lie began, with wonderful contortions, to make us a confession. 
Silver was gone. The maroon had connived at his escape in a shore 
boat some hours ago, and he now assured us he had only done so 
to preserve our lives, which would certainly have been forfeit if 
‘ that man with the one leg had stayed aboard.” But this was not 
all. The sea-cook had not gone empty handed. He had cut through a 
bulkhead unobserved, and had removed one of the sacks of coin, 
worth, perhaps, three or four hundred guineas, to help him on his 
further wanderings. 


I think we were all pleased to be so cheaply quit of him. 

Well, to make a long story short, we got a few hands on board, 
made a good cruise home, and the Hispaniola reached Bristol 
just as Mr. Blandly was beginning to think of fitting out her con¬ 
sort. Five men only of those who had sailed returned with her. 
“Drink and the devil had done for the rest,” with a vengeance; 
although, to be sure, we were not quite in so bad a case as that 
other ship they sang about:— 


“With one man of her crew alive, 
What put to sea with seventy-five.” 


All of us had an ample share of the treasure, and used it wisely 
or foolishly, according to our natures. Captain Smollett is now re¬ 
tired from the sea. Gray not only saved his money, but, being sud- 
denly smit with the desire to rise, also studied his profession; and 
he is now mate and part owner of a fine full-rigged ship; married 
besides, and father of a family. As for Ben Gunn, he got a thousand 
pounds, which he spent or lost in three weeks, or, to be more exact, 
in nineteen days, for he was back begging on the twentieth. Then 
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he was given a lodge to keep, exactly as he had feared upon the 
island; and he still lives, a great favourite, though something of a 
butt, with the country boys, and a notable singer in church on Sun¬ 
days and saints’ days. 

Of Silver we have heard no more. That formidable seafaring 
man with one leg has at last gone clean out of my life; but I dare 
say he met his old Negress, and perhaps still lives in comfort with 
her and Captain Flint. It is to be hoped so, I suppose, for his 
chances of comfort in another world are very small. 

The bar silver and the arms still lie, for all that I know, where 
Flint buried them; and certainly they shall lie there for me. Oxen 
and wain-ropes would not bring me back again to that accursed 
island; and the worst dreams that ever I have are when I hear 
the surf booming about its coasts, or start upright in bed, with 
the sharp voice of Captain Flint still ringing in my ears: “Pieces 
of eight! pieces of eight!” 
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To Sir Percy Florence and Lady Shelley 


There is a tale which extends over many years and 
travels into many countries. By a peculiar fitness of cir¬ 
cumstances the writer began, continued it, and concluded 
it among distant and diverse scenes. Above all, he was 
much upon the sea. The character and fortune of the fra¬ 
ternal enemies, the hall and shrubbery of Durnsdeer, the 
problem of Mackellar’s homespun and how to shape it for 
superior flights; these were his company on deck in many 
star-reflecting harbours, ran often in his mind at sea to 
the tune of slatting canvas, and were dismissed (some¬ 
thing of the suddenest) on the approach of squalls. It is 
my hope that these surroundings of its manufacture may 
to some degree find favour for my story with seafarers and 

sealovers like yourselves. 

And at least here is a dedication from a great way off; 
written by the loud shores of a subtropical island near 
upon ten thousand miles from Boscombe Chine and 
Manor: scenes which rise before me as I write, along with 

the faces and voices of my friends. 

Well, I am for the sea once more; no doubt Sir Percy 

also. Let us make the signal B. R. D. ! 

Waikiki, May 17,1889. 


R. L. S. 
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Summary of Events During the Master’s Wanderings 

mHE FULL TRUTH OF THIS ODD MATTER IS WHAT THE WORLD HAS 

Tlong been looking for and public curiosity is sure to welcome 
It so befell that I was intimately mingled with the last yean an 
history of the house; and there does not live one man so able 
myself to make these matters plain, or so desirous to narrate them 
faithfully. I knew the Master; on many secret steps of his career, 
I have an authentic memoir in my hand; I sailed with him on his 
last voyage almost alone; I made one upon that winter s journey 
of which so many tales have gone abroad; and I was there at the 
man’s death. As for my late Lord Durrisdeer, I served him and 
loved him near twenty years; and thought more of him the more I 
knew of him. Altogether, I think it not fit that so much evidence 
should perish; the truth is a debt I owe my lord’s memory; and I 
think my old years will flow more smoothly and my white hair lie 

quieter on the pillow when the debt is paid. 

The Duties of Durrisdeer and Ballantrae were a strong family 
in the south-west from the days of David First. A rhyme still cur- 

rent in the country-side— 


Kittle folk are the Durrisdeers, 

They ride wi’ ower mony spears— 

bears the mark of its antiquity; and the name appears in another, 
which common report attributes to Thomas of Ercildoune him¬ 
self_I cannot say how truly, and which some have applied I 

dare not say with how much justice—to the events of this narra¬ 
tion: 


Twa Duries in Durrisdeer, 

Ane to tie and ane to ride. 

An ill day for the groom 

And a waur day for the bride. 

Authentic history besides is filled with their exploits which (to 
our modern eyes) seem not very commendable; and the family 
suffered its full share of those ups and downs to which the great 
houses of Scotland have been ever liable. But all these I pass over, 
to come to that memorable year 1745, when the foundations of 
this tragedy were laid. 
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At that time there dwelt a family of four persons in the house 
of l)un isdeer, near St. Bride s, on the Solway shore; a chief hold 
of their race since the reformation. My old lord, eighth of the 
name, was not old in years, but he suffered prematurely from the 
disabilities of age; his place was at the chimney-side; there he sat 
reading, in a lined gown, with few words for any man, and wry 
words for none: the model of an old retired housekeeper; and 
yet his mind very well nourished with study, and reputed in the 
country to be more cunning than he seemed. The Master of Bal- 
lantrae, James in baptism, took from his father the love of serious 
reading; some of his tact perhaps as well, but that which was 
only policy in the father became black dissimulation in the son. 
The face of his behaviour was merely popular and wild: he sat 
late at wine, later at the cards; had the name in the country of 
“an unco man for the lasses”; and was ever in the front of broils. 
But for all he was the first to go in, yet it was observed he was in¬ 
variably the best to come off; and his partners in mischief were 
usually alone to pay the piper. This luck or dexterity got him 
several ill-wishers, but with the rest of the country, enhanced his 
reputation; so that great things were looked for in his future, when 
he should have gained more gravity. One very black mark he had 
to his name; but the matter was hushed up at the time, and so 
defaced by legends before I came into those parts, that I scruple 
to set it down. If it was true, it was a horrid fact in one so young; 
and if false, it was a horrid calumny. I think it notable that he had 
always vaunted himself quite implacable, and was taken at his 
word; so that he had the addition among his neighbours of “an 
ill man to cross.” Here was altogether a young nobleman (not yet 
twenty-four in the year ’45) who had made a figure in the country 
beyond his time of life. The less marvel if there were little heard 
of the second son, Mr. Henry (my late Lord Durrisdecr), who was 
neither very bad nor yet very able, but an honest, solid sort of lad 
like many of his neighbours. Little heard, I say; but indeed it was 
a case of little spoken. He was known among the salmon fishers in 
the firth, for that was a sport that he assiduously followed; he was 
an excellent good horse-doctor besides; and took a chief hand, a - 
most from a boy, in the management of the estates. How liar a 
part that was, in the situation of that family, none knows better 
than myself; nor yet with how little colour of justice a man may 
there acquire the reputation of a tyrant and a miser. The fourth 
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person in the house was Miss Alison Graeme, a near kinswoman 
an orphan, and the heir to a considerable fortune which her father 
had acquired in trade. This money was loudly called for by my 
lord’s necessities; indeed the land was deeply mortgaged; and Miss 
Alison was designed accordingly to be the Master’s wife, gladly 
enough on her side; with how much goodwill on his, is another 
matter. She was a comely girl and in those days very spirited and 
self-willed; for the old lord having no daughter of his own, and my 
lady being long dead, she had grown up as best she might 

To these four, came the news of Prince Charlie's landing, and 
set them presently by the ears. My lord, like the chimney-keeper 
that he was, was all for temporising. Miss Alison held the other 
side, because it appeared romantical; and the Master (though 
have heard they did not agree often) was for this once of her 
opinion. The adventure tempted him, as I conceive; he was 
tempted by the opportunity to raise the fortunes of the house, and 
not less by the hope of paying off his private liabilities, which 
were heavy beyond all opinion. As for Mr. Henry, it appears he 
said little enough at first; his part came later on. It took the three 
a whole day's disputation, before they agreed to steer a middle 
course, one son going forth to strike a blow for King James, my 
lord and the other staying at home to keep in favour with King 
George. Doubtless this was my lord's decision; and as is well 
known, it was the part played by many considerable families. But 
the one dispute settled, another opened. For my lord, Miss Alison 
and Mr. Henry all held the one view: that it was the cadet’s part 
to go out; and the Master, what with restlessness and vanity, would 
at no rate consent to stay at home. My lord pleaded. Miss Alison 
wept, Mr. Henry was very plain spoken: all was of no avail. 

“It is the direct heir of Durrisdeer that should ride by his King’s 

bridle,” says the Master. 

“If we were playing a manly part, says Mr. Henry, there might 
be sense in such talk. But what are we doing? Cheating at cards!” 

“We are saving the house of Durrisdeer, Henry,” his father said. 

“And see, James,” said Mr. Henry, “if I go, and the Prince has 
the upper-hand, it will be easy to make your peace with King 
James. But if you go, and the expedition fails, we divide the right 

and the title. And what shall I be then?” 

“You will be Lord Durrisdeer,” said the Master. “I put all I have 

upon the table.” 
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7 play at n ° Such S amc -" cr ‘ es Mr. Henry. “I shall be left in 

"hall i 1 ! Ul,at , ,0 "r a l n0 man ° f SCnSe anci honour could endure. 1 
’ ,U 1 bC " c,lhcr ,l5h no > (I «W" lie cried. And a little after, he had 
anothei expression, plainer perhaps than he intended. "It is vour 

duty to be here with my father,” said he. "You know well enough 
you arc the favourite.” h 

Ayr said the Master. “And there spoke Envy! Would you trip 

up my heels-Jacob?" said he, and dwelled upon the name 
maliciously. 

Mr. Henry went and walked at the low end of the hall without 

reply; lor he had an excellent gift of silence. Presently he came 
back. 


“I am the cadet and I should go,” said lie. “And my lord here is 
the master, and he says I shall go. What say ye to that, my brother?” 

“I say this, Harry,” returned the Master, “that when very ob¬ 
stinate folk arc met, there are only two ways out: Blows—and I 
think none of us could care to go so far; or the arbitrament of 

chance—and here is a guinea piece. Will you stand by the toss of 
the coin?” 


“I will stand and fall by it,” said Mr. Henry. “Heads, I go; 
shield, I stay.” 

The coin was spun and it fell shield. “So there is a lesson for 
Jacob,” says the Master. 

“We shall live to repent of this,” says Mr. Henry, and flung out 
of the hall. 

As for Miss Alison, she caught up that piece of gold which had 
just sent her lover to the wars, and flung it clean through the 
family shield in the great painted window. 

“If you loved me as well as I love you, you would have stayed,” 
cried she. 

“ ‘I could not love you, dear, so well, loved I not honour more,’ ” 
sang the Master. 

“0!” she cried, “you have no heart—I hope you may be killed!” 
and she ran from the room, and in tears to her own chamber. 

It seems the Master turned to my lord with his most comical 
manner, and says he, “This looks like a devil of a wife.” 

“I think you are a devil of. a son to me,” cried his father, “you 
that have always been the favourite, to my shame be it spoken. 
Never a good hour have I gotten of you, since you were born; no, 
never one good hour,” and repeated it again the third time. 
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Whether it was the Masters levity, or his insubordination, or Mr 
Henry's word about the favourite son, that had so much disturbed 
my lord, I do not know; but I incline to think it was the last, or 
have it by all accounts that Mr. Henry was more made up to from 

^Altogether it was in pretty ill blood with his family that the 
Master rode to the north; which was titc more sorrowful for others 
to remember when it seemed too late. By fear and favour, he had 
scraped together near upon a dozen men, principally tenants 
sons; they were all pretty full when they set forth, and rode up 
the hill by the old abbey, roaring and singing, the white cockade 
in every hat. It was a desperate venture for so small a company to 
cross the most of Scotland unsupported; and (what made folk 
think so the more) even as that poor dozen was clattering up the 
hill a great ship of the king's navy, that could have brought them 
under with a single boat, lay with her broad ensign streaming 
in the bay. The next afternoon, having given the Master a fair 
start, it was Mr. Henry’s turn; and he rode off, all by himself, to 
offer his sword and carry letters from his father to King George's 
government. Miss Alison was shut in her room and did little but 
weep, till both were gone; only she stitched the cockade upon the 
Master's hat and (as John Paul told me) it was wetted with tears 

when he carried it down to him. 

In all that followed, Mr. Henry and my old lord were true to 

their bargain. That ever they accomplished anything is more 
than I could learn; and that they were anyway strong on the 
Kings side, more than I believe. But they kept the letter of loyalty, 
corresponded with my Lord President, sat still at home, and had 
little or no commerce with the Master while that business lasted. 
Nor was he, on his side, more communicative. Miss Alison, indeed, 
was always sending him expresses, but I do not know if she had 
many answers. Macconochie rode for her once, and found the 
Highlanders before Carlisle, and the Master riding by the Prince’s 
side in high favour; he took the letter (so Macconochie tells), 
opened it, glanced it through with a mouth like a man whistling, 
and stuck it in his belt, whence, on his horse passaging, it fell 
unregarded to the ground. It was Macconochie who picked it up; 
and he still kept it, and indeed I have seen it in his hands. News 
came to Durrisdeer of course, by the common report, as it goes 
travelling through a country, a thing always wonderful to me. By 
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Mat means the family learned more of the Master’s favour with 
, CC ' , and thc S'ound it was said to stand on: for by a 

strange condescension in a man so proud-only that he was a 
man stdl more ambitious-he was said to have crept into nota- 
»ht> by truckling the Irish. Sir Thomas Sullivan, Colonel 
But he and the rest were his daily comrades, by which course he 
’drew himself from lus own countryfolk. All the small in- 
tngues, he had a hand in fomenting; thwarted my Lord George 
upon a thousand points: was always for the advice that seemed 
palatable to the Prince, no matter if it was good or bad; and seems 
upon thc whole (like the gambler he was all through life) to have 
had less regard to the chances of the campaign than to the great¬ 
ness of favour he might aspire to, if (by any luck) it should suc¬ 
ceed. For the rest, he did very well in the field; no one questioned 
that; for lie was no coward. 


The next was the news of Culloden, which was brought to Dur- 
lisdcer by one of the tenants’ sons, thc only survivor, he declared, 
of all those that had gone singing up the hill. By an unfortunate 
chance, John Paul and Macconocliie had that very morning found 
the guinea piece (which was the root of all the evil) sticking in a 
holly bush; they had been “up the gait,” as the servants say at 
Durrisdeer, to the change-house; and if they had little left of the 
guinea, they had less of their wits. What must John Paul do, but 
burst into the hall where the family sat at dinner, and cry the 
news to them that “Tam Macmorland was but new lichtit at the 
door, and—wirra, wirra—there were nane to come behind him”? 

They took the word in silence like folk condemned; only Mr. 
Henry carrying his palm to t his face, and Miss Alison laying her 
head outright upon her hands. As for my lord, he was like ashes. 

“I have still one son,” says he. “And, Henry, I will do you this 
justice, it is the kinder that is left.” 

It was a strange thing to say in such a moment: but my lord had 
never forgotten Mr. Henry’s speech, and he had years of injustice 
on his conscience. Still it was a strange thing; and more than Miss 
Alison could let pass. She broke out and blamed my lord for his 
unnatural words, and Mr. Henry because he was sitting there in 
safety when his brother lay dead, and herself because she had given 
her sweetheart ill words at his departure; calling him the flower 
of the flock, wringing her hands, protesting her love, and crying 
on him by his name; so that the servants stood astonished. 
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Mr. Henry got to his feet and stood holding his chair; it was he 

that was like ashes now. 

“O,” he burst out suddenly, “I know you loved him! 

“The world knows that, glory be to God!” cried she; and then 
to Mr. Henry: “There is none but me to know one thing—that 

you were a traitor to him in your heart.” 

“God knows,” groans he, “it was lost love on both sides.” 

Time went by in the house after that, without much change, 
only they were now three instead of four, which was a perpetual 
reminder of their loss. Miss Alison’s money, you are to bear in 
mind, was highly needful for the estates; and the one brother 
being dead, my old lord soon set his heart upon her marrying the 
other. Day in, day out, he would work upon her, sitting by the 
chimney-side with his finger in his Latin book, and his eyes set 
upon her face with a kind of pleasant intentness that became the 
old gentleman very well. If she wept, he would condole with her, 
like an ancient man that has seen worse times and begins to think 
lightly even of sorrow; if she raged, he would fall to reading again 
in his Latin book, but always with some civil excuse; if she of¬ 
fered (as she often did) to let them have her money in a gift, he 
would show her how little it consisted with his honour, and re¬ 
mind her, even if he should consent, that Mr. Henry would cer¬ 
tainly refuse. Non vi sed sape cadcndo was a favorite word of 
his; and no doubt this quiet persecution wore away much of her 
resolve; no doubt, besides, he had a great influence on the girl, 
having stood in the place of both her parents; and for that matter, 
she was herself filled with the spirit of the Duries, and would have 
gone a great way for the glory of Durrisdeer; but not so far, I 
think, as to marry my poor patron, had it not been (strangely 
enough) for the circumstance of his extreme unpopularity. 

This was the work of Tam Macmorland. There was not much 
harm in Tam; but he had that grievous weakness, a long tongue; 
and as the only man in that country who had been out (or rather 
who had come in again) he was sure of listeners. Those that have 
the underhand in any fighting, I have observed, are ever anxious 
to persuade themselves they were betrayed. By Tam s account of 
it, the rebels had been betrayed at every turn and by every officer 
they had; they had been betrayed at Derby, and betrayed at 
Falkirk; the night march was a step of treachery , of my Lord 
George’s; and Culloden was lost by the treachery of the Mac- 
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. 1 , a ) S HS , la,Ht ° f lm P uun R treason grew upon the fool till 

/ ' he ,m V' «« in Mr. Henry also. Mr. Henry (by his ccoun 

:; lu ,,avcd the lads of Durrisdecr: he had promised to follow 

Hi. mote men. and instead of that he had ridden to King George 

A . and the next day!” Tan, would cry. ‘The puir. bonnfeMasfer 

,C kl,ul Iads ,hat tade wi- him. were hardly owcr the 

scam. o. he was all-,he Judis! Ay, weel-he has his way ot: he's 

he HicT, I 1 , T a . nd there ' S a caldd cor P amang 

the H,eland heather! And at this, if Tam had been drinking he 

would begin to weep. ° 

Let any one speak long enough, he will get believers. This view 
of Mr. Henry s behaviour crept about the country by little and 
little: it was talked upon by folk that knew the contrary but were 
short of topics; and it was heard and believed and given out for 
gospel by the ignorant and the ill-willing. Mr. Henry began to be 
s 'tinned; yet awhile, and the commons began to murmur as he 
went by, and the women (who are always the most bold because 
they are the most safe) to cry out their reproaches to his face. The 
Master was cried up for a saint. It was remembered how he had 
never any hand in pressing the tenants; as, indeed, no more lie 
had, except to spend the money. He was a little wild perhaps, the 
folk said; but how much better was a natural, wild lad that would 
soon have settled down, than a skinflint and a sneckdraw, sitting, 
with his nose in an account-book, to persecute poor tenants. One 
trollop, who had had a child to the Master and by all accounts 
been very badly used, yet made herself a kind of champion of his 
memory. She flung a stone one day at Mr. Henry. 

“Whaur’s the bonnie lad that trustit ye?” she cried. 

Mr. Henry reined in his horse and looked upon her, the blood 
flowing from his lip. “Ay, Jess?” says he. “You too? And yet ye 
should ken me better.” For it was he who had helped her with 


money. 

The woman had another stone ready, which she made as if she 
would cast; and he, to ward himself, threw up the hand that held 
his riding rod. 

“What, would ye beat a lassie, ye ugly-?” cries she, and ran 

away screaming as though he had struck her. 

Next day word went about the country like wildfire that Mr. 
Henry had beaten Jessie Broun within an inch of her life. I give 
it as one instance of how this snowball grew and one calumny 
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brought another; until my poor patron was so perished in reputa¬ 
tion that he began to keep the house like my lord. All this while, 
you may be very sure he uttered no complaints at home; the very 
ground of the scandal was too sore a matter to be handled; and 
Mr. Henry was very proud and strangely obstinate in silence. My 
old lord must have heard of it, by John Paul, if by no one else; 
and he must at least have remarked the altered habits of his son. 
Yet even he, it is probable, knew not how high the feeling ran, 
and as for Miss Alison, she was ever the last person to hear news, 

and the least interested when she heard them. 

In the height of the ill-feeling (for it died away as it came, no 
man could say why) there was an election forward in the town of 
St. Bride’s, which is the next to Durrisdeer, standing on the Water 
of Swift; some grievance was fermenting, I forget what, if ever I 
heard; and it was currently said there would be broken heads 
ere night, and that the sheriff had sent as far as Dumfries for sol¬ 
diers. My lord moved that Mr. Henry should be present; assuring 
him it was necessary to appear, for the credit of the house. It 
will soon be reported,” said he, ‘‘that we do not take the lead in 

o\ir own country.” 

“It is a strange lead that I can take,” said Mr. Henry; and when 
they had pushed him further, “I tell you the plain truth,” he said, 

“I dare not show my face.” 

“You are the first of the house that ever said so,” cries Miss 
Alison. 

“We will go all three,” said my lord; and sure enough he got 
into his boots (the first time in four years—a sore business John 
Paul had to get them on) and Miss Alison into her riding coat, 

and all three rode together to St. Bride s. 

The streets were full of the riff-raff of all the country-side, who 
had no sooner clapped eyes on Mr. Henry than the hissing began, 
and the hooting, and the cries of “Judasl” and “Where was the 
Master?” and “Where were the poor lads that rode with him?” 
Even a stone was cast; but the more part cried shame at that, for 
my old lord’s sake and Miss Alison’s. It took not ten minutes to 
persuade my lord that Mr. Henry had been right. He said never 
a word, but turned his horse about, and home again, with his 
chin upon his bosom. Never a word said Miss Alison; no doubt 
she thought the more; no doubt her pride was stung, for she was 
a bone-bred Durie; and no doubt her heart was touched to see her 
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cousm so unjustly used. That night she was never in bed- I have 

; >ftC " ' »»■ lady when I ell to n.ind that night I readUv 

Otgnc her all: and the first thing in the morning, she came to the 
old lord m Ins usual seat. 

If Hem\ still wants me, said she, “lie can have me now.” To 
htmself she had a different speech: “I bring you no love, Henry; 
but God knows, all the pity in the world.” 

June the first. 1718, was the day of their marriage. It was De¬ 
cember of the same year that first saw me alighting at the doors 
of the gieat house; and from there I take up the history of events 
ns they befell under my own observation, like a witness in a court. 


I made the last of my journey in the cold end of December in 
a mighty dry day of frost; and who should be my guide but Patey 
Macmorland, brother of Tam? For a tow-headed, bare-legged brat 
of ten, he had more ill tales upon his tongue than ever I heard 
the match of; having drunken betimes in his brother’s cup. I was 
still not so old myself; pride had not yet the upper-hand of 
curiosity; and indeed it would have taken any man, that cold 
morning, to hear all the old clashes of the country and be shown 
all the places by the way where strange things had fallen out. I 
had tales of Claverhouse as we came through the bogs, and tales of 
the devil as we came over the top of the scaur. As we came in by 
the abbey I heard somewhat of the old monks, and more of the 
freetraders, who use its ruins for a magazine, landing for that 
cause within a cannon-shot of Durrisdeer; and along all the road, 
the Durics and poor Mr. Henry were in the first rank of slander. 
My mind was thus highly prejudiced against the family I was 
about to serve; so that I was half surprised, when I beheld Durris¬ 
deer itself, lying in a pretty, sheltered bay, under the Abbey Hill; 
the house most commodiously built in the French fashion or per¬ 
haps Italianate, for I have no skill in these arts; and the place the 
most beautified with gardens, lawns, shrubberies, and trees I had 
ever seen. The money sunk here unproductively would have quite 
restored the family; but as it was, it cost a revenue to keep it up. 

Mr. Henry came himself to the door to welcome me: a tall, dark 
young gentleman (the Duries are all black men) of a plain and 
not cheerful face, very strong in body but not so strong in health: 
taking me by the hand without any pride, and putting me at home 
with plain, kind speeches. He led me into the hall, booted as I was. 
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to present me to my lord. It was still daylight; and the first thing 
I observed was a lozenge of clear glass in the midst of the shiclc 
in the painted window, which I remember thinking a blemish on 
a room otherwise so handsome, with its family portraits, and the 
parget ted ceiling with pendants, and the carved chimney, m one 
corner of which my old lord sat reading in his Livy. He was like 
Mr. Henry, with much the same plain countenance, only more 
subtle and pleasant, and his talk a thousand times more enter¬ 
taining. He had many questions to ask me, I remember, of Edin¬ 
burgh College, where I had just received my mastership of arts, 
and°of the various professors, with whom and their proficiency he 
seemed well acquainted; and thus, talking of things that I knew, 

I soon got liberty of speech in my new home. 

In the midst of this, came Mrs. Henry into the room; she was 
very far gone, Miss Katharine being due in about six weeks, which 
made me think less of her beauty at the first sight; and she used 
me with more of condescension than the rest; so that, upon all 


accounts, I kept her in the third place of my esteem. 

It did not take long before all Pate Macmorland s tales were 
blotted out of my belief, and I was become, what I have ever since 
remained, a loving servant of the house of Durrisdeer. Mr. Henry 
had the chief part of my affection. It was with him I worked; and 
I found him an exacting master, keeping all his kindness for those 
hours in which we were unemployed, and in the steward's office 
not only loading me with work but viewing me with a shrewd 
supervision. At length one day, he looked up from his paper with a 
kind of timidness, and says he, “Mr. Mackellar, I think I ought 
to tell you that you do very well.** That was my first word of com¬ 
mendation; and from that day his jealousy of my performance 
was relaxed; soon it was “Mr. Mackellar’* here, and “Mr. Mac¬ 
kellar’’ there, with the whole family; and for much of my service 
at Durrisdeer, I have transacted everything at my own time and to 
my own fancy, and never a farthing challenged. Even while he 
was driving me, I had begun to find my heart go out to Mr. 
Henry; no doubt, partly in pity, he was a man so palpably un¬ 
happy. He would fall into a deep muse over our accounts, staring 
at the page or out of the window; and at those times the look 
of his face, and the sigh that would break from him, awoke in me 
strong feelings of curiosity and commiseration. One day, I remem¬ 
ber, we were late upon some business in the steward’s room. This 
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loom is in the top of the house and has a view uoon ,h„ t 
over a little wooded cane on ,h„ I P bay ’ and 

each. Mi. Henry had been staring straight west sn that r 
veiled he was not blinded by the sun; suddenly he frowns, rubs hC 
hand upon his brow, and turns to me with a smile. 

“\ou would not guess what I was thinking,” says he. “I was 
thinking I would be a happier man if I could ride and run the 
danger ol my life, with these lawless companions.” 

thnVhtlsT 1 had ° b r ved hC did n0t e,, j° y S° od s P iri ‘*: and 

hat it IXas a common fancy to envy others and think we should 

)e the better of some change; quoting Horace to the point, like 
a young man fresh from college. 

Why, just so,” said he. “And with that we may get back to our 
accounts.” 


It was not long before I began to get wind of the causes that 
so much depressed him. Indeed a blind man must have soon dis- 
co'cied there was a shadow on the house, the shadow of the 
Master of Ballantrae. Dead or alive (and he was then supposed 
to be dead) that man was his brother’s rival: his rival abroad, 
where there was never a good word for Mr. Henry and nothing 
but regret and praise for the Master; and his rival at home, not 
only with his father and his wife, but with the very servants. 

They were two old serving men, that were the leaders. John 
Paul, a little, bald, solemn, stomachy man, a great professor of 
piety and (take him for all in all) a pretty faithful servant, was 
the chief of the Master’s faction. None durst go so far as John. He 
took a pleasure in disregarding Mr. Henry publicly, often with a 
slighting comparison. My lord and Mrs. Henry took him up, to be 
sure, but never so resolutely as they should; and he had only to 
pull his weeping face and begin his lamentations for the Master— 
“his laddie,” as he called him—to have the whole condoned. As 
for Henry, he let these things pass in silence, sometimes with a 
sad and sometimes with a black look. There was no rivalling the 
dead, he knew that; and how to censure an old serving man for a 
fault of loyalty, was more than he could see. His was not the 
tongue to do it. 

Macconochie was chief upon the other sside; an old, ill-spoken, 
swearing, ranting, drunken dog; and I have often thought it an 
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Odd circumstance in human nature, that these two serving men 

, iirl r ich have been the champion of his contrary, 

and made \ight of their own virtues^ 

they beheld them in a master. Macconoch.e had soon smelled o 
v sec et inclination, took me much into h.s confidence, and 
wouUUant*against the Master by the hour so ^-ntny-C 
suffered “They’re a' daft here,” he would cry, and 
to them! The Master-the deil’s in their tlnapples that should 
call him sae! it's Mr. Henry should be Master notv They e e 
nanc sea fond o' the Master when they had him. I H can tel > 
that Sorrow on his name! Never a guid word did I hear on his 
lips nor naebody else, but just fleering and flyting and profane 
cursing—deil ha'e him! There’s nane kent his wickedness: him a 
gentleman! Did ever ye hear tell, Mr. Mackellar, o' Wr.lly White 
the wabster? No? Aweel, Wully was an unco praying kind o man, 
a driest body, nane o' my kind, 1 never could abide the sight o 
him; onyway he was a great hand by his way of it, anc le: up. ant 
rebukit the Master for some of his on goings. It was a grand thing 
for the Master o’ Ball'ntrae to tak up a feud wi’ a wabster, was 
nae’t?” Macconochie would sneer: indeed he never took the ful 
name upon his lips but with a sort of a whine of hatied. But 1 
did! A fine employ it was: chapping at the man's door, and ciying 
'boo' in his lum, and puttin’ poother in his fire, and pee-oys in 
his window; till the man thocht it was auld Horme was come 
seekin' him. Weel, to mak a lang story short, Wully gaed gyte. 
At the hinder end, they couldnae get him fra his knees, but he 
just roared and prayed and grat straucht on, till he got his release. 
It was fair murder, a’body said that. Ask John Paul—he was 
brawly ashamed o’ that game, him that’s sic a Christian man. 
Grand doin’s for the Master o' Ball’ntrae!” I asked him what the 
Master had thought of it himself. "How would I ken?” says he. 
“He never said naething.” And on again in his usual manner of 
banning and swearing, with every now and again a "Master of 
Ballantrae” sneered through his nose. It was in one of these 
confidences, that he showed me the Carlisle letter, the print of 
the horse-shoe still stamped in the paper. Indeed that was our 
last confidence; for he then expressed himself so ill-naturedly of 
Mrs. Henry, that I had to reprimand him sharply, and must 
thenceforth hold him at a distance. 

* A kind of firework made with damp powder. 
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M' Old lord was Uniformly kind to Mr. Henry; he had even 
p;at\ wavs o gratitude, and would sometimes clap him on the 
shoulder and say, as it to the world it Hrpp- “TK 1 • 

r, "*tr e " K """X 

and justice. But I think that was all. and I am sure Mr Hcnrv 

often" ' 1 ' S °' ! h ° T Wa * a “ f ° r lhe dead son ' Not ^at this was 
en gnen bteath to; indeed with me but once. My lord had 

hi,; thTtrTth. V 1 SOt ° U Whh Mr - Henr >' and 1 '’ad told 

A >.” said he, looking sideways on the burning fire, “Henrv 
is a good lad. a very good lad.” said he. “You have heard. Mr. 
Mackellai, that I had another son? I am afraid he was not so 
virtuous a lad as Mr. Henry; but dear me, lie's dead, Mr. Mac- 
kcllar. and while lie lived we were all very proud of him, all very 
proud. If he was not all he should have been in some ways well 
perhaps we loved him better!” I bis last he said looking musingly 
in the fire; and then to me, with a great deal of briskness, “But 
I am rejoiced you do so well with Mr. Henry. You will find him a 
good master.” And with that he opened his book, which was the 
customary signal of dismission. But it would be little that he read 
and less that he understood; Culloden field and the Master, these 
would be the burthen of his thought; and the burthen of mine 
was an unnatural jealousy of the dead man for Mr. Henry’s sake, 
that had even then begun to grow on me. 

I am keeping Mrs. Henry for the last so that this expression of 


my sentiment may seem unwarrantably strong: the reader shall 
judge for himself when I am done. But I must first tell of another 
matter, which was the means of bringing me more intimate. I 
had not yet been six months at Durrisdeer when it chanced that 
John Paul fell sick and must keep his bed; drink was the root of 
his malady, in my poor thought; but he was tended and indeed 
carried himself like an afflicted saint; and the very minister, who 
came to visit him, professed himself edified when he went away. 
The third morning of his sickness, Mr. Henry comes to me with 
something of a hang-dog look. 

‘‘Mackellar,’* says he, “I wish I could trouble you upon a little 
service. There is a pension we pay; it is John’s part to carry it; 
and now that he is sick, I know not to whom I should look unless 
it was yourself. The matter is very delicate; I could not carry it 
with my own hand for a sufficient reason; I dare not send Mac- 


» 
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conochie who is a talker, and I am-I have-I am desiroi.s tins 
should not come to Mrs. Henry's ears, " says he, and hushed to 


neck as he said it. T „ •_ 

To say truth, when I found I was to carry money to one Jessie 

Broun who was no better than she should be, I supposed it was 

some trip of his own that Mr. Henry was dissembling. I was the 

more impressed when the truth came out. . , 

It was up a wynd off a side street in St. Bride’s, that Jessie had 

her lodging. The place was very ill inhabited, mostly by the free 
trading sort; there was a man with a broken head at the entry: 
halfway up, in a tavern, fellows were roaring and singing, though 
it was not yet nine in the day. Altogether, I had never seen a 
worse neighbourhood even in the great city of Edinburgh, and 
I was in two minds to go back. Jessie’s room was of a piece with 
her surroundings and herself no better. She would not give me the 
receipt (which Mr. Henry had told me to demand, for he was very 
methodical) until she had sent out for spirits and I had pledged 
her in a glass; and all the time she carried on in a light-headed, 
reckless way, now aping the manners of a lady, now breaking into 
unseemly mirth, now making coquettish advances that oppressed 
me to the ground. Of the money, she spoke more tragically. 

“It’s blood money,” said she, “I take it for that: blood money for 
the betrayed. See what I’m brought down tol Ah, if the bonnie lad 
were back again, it would be changed days. But he’s deid—he’s 
lyin’ deid amang the Hieland hills—the bonnie lad, the bonnie 


lad!” 

She had a rapt manner of crying on the bonnie lad, clasping 
her hands and casting up her eyes, that I think she must have 
learned of strolling players; and I thought her sorrow very much 
of an affectation, and that she dwelled upon the business because 
her shame was now all she had to be proud of. I will not say I did 
not pity her, but it was a loathing pity at the best; and her last 
change of manner wiped it out. This was when she had had 
enough of me for an audience and had set her name at last to the 
receipt. “There!” says she, and taking the most unwomanly oaths 
upon her tongue, bade me begone and carry it to the Judas who 
had sent me. It was the first time I had heard the name applied 
to Mr. Henry; I was staggered besides at her sudden vehemence 
of word and manner; and got forth from the room, under this 
shower of curses, like a beaten dog. But even then I was not 
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{ 1 U “ : [°' lhc vixcn thrcw U P h cr window and. leaning forth con¬ 
tinued to revile me as I went up the wynd; the freetraders, com- 

mg to the tavern door, joined in the mockery; and one had even 

the inhumanity to set upon me a very savage, small dog, which bit 

me in the ankle. This was a strong lesson, had I required one to 

avoid ill company; and I rode home in much pain from the bite 
and considerable indignation of mind. 

Mr. Henry was in the stewards room, affecting employment, but 
I could see he was only impatient to hear of my errand. 

“Well.-' says he, as soon as I came in; and when I had told him 
something of what passed, and that Jessie seemed an undeserving 
woman and far from grateful: “She is no friend to me," said he; 
“but indeed, Mackellar, I have few friends to boast of; and Jessie 
has some cause to be unjust. I need not dissemble what all the 
country knows: she was not very well used by one of our family.” 
This was the first lime I had heard him refer to the Master even 
distantly; and I think he found his tongue rebellious, even for 
that much; but presently he resumed. “This is why I would have 
nothing said. It would give pain to Mrs. Henry . . . and to my 
father,” he added with another flush. 

“Mr. Henry,” said I, “if you will take a freedom at my hands, 
I would tell you to let that woman be. What service is your money 
to the like of her? She has no sobriety and no economy; as for 
gratitude, you will as soon get milk from a whinstonc; and if you 
will pretermit your bounty, it will make no change at all but just 
to save the ankles of your messengers.” 

Mr. Henry smiled. “But I am grieved about your ankle,” said 
lie, the next moment, with a proper gravity. 

“And observe,” I continued, “I give you this advice upon con¬ 
sideration; and yet my heart was touched for the woman in the 
beginning.” 

“Why there it is, you seel” said Mr. Henry. “And you are 
to remember that I knew her once a very decent lass. Besides 
which, although I speak little of my family, I think much of its 


repute.” 

And with that he broke up the talk, which was the first we had 
together in such confidence. But the same afternoon, I had the 
proof that his father was perfectly acquainted with the business, 
and that it was only from his wife that Mr. Henry kept it secret. 

“I fear you had a painful errand to-day,” says my lord to me: 
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■•for which, as it enters in no way amon g .^ur 
think you and to remind you at the same time (in case Mr. ) 

Sould have neglected) how very desirable it is thru no word o 
should reach my daughter. Reflections on the dead, Mr. Macke 

’-v *».: »<■ ■ 

his face how little he had to do, bolstering up the image of the 
dead in Mrs. Henry’s heart, and how much better he were em 
ployed" to shatter that false idol. For by this time, I saw very well 

how the land lay between my patron and his vile. 

My pen is clear enough to tell a plain tale; but to render the 

effect Of an infinity of small things, not one grea,^enough m 
itself to be narrated; and to translate the story of looks, and the 
message of voices when they are saying no great matter and 
put in half a page the essence of near eighteen months, this is 
what I despair to accomplish. The fault, to be very blunt, lay all m 
Mrs. Henry. She felt it a merit to have consented to the marriage, 
and she took it like a martyrdom; in which my old lord whether 
he knew it or not, fomented her. She made a merit, besides, of her 
constancy to the dead; though its name, to a nicer conscience, 
should have seemed rather disloyalty to the living; and here also 
mv lord gave her his countenance. I suppose he was glad to talk 
of his loss, and ashamed to dwell on it with Mr. Henry. Certain v 
at least, he made a little coterie apart in that family of three, and 
it was the husband who was shut out. It seems it was an old cus¬ 
tom when the family were alone in Durrisdeer, that my lord 
should take his wine to the chimney-side, and Miss Alison (instead 
of withdrawing) should bring a stool to his knee and chatter to 
him privately; and after she had become my patron s wife, the 
same manner of doing was continued. It should have been pleasant 
to behold this ancient gentleman so loving with his daughter; but 
I was too much a partisan of Mr. Henry’s, to be anything but 
wroth at his exclusion. Many’s the time I have seen him make an 
obvious resolve, quit the table, and go and join himself to his wife 
and my Lord Durrisdeer; and on their part, they were never back¬ 
ward to make him welcome, turned to him smilingly as to an 
intruding child, and took him into their talk with an effort so ill- 
concealed that he was soon back again beside me at the table; 
whence (so great is the hall of Durrisdeer) we could but hear the 
murmur of voices at the chimney There he would sit and watch. 
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and r along with him: and sometimes by mv lord s head sorrow¬ 
fully shaken, or his hand laid on Mrs. Henry's head, or hers upon 
lus knee as if in consolation, or sometimes by an exchange of tear¬ 
ful looks, we would draw our conclusion that the talk had gone 
to the old subject and the shadow of the dead was in the hall. 

I have hours when I blame Mr. Henry for taking all too 
patiently; yet we are to remember he was married in pity, and ac¬ 
cepted his wife upon that term. And indeed he had small en- 
ton i age merit to make a stand. Once, I remember, he announced 


he had found a man to replace the pane of the stained window; 
which, as it was he that managed all the business, was a thing 

tions. But to the Master’s fanciers, that 
pane was like a relic; and on the first word of any change, the 
blood flew to Mrs. Henry’s face. 

"I wonder at you!” she cried. 

”1 wonder at myself,” says Mr. Henry, with more of bitterness 
than I had ever heard him to express. 

Thereupon my old lord stepped in with his smooth talk, so that 
before the meal was at an end all seemed forgotten; only that, 
after dinner, when the pair had withdrawn as usual to the chim¬ 
ney-side, we could see her weeping with her head upon his knee. 
Mr. Henry kept up the talk with me upon some topic of the 
estates—he could speak of little else but business, and was never 
the best of company; but he kept it up that day with more 
continuity, his eye straying ever and again to the chimney and his 
coice changing to another key, but without check of delivery. The 
pane, however, was not replaced; and I believe he counted it a 
great defeat. 

Whether he was stout enough or no, God knows he was kind 
enough. Mrs. Henry had a manner of condescension with him, 


such as (in a wife) would have pricked my vanity into an ulcer; he 


took it like a favour. She held him at the staff’s end; forgot and 
then remembered and unbent to him, as we do to children; 
burthened him with cold kindness; reproved him with a change of 
colour and a bitten lip, like one shamed by his disgrace; ordered 
him with a look of the eye, when she was off her guard; when she 
was on the watch, pleaded with him for the most natural atten¬ 
tions as though they were unheard of favours. And to all this, 
he replied with the most unwearied service; loving, as folks say, 
the very ground she trod on, and carrying that love in his eyes as 
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bright as a lamp. When Miss Katharine was to ^ born nothing 
would serve but he must stay in the room behmd the.head of dm 

bed. There he sat, as white (they tell me) as a sheet a 
dropping from his brow; and the handkerchief he had in,hsha 

was crushed into a little ball no bigger than a musket bullet. No 
oruld he bear the sight of Miss Katharine for many a day; mdeed 
°doubt if he was ever what he should have been to my young 
lady; for the which want of natural feeling, he was loudly blamed. 

such was the state of this family down to the 7th April, 1749 
when there befell the first of that series of events which were to 
break so many hearts and lose so many lives. 


On that day I was sitting in my room a little before supper, 
•when John Paul burst open the door with no civility of knOC ^ ing ’ 
and told me there was one below that wished to speak with the 

steward; sneering at the name of my office. 

I asked what manner of man, and what his name was; and this 

disclosed the cause of John’s ill-humour; for it appeared the visitor 

refused to name himself except to me, a sore affront to the major- 

domo’s consequence. 

“Well,” said I, smiling a little, “I will see what he wants . 
I found in the entrance hall a big man very plainly habited and 
wrapped in a sea-cloak, like one new landed, as indeed he was. 
Not far off Macconochie was standing, with his tongue out of his 
mouth and his hand upon his chin, like a dull fellow thinking 
hard; and the stranger, who had brought his cloak about his face, 
appeared uneasy. He had no sooner seen me coming than he went 

to meet me with an effusive manner. 

“My dear man,” said he, “a thousand apologies for disturbing 

you, but I’m in the most awkward position. And there’s a son of a 
ramrod there that I should know the looks of, and more betoken 
I believe that he knows mine. Being in this family, sir, and in a 
place of some responsibility (which was the cause I took the liberty 
to send for you), you are doubtless of the honest party?” 

“You may be sure at least,” says I, “that all of that party are 

quite safe in Durrisdeer.” 

“My dear man, it is my very thought,” says he. “You see I 
have just been set on shore here by a very honest man, whose 
name I cannot remember, and who is to stand off and on for me 
till morning, at some danger to himself; and, to be clear with you, 
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I am a little concerned lest it should be at some to me. I have 

saved my life so often, Mr.—I forget your name, which is a verv 

good one that, faith, I would be very loath to lose it after all. 

And the son of a ramrod, whom I believe I saw before Car¬ 
lisle . . .” 

O. sir, said I, ‘you can trust Macconochie until to-morrow.” 
"Well, and it’s a delight to hear you say so,” says the stranger. 
" Hie truth is that my name is not a very suitable one in this 
counti ) of Scotland. With a gentleman like you, my dear man, 
I would have no concealments of course; and by your leave. I’ll 
just breathe it in your year. They call me Francis Burke: Colonel 


Francis Burke; and I am here, at a most damnable risk to myself, 
to sec your masters—if you’ll excuse me, my good man, for giving 
them the name, for I’m sure it's a circumstance I would never 
have guessed from your appearance. And if you would be just so 
very obliging as to take my name to them, you might say that I 
come bearing letters which I am sure they will be very rejoiced to 
have the reading of.” 

Colonel Francis Burke was one of the Prince’s Irishmen, that 
did his cause such an infinity of hurt and were so much distasted 
.of the Scots at the time of the rebellion; and it came at once into 
my mind, how the Master of Ballantrae had astonished all men 
by going with that party. In the same moment, a strong foreboding 
of the truth possessed my soul. 

“If you will step in here,” said I, opening a chamber door, “I 
will let my lord know.” 

“And I am sure it’s very good of you, Mr. What-is-your-name," 
says the Colonel. 

Up to the hall I went, slow footed. There they were all three, my 
old lord in his place, Mrs. Henry at work by the window, Mr. 
Henry (as was much his custom) pacing the low end. In the midst 
was the table laid for supper. I told them briefly what I had to 
say. My old lord lay back in his seat. Mrs. Henry sprang up stand¬ 
ing with a mechanical motion, and she and her husband stared at 
each other’s eyes across the room; it was the strangest, challenging 
look these two exchanged, and as they looked, the colour faded in 
their faces. Then Mr. Henry turned to me; not to speak, only to 
sign with his finger; but that was enough, and I went down again 


for the Colonel. 
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When wc returned, these three were in much the same position 

I had left them in; I believe no word had passed. 

“My Lord Durrisdeer no doubt?” says the Colonel, bowing, am 
my lord bowed in answer. "And .Ins” continues the Colonel. 

"should be the Master of Ballantrae?' 

"I have never taken that name,” said Mr. Henry, but I - 

Henry Durie at your service.” ...... 

Then the Colonel turns to Mrs. Henry, bowing with bis hat 
upon his heart and the most killing airs o£ ga lantry ^ere ca 
be no mistake about so fine a figure of a lady, says he. I address 
the seductive Miss Alison, of whom I have so often heard. 

Once more husband and wife exchanged a look. 

"I am Mrs. Henry Durie,” said she; "but before my marriage 

my name was Alison Graeme. 

Then my lord spoke up. “I am an old man, Colonel Burke, 
said he, "and a frail one. It will be mercy on your part to be ex¬ 
peditious. Do you bring me news of-” he hesitated, and then the 
words broke from him with a singular change of voice- my son 
“My dear lord, I will be round with you like a soldier, said the 

Colonel. “I do.” . . 

My lord held out a wavering hand; he seemed to wave a signal, 

but whether it was to give him time or to speak on, was more than 

we could guess. At length, he got out the one word- Good. 

“Why, the very best in the creation!” cries the Colonel, ror 

my good friend and admired comrade is at this hour in the fine 

city of Paris, and as like as not, if I know anything of his habits, 

he will be drawing in his chair to a piece of dinner.— Bedad, 

I believe the lady’s fainting.” 

Mrs. Henry was indeed the colour of death, and drooped against 
the window-frame. But when Mr. Henry made a movement as if to 
run to her, she straightened with a sort of shiver. I am well, she 


said, with her white lips. 

Mr. Henry stopped, and his face had a strong twitch of anger. 
The next moment, he had turned to the Colonel. “You must not 
blame yourself,” says he, “for this effect on Mrs. Durie. It is only 
natural; we were all brought up like brother and sister. 

Mrs. Henry looked at her husband with something like relief 
or even gratitude. In my way of thinking, that speech was the first 
step he made in her good graces. 
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"You must tr\ to forgive me. Mrs. Dune, for indeed and I am 
just an Irish savage." said the Colonel: "and I deserve to be shot 
lor not breaking the matter more artistically to a lady. But here 
are the Master's own letters; one for each of the three of you; and 

to be sure (if I know anything of my friend's genius) he will tell 
Ills own story with a better grace.” 

He brought the three letters forth as he spoke, arranged them 

by their superscriptions, presented the first to my lord, who took it 

greedily, and advanced towards Mrs. Henry holding out the 
second. 

But the lady waved it back. “To my husband,” says she. with a 
choked voice. 


I he Colonel was a quick man. but at this he was somewhat non¬ 
plussed. "To be sure,” says he, “how very dull of mel To be sure.” 
But he still held the letter. 

At last Mr. Henry reached forth his hand, and there was nothing 
to be done but give it up. Mr. Henry took the letters (both hers 
and his own) and looked upon their outside, with his brows 
knit hard as if he were thinking. He had surprised me all through 
by his excellent behaviour; but he was to excel himself now. 

“Let me give you a hand to your room,” said he to his wife. 
"This has come something of the suddenest; and at any rate, you 
will wish to read your letter by yourself.” 

Again she looked upon him with the same thought of wonder; 
but he gave her no time, coming straight to where she stood. “It 
will be better so, believe me,” said he, “and Colonel Burke is too 
considerate not to excuse you.” And with that he took her hand by 
the fingers, and led her from the hall. 

Mrs. Henry returned no more that night; and when Mr. Henry 
went to visit her next morning, as I heard long afterwards, she 
gave him the letter again, still unopened. 

“O, read it and be done!” he had cried. 

“Spare me that,” said she. 

And by these two speeches, to my way of thinking, each undid 
a great part of what they had previously done well. But the 
letter, sure enough, came into my hands and by me was burned, 
unopened. 


To be very exact as to the adventures of the Master after Cul- 
loden, I wrote not long ago to Colonel Burke, now a Chevalier of 

I 
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the Order o£ St. Louis, begging him for some notes m^vnung. 

t rnnlrl scarce depend upon my memory at so ^ 
terva^To^confess the C truth. I have been somewhat embarra^d by 
hTs response; for he sent me the complete memoirs of his life, 
touching only in places on the Master; running to a much grea 
length than my whole story, and not everywhere (as it seems to 
mef designed L edification. He begged in his letter, dated from 
Euenheim, that I would find a publisher for the vdroht ater 
had made what use of it I required; and I think I shall be 
answer my own purpose and fulfill his wishes by printing 
parts of it in full In this way my readers will have a detailed and 
believe a very genuine account of some essential matters, am 
S publisher fhould take a fancy to the Chevalier's manner of 
narration, he knows where to apply for the rest, of which there 
is plenty at his service. I put in my first extract here, so that it may 
stand in the place of what the Chevalier told us over our iv.ne .n 
the hall of Durrisdeer; but you are to suppose it was not the brutal 
fact but a very varnished version that he offered to my lord. 


The Master’s Wanderings 
FROM THE MEMOIRS OF THE 
CHEVALIER DE BURKE 

T LEFT RUTHVF.N (IT'S HARDLY NECESSARY TO REMARK) WITH MUCH 

1 greater satisfaction than I had come to it; but whether I missed 
my way in the deserts, or whether my companions failed me, I 
soon found myself alone. This was a predicament very disagree¬ 
able; for I never understood this horrid country or savage people, 
and the last stroke of the Prince’s withdrawal had made us of the 
Irish more unpopular than ever. I was reflecting on my poor 
chances, when I saw another horseman on the hill, whom I sup¬ 
posed at first to have been a phantom, the news of his death in the 
very front at Culloden being current in the army generally. This 
was the Master of Ballantrae, my Lord Durrisdeer’s son, a young 
nobleman of the rarest gallantry and parts, and equally designed 
by nature to adorn a court and to reap laurels in the field. Our 
meeting was the more welcome to both, as he was one of the few 
Scots who had used the Irish with consideration and as he might 
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now be of very high utility in aiding my escape. Yet what founded 

rinv faWe f K CndS t' P , “ circumslance b Y itself, as romantic 

as an\ table of king Arthur. 

This was on the second day of our flight, after we had slept one 
night m the rain upon the inclination of a mountain. There -was 
an Appin man. Alan Black Stewart (or some such name * but 
I have seen him since in France), who chanced to be passing the 
same way, and had a jealousy of my companion. Very uncivil ex¬ 
pressions were exchanged; and Stewart calls upon the Master to 
alight and have it out. 

"Why, Mr. Stewart,” says the Master, “I think at the present 
time I would prefer to run a race with you.” And with the word 
claps spurs to his horse. 

Stewait lan after us, a childish thing to do, for more than a mile; 

and I could not help laughing, as I looked back at last and saw 

him on a hill, holding his hand to his side and nearly burst with 
running. 

But all the same, I could not help saying to my companion, “I 
would let no man run after me for any such proper purpose, and 

not give him his desire. It was a good jest, but it smells a trifle 
cowardly.” 


He bent his brows at me. “I do pretty well,” says he, “when I 
saddle myself with the most unpopular man in Scotland, and let 
that suffice for courage.” 

“O, bedad,” says I, “I could show you a more unpopular with 
the naked eye. And if you like not my company, you can ‘saddle’ 
yourself on some one else.” 


“Colonel Burke,” says he, “do not let us quarrel; and to that 
effect, let me assure you I am the least patient man in the world.” 

“I am as little patient as yourself,” said I. “I care not who knows 
that.” 

“At this rate,” says lie, reining in, “we shall not go very far. And 
I propose we do one of two things upon the instant: either quarrel 
and be done; or make a sure bargain to bear everything at each 
other’s hands.” 

“Like a pair of brothers?” said I. 

“I said no such foolishness,” he replied. “I have a brother of my 


• note by MR. MACKELLAR. Should not this be Alan Breck Stewart, afterwards 
notorious as the Appin murderer? The Chevalier is sometimes very weak on 
names. 
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“O X am as bad as yourself, said 1. mere is 

Francis Burke. But which is it to be? Fight 01 ma c n 
"why,” says he, “I think it will be the best manner to spin a 

"^proposition was too highly chivalrous not to take my fancy 
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those points in my memoirs by which we may see the old tales o 
Homer and the poets are equally true to-day, at least of the noble 
an d genteel. The coin fell for peace, and we shook hands upon out 
bargain And then it was that my companion explained to me his 
thought in running away from Mr. Stewart, "J| ch certainly 
worthy of his political intellect. The report of his death he said 
was a great guard to him; Mr. Stewart having recognised him, had 
become a danger; and he had taken the briefest road to that 
gentleman’s silence. “For,” says he, “Alan Black is too vain a man 

to narrate any such story of himself.” 

Towards afternoon, we came down to the shores of that loch for 

which we were heading; and there was the ship but newly come to 

anchor. She was the Sainte-Marie-des-Anges, out of the port of 

Havre-de-Grace. The Master, after we had signalled for a boat, 

asked me if I knew the captain. I told him he was a countryman of 

mine, of the most unblemished integrity, but, I was afraid, a 

rather timorous man. . . , .. 

“No matter,” says he. "For all that, he should certainly hear the 

truth.” r , 

I asked him if he meant about the battle? for if the captain 

once knew the standard was down, he would certainly put to sea 
again at once. 

“And even then!” said he; “the arms are now of no sort ot 
utility.” 

“My dear man,” said I, “who thinks of the arms? But to be 
sure we must remember our friends. They will be close upon our 
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heels perhaps the Prince himself, and if the ship be gone, a great 
number of valuable lives may be imperilled." 

1 he captain and the crew have lives also, if you come to that " 
says Ballantrae. 

1 his I declared was but a quibble, and that I would not hear 
of the captain being told: and then it was that Ballantrae made 
me a witty answer for the sake of which (and also because I have 
been blamed myself in this business of the Sainte-Marie dcs-Anges) 
I nave related the whole conversation as it passed. 

“Frank,” says he, “remember our bargain. I must not object 
to your holding your tongue, which I hereby even encourage you 
to do; but by the same terms, you are not to resent my telling.” 

I could not help laughing at this; though I still forewarned him 
what would come of it. 


‘The devil may come of it for what I care,” says the reckless 
fellow. “I have always done exactly as I felt inclined.” 

As is well known, my prediction came true. The captain had no 
sooner heard the news, than he cut his cable and to sea again; and 
before morning broke, we were in the Great Minch. 

The ship was very old; and the skipper although the most 
honest of men (and Irish too) was one of the least capable. The 
wind blew very boisterous, and the sea raged extremely. All that 
day we had little heart whether to cat or drink; went early to rest 
in some concern of mind; and (as if to give us a lesson) in the 
night, the wind chopped suddenly into the north-east, and blew 
a hurricane. We were awaked by the dreadful thunder of the 
tempest and the stamping of the mariners on deck; so that I sup¬ 
posed our last hour was certainly come; and the terror of my 
mind was increased out of all measure by Ballantrae, who mocked 
at my devotions. It is in hours like these that a man of any piety 
appears in his true light, and we find (what we are taught as 
babes) the small trust that can be set in worldly friends: I would 
be unworthy of my religion, if I let this pass without particular 
remark. For three days we lay in the dark in the cabin, and had 
but a biscuit to nibble. On the fourth, the wind fell, leaving the 
ship dismasted and heaving on vast billows. The captain had not 
a guess of whither we were blown; he was stark ignorant of his 
trade, and could do naught but bless the Holy Virgin: a very good 
thing too, but scarce the whole of seamanship. It seemed our one 
hope was to be picked up by another vessel; and if that should 
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prove to be an English ship, it might be no great blessmg to 

fi £ t d h anlLh days we tossed there hefp.ess --nth 

,o„. »U .... 8.. on her, b,„ ,he 1^ 
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dawn war cold and black, with a great sea running, and y 
of foul weather. In this situation, we were overjoyed to sight a 

small Ship on the horizon, and to perceive her go about and hea 

for the Sainte-Marie. But our gratification did not very 1 g 
endure; for when she had laid to and lowered a boat it was - 
mediately fdled with disorderly fellows, who sang and shoutedl as 
they pulled across to us, and swarmed in on our deck with bare cu - 
lasses cursing loudly. Their leader was a horrible villain with 
face blacked and his whiskers curled in ringlets: Teach, his name 
a most notorious pirate. He stamped about the deck, raving and 
crying out that his name was Satan and his ship was.called He. 
There was something about him like a wicked child or a half¬ 
witted person, that daunted me beyond expression. I whispered in 
the ear of Ballantrae, that I would not be the last to volunteer and 
only prayed God they might be short of hands: he approved my 

purpose with a nod. . 

“Bedad,” said I, to Master Teach, “if you are Satan, here is a 


divil for ye.” , , , . 

The word pleased him; and (not to dwell upon these shocking 

incidents) Ballantrae and I and two others were taken for recruits, 
while the skipper and all the rest were cast into the sea by the 
method of walking the plank. It was the first time I had seen this 
done- my heart died within me at the spectacle; and Master Teach 
or one of his acolytes (for my head was too much lost to be 
precise) remarked upon my pale face in a very alarming manner. 
I had the strength to cut a step or two of a jig and cry out some 
ribaldry, which saved me for that time; but my legs were like water 
when I must get down into the skiff among these miscreants; and 
what with my horror of my company and fear of the monstrous 
billows, it was all I could do to keep an Irish tongue and break 
a jest or two as we were pulled aboard. By the blessing of God, 
there was a fiddle in the pirate ship, which I had no sooner seen 
than I fell upon; and in my quality of crowder, I had the heavenly 
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, hat k.nd of a pandemonium that vessel was, I cannot describe 

in „^ Bedlam 'V ' Unatic - a,ul mi S ht called a lloat^ 

° B Drinking, roaring, singing, quarrelling, dancing they 

were never all sober a. one time; and there were days toother 

''be' 1 lf a Sl l ua11 Ilad supervened, it must have sent us‘to the 
bottom, or if a kings ship had come along, it would have found 
US quite helpless for defence. Once or twice, we sighted a sail, and 
■ f we were sober enough, overhauled it. God forgive us! and if we 
uete all too drunk, she got away, and I would bless the saints 
under my breath. Teach ruled, if you can call that rule which 
brought no order, by the terror he created; and I observed the 
man was very vain of his position. I have known marshals of 
r ranee, ay, and even Highland chieftains that were less openly 
puffed up; which throws a singular light on the pursuit of honour 
and glory. Indeed the longer we live, the more we perceive the 
sagacity of Aristotle and the other old philosophers; and though 
I have all my life been eager for legitimate distinctions, I can lay 
my hand upon my heart, at the end of my career, and declare there 
is not one—no, nor yet life itself—which is worth acquiring or 
preserving at the slightest cost of dignity. 


It was long before I got private speech of Ballantrae; but at 
length one night we crept out upon the boltsprit, when the rest 
were better employed, and commiserated our position. 

“None can deliver us but the saints,” said I. 

“My mind is very different,” said Ballantrae; “for I am going to 
deliver myself. This Teach is the poorest creature possible; we 
make no profit of him and lie continually open to capture; and,” 
says he, “I am not going to be a tarry pirate for nothing, nor yet 
to hang in chains if I can help it.” And he told me what was in 
his mind to better the state of the ship in the way of discipline, 
which would give us safety for the present, and a sooner hope of 
deliverance when they should have gained enough and should 
break up their company. 

I confessed to him ingenuously that my nerve was quite shook 
amid these horrible surroundings, and I durst scarce tell him to 
count upon me. 

“I am not very easy frightened,” said he, “nor very easy beat.” 
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A few days after, there befell an accident which had near y 
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quiet in the bows, looking under the shade of his hand, but or 
my part, true to my policy among these savages, I was at work tut 

the busiest and passing Irish jests for their diversion. 

-Run up the colours,” cries Teach. "Show the -s the Jolly 

R °if was the merest drunken braggadocio at such a stage, and 
might have lost us a valuable prize; but I thought it no part of 
mine to reason, and I ran up the black flag with my own hand. 
Ballantrae steps presently aft with a smile upon hisjace 
"You may perhaps like to know, you drunken dog, says he, 

“that you are chasing a king’s ship.” 

Teach roared him the lie; but he ran at the same time to the 

bulwarks, and so did they all. I have never seen so many drunken 

men struck suddenly sober. The cruiser had gone about, upon our 

impudent display of colours; she was just then filling on the new 

tack; her ensign blew out quite plain to see; and even as we stared 

there came a puff of smoke, and then a report, and a shot plunged 

in the waves a good way short of us. Some ran to the ropes, and 

got the Sarah round with an incredible swiftness. One fellow fell 

on the rum barrel, which stood broached upon the deck, and 

rolled it promptly overboard. On my part, I made for the Jo y 

Roger, struck it, tossed it in the sea; and could have flung myself 

after, so vexed was I with our mismanagement. As for Teach, he 

grew* as pale as death, and incontinently went down to his cabin. 

Only twice he came on deck that afternoon; went to the taffrail; 

took a long look at the king’s ship, which was still on the horizon 

heading after us; and then, without speech, back to his cabin. You 

may say he deserted us; and if it had not been for one very capable 

sailor we had on board, and for the lightness of the airs that blew 


all day, we must certainly have gone to the yardarm. 

It is to be supposed Teach was humiliated, and perhaps alarmed 
for his position with the crew; and the way in which he set about 
regaining what he had lost, was highly characteristic of the man. 
Early next day, we smelled him burning sulphur in his cabin and 
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crving out of “Hell, hell!** which was well understood among the 
<rew. and (died their minds with apprehension. Presently he comes 
on deck, a perfect figure of fun. his face blacked, his hair and 
whiskers curled, his belt stuck full of pistols; chewing bits of glass 
so that the blood ran down his chin, and brandishing a dirk. I do 
not know if he had taken these manners from the Indians of 
Amciica, where he was a native; but such was his way, and he 
would always thus announce that he was wound up to horrid 
deeds. The Inst that came near him was the fellow who had sent 
the rum overboard the day before; him he stabbed to the heart, 
damning him for a mutineer; and then capered about the body, 
raving and swearing and daring us to come on. It was the silliest 
exhibition; and yet dangerous too. for the cowardly fellow was 
plainly working himself up to another murder. 

All of a sudden, Ballantrac stepped forth. “Have done with this 
play-acting,’’ says he. “Do you think to frighten us with making 
faces? Wc saw nothing of you yesterday when you were wanted; 
and we did well without you, let me tell you that.” 

There was a murmur and a movement in the crew, of pleasure 
and alarm, I thought, in nearly equal parts. As for Teach, he gave 
a barbarous howl, and swung his dirk to fling it, an art in which 
(like many seamen) he was very expert. 

“Knock that out of his hand!” says Ballantrae, so sudden and 
sharp that my arm obeyed him before my mind had understood. 

Teach stood like one stupid, never thinking on his pistols. 

“Go down to your cabin,” cries Ballantrae, “and come on deck 
again when you are sober. Do you think we are going to hang for 
you, you black-faced, half-witted, drunken brute and butcher? Go 
down!” And he stamped his foot at him with such a sudden smart¬ 
ness that Teach fairly ran for it to the companion. 

“And now, mates,” says Ballantrae, “a word with you. I don’t 
know if you are gentlemen of fortune for the fun of the thing; 
but I am not. I want to make money, and get ashore again, and 
spend it like a man. And on one thing my mind is made up: I will 
not hang if I can help it. Come: give me a hint; I’m only a 
beginnerl Is there no way to get a little discipline and common- 
sense about this business?” 

One of the men spoke up: he said by rights they should have a 
quartermaster; and no sooner was the word out of his mouth, than 
they were all of that opinion. The thing went by acclamation. 
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Ballantrae was made quartermaster, the rum was put in his charge 
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Roberts; and the last proposal was to make an cn 
Ballantrae was afraid of a more efficient captain, who might be 
counterweight to himself, and he opposed this stoutly. Teach, he 
said was good enough to board ships and frighten fools with his 
blacked face and swLing; we could scarce get a better man than 
Teach for that; and besides as the man was now disconsidered and 
as good as deposed, we might reduce his proportion of the plunder. 
This carried it; Teach's share was cut down to a mere densio , 
being actually less than mine; and there remained only two points, 
whether he would consent, and who was to announce to him this 

resolution. „ 

“Do not let that stick you,” says Ballantrae, I will do that. 

And he stepped to the companion and down alone into the 

cabin to face that drunken savage. 

"This is the man for us,” cries one of the hands. “Three cheers 

for the quartermasterl” which, were given with a will, my own 

voice among the loudest, and I dare say these plaudits had their 

effect on Master Teach in the cabin, as we have seen of late days 

how shouting in the streets may trouble even the minds of legis- 

lators. , 

What passed precisely was never known, though some ol the 

heads of it came to die surface later on; and we were all amazed 
as well as gratified, when Ballantrae came on deck with Teach 
upon his arm, and announced that all had been consented. 

I pass swiftly over those twelve or fifteen months in which we 
continued to keep the sea in the North Atlantic, getting our food 
and water from the ships we overhauled and doing on the whole a 
pretty fortunate business. Sure no one could wish to read anything 
so ungenteel as the memoirs of a pirate, even an unwilling one like 
me! Things went extremely better with our designs, and Bal¬ 
lantrae kept his lead to my admiration from that day forth. I 
would be tempted to suppose that a gentleman must everywhere 
be first, even aboard a rover; but my birth is every whit as good as 
any Scottish lord’s, and I am not ashamed to confess that I stayed 
Crowding Pat until the end, and was not much better than the 
crew’s buffoon. Indeed it was no scene to bring out my merits. My 
health suffered from a variety of reasons; I was more at home to 
the last on a horse’s back than a ship’s deck; and to be ingenuous. 
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>hc fear of ihe sea was constanlly in my mind, battling with the 
ta' of my companions. I need not cry myself up for courage- I 
have done well on many fields under the eyes of famous generals 
and canted my late advancement by an act of the most distin¬ 
guished valour before many witnesses. But when we must proceed on 
one of our abordages, the heart of Francis Burke was in his boots- 
the little egg-shell skiff in which we must set forth, the horrible 
heaving of the vast billows, the height of the ship that we must 
scale, the thought of how many might be there in garrison upon 
their legitimate defence, the scowling heavens which (in that 
climate) so often looked darkly down upon our exploits, and 
the mere crying of the wind in my ears, were all considerations 
most unpalatable to my valour. Besides which, as I was always 
a creature of the nicest sensibility, the scenes that must follow on 
our success tempted me as little as the chances of defeat. Twice 
we found women on board; and though I have seen towns sacked, 
and of late days in France some very horrid public tumults, there 
' vas something in the smallest of the numbers engaged and the 
bleak, dangerous sea-surroundings that made these acts of piracy 
far the most revolting. I confess ingenuously I could never pro¬ 
ceed, unless I was three parts drunk; it was the same even with the 
crew; Teach himself was fit for no enterprise till he was full of 
rum; and it was one of the most difficult parts of Ballantrac’s 
performance, to serve us with liquor in the proper quantities. Even 
this he did to admiration; being upon the whole the most capable 
man I ever met with, and the one of the most natural genius. He 
did not even scrape favour with the crew, as I did, by continual 


buffoonery made upon a very anxious heart; but preserved on 
most occasions a great deal of gravity and distance; so that he was 
like a parent among a family of young children or a schoolmaster 
with his boys. What made his part the harder to perform, the men 
were most inveterate grumblers; Ballantrae’s discipline, little as 
it was, was yet irksome to their love of license; and what was worse, 
being kept sober they had time to think. Some of them accordingly 
would fall to repenting their abominable crimes; one in particular, 
who was a good Catholic and with whom I would sometimes steal 
apart for prayer; above all in bad weather, fogs, lashing rain and 
the like, when we would be the less observed; and I am sure no 
two criminals in the cart have ever performed their devotions with 
more anxious sincerity. But the rest having no such grounds of 
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"ofits rise to a man’s expectations. We found many slnpsan 

took many yet few of them contained much money, then 0 
took many, i . ,i: f i we want with 

were usually nothing to our purpose—what did tie 
a cargo of ploughs or even of tobacco?—and it is qu P 
reflection how many whole crews we have made to walk the pla 
to no more than a'stock of biscuit or an anker or two of P ^ 
In the meanwhile, our ship was growing very foul and was 
high time we should make for our port de carriage which was in 
the estuary of a river among swamps. It was openly 

that we should then break up and go and s q u ’> nder ol ‘ P P 
tions of the spoil; and this made every man greedy of a ttle mor 
so that our decision was delayed from day to day. W hat finally 
decided matters was a trifling accident, such as an ignorant person 
might suppose incidental to our way of life. But here I must e. 
plain; on only one of all the ships we boarded, the first on which 
we found women, did we meet with any genuine resistance. On 
that occasion, we had two men killed, and several injured and if 
it had not been for the gallantry of Ballantrae, we had surely been 
beat back at last. Everywhere else, the defence (where there was 
any at all) was what the worst troops in Europe would have 
laughed at; so that the most dangerous part of our employment 
was to clamber up the side of the ship; and I have even known the 
poor souls on board to cast us a line, so eager were they to volun¬ 
teer instead of walking the plank. This constant immunity had 
made our fellows very soft, so that I understood how Teach had 
made so deep a mark upon their minds; for indeed the company 
of that lunatic was the chief danger in our way of life. The acci- 
dent to which I have referred was this. We had sighted a little 
full-rigged ship very close under our board in a haze; she sailed 
near as well as we did—I should be nearer truth, if I said near as 
ill; and we cleared the bow-chaser to see if we could bring a spar or 
two about their ears. The swell was exceeding great; the motion 
of the ship beyond description; it was little wonder if our gunners 
should fire thrice and be still quite broad of what they aimed at. 
But in the meanwhile, the chase had cleared a stern gun, the 
thickness of the air concealing them; and being better marksmen. 
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thcir first sho ' strlIck in 'He bows, knocked our two gunners into 
muuc meat, so that we were all sprinkled with the blood, and 

plunged through the deck into the forecastle, where we slept. Bal- 
antiae would have held on; indeed there was nothing in this 
contretemps to affect the mind of any soldier; but he had a quick 
perception of the men's wishes, and it was plain this lucky shot 
had given them a sickener of their trade. In a moment, they were 
all of one mind: the chase was drawing away from us, it was 
needless to hold on, the Sarah was too foul to overhaul a bottle, 
it was mere foolery to keep the sea with her; and on these pre¬ 
tended grounds, her head was incontinently put about and the 
course laid for the river. It was strange to see what merriment fell 
on that ship’s company, and how they stamped about the deck 
jesting, and each computing what increase had come to his share 
by the death of the two gunners. 


We were nine days making our port, so light were the airs we 
had to sail on, so foul the ship’s bottom; but early on the tenth, 
before dawn, and in a light, lifting haze, we passed the head. A 
little after, the haze lifted, and fell again, showing us a cruiser 


very close. This was a sore blow, happening so near out refuge. 
There was a great debate of whether she had seen us, and if so 
whether it was likely they had recognised the Sarah. We were very 
careful, by destroying every member of those crews we overhauled, 
to leave no evidence as to our own persons; but the appearance of 
the Sarah herself we could not keep so private; and above all of 
late, since she had been foul and we had pursued many ships with¬ 
out success, it was plain that her description had been often pub¬ 
lished. I suppose this alert would have made us separate upon the 
instant. But here again that original genius of Ballantrae’s had a 
surprise in store for me. He and Teach (and it was the most re¬ 
markable step of'his success) had gone hand in hand since the first 
day of his appointment. I often questioned him upon the fact and 
never got an answer but once, when he told me he and Teach had 
an understanding “which would very much surprise the crew if 
they should hear of it, and would surprise himself a good deal if 
it was carried out." Well, here again, he and Teach were of a 
mind; and by their joint procurement, the anchor was no sooner 
down, than the whole crew went off upon a scene of drunkenness 
indescribable. By afternoon we were a mere shipful of lunatical 
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,, nns throwing of things overboard, howling of different songs 
r“»m quarrelling >nU tailing l.gc.hcr and «- 
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nothin- and feign drunkenness as I valued my life; and I base 

never passed a day so wearisomely, lying the best part . the urn 
upon the forecastle and watching the swamps and thickets by 
which our little basin was entirely surrounded for the eye A lme 
after dusk, Ballantrae stumbled up to my side, feigned to fall, with 
a drunken laugh, and before he got his feet again, whispered me 
“reel down into the cabin and seem to fall asleep upon a locker 
for there would be need of me soon.” I did as I was told, an 
coming into the cabin, where it was quite dark let myself fall on 
the first locker. There was a man there already; by the way 
stirred and threw me oil, I could not think he was much in liquor, 
and yet when I had found another place, he seemed to continue 
to sleep on. My heart now beat very hard, for I saw some desperate 
matter was in act. Presently down came Ballantrae, lit the lamp, 
looked about the cabin, nodded as if pleased, and on deck again 
without a word. I peered out from between my fingers, and saw 
there were three of us slumbering, or feigning to slumber, on the 
lockers: myself, one Dutton and one Grady, both resolute men. On 
deck, the rest were got to a pitch of revelry quite beyond the 
bounds of what is human; so that no reasonable name can describe 
the sounds they were now making. I had heard many a drunken 
bout in my time, many on board that very Sarah, but never any¬ 
thing the least like this, which made me early suppose the liquor 
had been tampered with. It was a long while before the yells and 
howls died out into a sort of miserable moaning, and then to 
silence; and it seemed a long while after that, before Ballantrae 
came down again, this time with Teach upon his heels. The latter 

cursed at the sight of us three upon the lockers. 

“Tut,” says Ballantrae, “you might fire a pistol at their ears. You 

know what stuff they have been swallowing.” 

There was a hatch in the cabin floor, and under that the richest 
part of the booty was stored against the day of division. It fastened 
with a ring and three padlocks, the keys (for greater security) being 
divided; one to Teach, one to Ballantrae, and one to the mate, a 
man called Hammond. Yet I was amazed to see they were now all 
in the one hand; and yet more amazed (still looking through my 
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■And now,” says Teach, “let us be going.” 

One word.” says Ballantrae, “I have discovered there is another 

And ,tT yOU,SC ! f " h ° kn ° WS 3 P rivate P‘^'> across the swamp 
And it seems it is shorter than yours.” ^ 

1 each cried out, in tltat case, they were undone. 

I do not know for that ,” says Ballantrae. “For there are several 
other circumstances with which I must acquaint you. First of all 
thei e ts no bullet in your pistols which (if you remember) I was 
kind enough to load for both of us this morning. Secondly as 
here is some one else who knows a passage, you must think it 
highly improbable I should saddle myself with a lunatic like you 
f hirdly, these gentlemen (who need no longer pretend to be 
asleep) are those of my party, and will now proceed to gag and 
bind you to the mast; and when your men awaken (if they ever do 
awake after the drugs we have mingled in their liquor) I am sure 
they will be so obliging as to deliver you, and you will have no 
difficulty, I dare say, to explain the business of the keys.” 

Not a word said Teach, but looked at us like a frightened babv, 
as we gagged and bound him. 


“Now you see, you moon-calf,” says Ballantrae, “why we made 
four packets. Heretofore you have been called Captain Teach, but 
I think you arc now rather Captain Learn.” 

That was our last word on board the Sarah, we four with our 
four packets lowered ourselves softly into a skiff, and left that ship 
behind us as silent as the grave, only for the moaning of some of 
the drunkards. There was a fog about breast-high on the waters; so 
that Dutton, who knew the passage, must stand on his feet to direct 
our rowing; and* this, as it forced us to row gently, was the means 
of our deliverance. We were yet but a little way from the ship, 
\yhen it began to come grey, and the birds to fly abroad upon the 
water. All of a sudden, Dutton clapped down upon his hands, and 
whispered us to be silent for our lives, and hearken. Sure enough, 
we heard a little faint creak of oars upon one hand, and then 
again, and further off, a creak of oars upon the other. It was clear, 
we had been sighted yesterday in the morning; here were the 
cruiser’s boats to cut us out; here were we defenceless in their very 
midst. Sure, never w’ere poor souls more perilously placed; and as 
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wc lay there on our oars, praying God the mist might hold, t 
sweat poured from my brow. Presently we heard on of th^boats. 
where we might have thrown a biscuit in hei. So , ’ 

heard an officer whisper; and I marvelled they could not hear 

ClU 'Nevcr 0 mind > the path,” says Ballantrae, "we must get shelter 
anyhow let us pull straight ahead for the sides of the basm. 

‘ This we did with the most anxious precaution, rowing, as be S 
we could, upon our hands, and steering at a venture m the g 
which was (for all that) our only safety. But heaven guided , 
we touched ground at a thicket; scrambled ashore with ou 
treasure; and having no other way of concealment, and the mtst b - 
ginning already to lighten, hove down the skiff and le - her ^ 
We were still but new under cover when the sun rose; and at the 
same time, from the midst of the basin, a great shouting of seamen 
sprang up, and we knew the Sarah was being boarded I heard 
afterwards the officer that took her got great honour; and it s true 
the approach was creditably managed, but I think he had an easy 

capture When he came to board.* 

I was still blessing the saints for my escape; when I became 

aware we were in trouble of another kind. We were here landed 
at random in a vast and dangerous swamp; and how to come at the 
path was a concern of doubt, fatigue and peril. Dutton, indeed, 
was of opinion we should wait until the ship was gone, and fish up 
the skiff; for any delay would be more wise than to go blindly 
ahead in that morass. One went back accordingly to the basin-side 
and (peering throught the thicket) saw the fog already quite drunk 
up and English colours flying on the Sarah , but no movement 
made to get her under way. Our situation was now very doubtful. 
The swamp was an unhealthful place to linger in; we had been so 
greedy to bring treasures that we had brought but little food; it 
was highly desirable, besides, that we should get clear of the neigh¬ 
bourhood and into the settlements, before the news of the capture 
went abroad; and against all these considerations, there was only 
the peril of the passage on the other side. I think it not wonderful 

we decided on the active part. 

• NOTE BY MR. MACKELLAR. This Teach of the Sarah must not be confused will, 
the celebrated Blackbeard. The dates and facts by no means tally. It is possible 
the second Teach may have at once borrowed the name and imitated the mori, 
excessive part of his manners from the first. Even the Master of Baliantraj 

could make admirers. 



?1< ? THE mister or ballantrae 

It was already blistering hot, when we set forth to ™ i 
marsh, or rather to strike the path, by conrpass. Dutton Took the 
compass, and one or other of us three carried his proportion of 
the treasure; I promise you he kept a sharp eye to his rear for it 
was like the man s soul that he must trust us with. The thicket 

'V' S aS C ° SC 35 j* bush: lhc R Tound very treacherous, so that rve 
o ten sank in the most terrifying manner, and must go round 

about; the heat, besides, was stifling, the air singular!, heavy, and 

c stinging insects abounded in such myriads that each of us 

walked under his own cloud. It has often been commented on 

how much better gentlemen of birth endure fatigue than persons 

of the rabble; so that walking officers, who must tramp in the dirt 

bes'de then men, shame them by their constancy. This was well to 

be observed in the present instance; for here were Ballantrae and 

I. two gentlemen of the highest breeding, on the one hand; and 

on the other, Grady, a common mariner, and a man nearly a giant 

m physical streugth. The case of Dutton is not in point, for I 

confess he did as well as any of us.* But as for Grady he began 

early to lament his case, tailed in the rear, refused to carry 

Dutton’s packet when it came his turn, clamoured continually for 

rum (of which we had too little) and at last even threatened us 


from behind with a cocked pistol, unless we should allow him rest. 
Ballanti ae would have fought it out, I believe; but I prevailed 
with him the other way; and we made a stop and ate a meal. It 
seemed to benefit Grady little; he was in the rear again at once, 
growling and bemoaning his lot; and at last, by some carelessness, 


not having followed properly in our tracks, stumbled into a deep 
part of the slough where it was mostly water, gave some very dread¬ 
ful screams, and before we could come to his aid, had sunk along 
with his booty. His fate and above all these screams of his appalled 
us to the soul; yet it was on the whole a fortunate circumstance 
and the means of our deliverance. For it moved Dutton to mount 
into a tree, whence he was able to perceive and to show me, who 
had climbed after him, a high piece of the wood which was a 
landmark for the path. He went forward the more carelessly, I 
must suppose; for presently we saw him sink a little down, draw 


• note by MR. mackellar. And is not this the whole explanation? since this 
Dutton, exactly like the officers, enjoyed the stimulus of some responsibility. 
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up his feet and sink again, and so twice. Then he turned h.s face 

to us. pretty white. 

“Lend a hand.” said he, “I am in a bad place. 

“I don't know about that.” says Ballantrae, standing still. 

Dutton broke out into the most violent oaths, sinking a 1 
lower as he did, so that the mud was nearly to h.s wais a d 
plucking a pistol from his belt, “Help me, he cries, or die and 

be damned to you!" . „ . , . 

“Nay,” says Ballantrae, "I did but jest. I am coming. And he 

set down his own packet and Dutton's which he was then carrying. 

“Do not venture near till we see if you are needed,' said he to me, 

and went forward alone to where the man was bogged. He was 

quiet now, though he still held the pistol; and the marks of terror 

in his countenance were very moving to behold. 

“For the Lord’s sake," says he, “look sharp. 

Ballantrae was now got close up. "Keep still," says he and 
seemed to consider; and then “Reach out both your hands! 

Dutton laid down his pistol, and so watery was the top surface, 
that it went clear out of sight; with an oath, he stooped to snatch 
it; and as he did so, Ballantrae leaned forth and stabbed him be¬ 
tween the shoulders. Up went his hands over his head, I know not 
whether with the pain or to ward himself; and the next moment 

he doubled forward in the mud. 

Ballantrae was already over the ankles, but he plucked himself 

out and came back to me, where I stood with my knees smiting 
one another. "The devil take you, Francis!" says he. "I believe you 
are a half-hearted fellow after all. I have only done justice on a 
pirate. And here we are quite clear of the Sarah! Who shall now 
say that we have dipped our hands in any irregularities? 

I assured him he did me injustice; but my sense of humanity 
was so much affected by the horridness of the fact that I could 

scarce find breath to answer with. 

“Come," said he, "you must be more resolved. The need for this 
fellow ceased when he had shown you where the path ran; and you 
cannot deny I would have been daft to let slip so fair an opportu¬ 
nity.” 

I could not deny but he was right in principle; nor yet could I 
refrain from shedding tears, of which I think no man of valour 
need have been ashamed; and it was not until I had a share of the 
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nun that I was able to proceed. I reneat T f 

of my generous emotion! mercy is IkL^ 

f 1 Cannot alto S cther censure Ballantrae, whose step was really 
forutnate. as we struck the path without further mLdven u c 

a,ld lhc samc n ‘Sht. about sundown, came to the ed-e of the 
morass. uic 

\Ve were too weary to seek far; on some dry sands still warm 
Mill the day s sun, and close under a wood of pines, we lay down 
and were instantly plunged in sleep. } 

\Vc awaked the next morning very early, and began with a 
sullen spirit a conversation that came near to end in blows. We 
were now cast on shore in the southern provinces, thousands of 
miles from any French settlement; a dreadful journey and a thou¬ 
sand perils lay in front of us; and sure, if there was ever need for 
amity, it was in such an hour. I must suppose that Ballantrae had 
suffered in his sense of what is truly polite; indeed, and there is 
nothing strange in the idea, after the sea-wolves we had consorted 
with so long; and as for myself lie fubbed me off unhandsomely, 
and any gentleman would have resented his behaviour. 

I told him in what light I saw his conduct; he walked a little 

off, I following to upbraid him; and at last lie stopped me with 
his hand. 

Frank,” says he, “you know what we swore; and yet there is no 
oath invented would induce me to swallow such expressions, if I 
did not regard you with sincere affection. It is impossible you 
should doubt me there: I have given proofs. Dutton I had to take, 
because he knew the pass, and Grady because Dutton would not 
move without him; but what call was there to carry you along? 
You are a perpetual danger to me with your cursed Irish tongue. 
By rights you should now be in irons in the cruiser. And you 
quarrel with me like a baby for some trinkets!” 

I considered this one of the most unhandsome speeches ever 
made; and indeed to this day I can scarce reconcile it to my notion 
of a gentleman that was my friend. I retorted upon him with his 
Scotch accent, of which he had not so much as some, but enough 
to be very barbarous and disgusting, as I told him plainly; and the 
affair would have gone to a great length, but for an alarming 
intervention. 

We had got some way off upon the sand. The place where we 
had slept, with the packets lying undone and the money scattered 
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openly was now between us and the pines; and it was out of these 

have weapons in our hands. We had no sooner observed him than 
he found his legs and made oil again among the pmes 
This was no scene to put our minds at rest, a I 
men in sea-clothes found quarrelling over a treasure, not many 
miles from where a pirate had been captured-here was enough 
bring the whole country about our ears. The quarrel was not even 
made up- it was blotted from our minds; and we got our panels 
retain .h. twinkling .i » nnd nt.de o» runnmg wnk t « 
best will in the world. But the trouble was, we did not know 
what direction, and must continually return upon our steps. Ba - 
larnrae had indeed collected what he could from Dutton; but it 
hard to travel upon hearsay; and the estuary, which spreads into 
a vast irregular harbour, turned us off upon every side with a new 

stretch of water. . . , 

We were near beside ourselves and already quite spent with 

running, when coming to the top of a dune, we saw we were again 
cut off by another ramification of the bay. This was a creek how¬ 
ever very different from those that had arrested us before, being 
set in rocks, and so precipitously deep, that a small vessel was able 
to lie alongside, made fast with a hawser; and her crew had laid 
a plank to the shore. Here they had lighted a fire and were sitting 
at their meal. As for the vessel herself, she was one of those they 


build in the Bermudas. 

The love of gold and the great hatred that everybody has to 
pirates were motives of the most influential, and would certainly 
raise the country in our pursuit. Besides it was now plain we were 
on some sort of straggling peninsula like the fingers of a hand; and 
the wrist, or passage to the mainland, which we should have taken 
at the first, was by this time not improbably secured. These con¬ 
siderations put us on a bolder counsel. For as long as we dared, 
looking every moment to hear sounds of the chase, we lay among 
some bushes on the top of the dune; and having by this means 
secured a little breath and recomposed our appearance, we strolled 
down at last, with a great affectation of carelessness, to the party 


by the fire. 
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It was a trader and his Negroes, belonging to Albany in the 

rovince of New York, and now on the way home from the Indies 
wit It a cargo; his name I cannot recall. We were amazed to learn 
he h “<* P ut ^ here from terror of the Sarah; for we had no thought 
our exploits had been so notorious. As soon as the Albanian heard 
she had been taken the day before, he jumped to his feet, gave us a 
cup of spirits for our good news, and sent his Negroes to get sail 
on the Bermudan. On our side, we profited by the dram to become 
mote confidential, and at last offered ourselves as passengers. He 
looked askance at our tarry clothes and pistols, and replied civilly 
enough that he had scarce accommodation for himself; nor could 
either our prayers or our offers of money, in which we advanced 
pretty far, avail to shake him. 

“I see you think ill of us,” says Ballantrae, “but I will show you 
how well we think of you by telling you the truth. We are Jacobite 
fugitives, and there is a price upon our heads.” 

At this, the Albanian was plainly moved a little. He asked us 
many questions as to the Scotch war, which Ballantrae very pa¬ 
tiently answered. And then, with a wink, in a vulgar manner, “I 
guess you and your Prince Charlie got more than you cared 
about,” said he. 

“Bedad, and that we did,” said I. “And, my dear man, I wish 
you would set a new example and give us just that much.” 

This I said in the Irish way, about which there is allowed to be 
something very engaging. It’s a remarkable thing, and a testimony 
to the love with which our nation is regarded, that this address 
scarce ever fails in a handsome fellow. I cannot tell how often I 
have seen a private soldier escape the horse, or a beggar wheedle 
out a good alms, by a touch of the brogue. And, indeed, as soon 
as the Albanian had laughed at me I was pretty much at rest. Even 
then, however, he made many conditions and (for one thing) took 
away our arms, before he suffered us aboard; which was the signal 
to cast off; so that in a moment after, we were gliding down the 
bay with a good breeze and blessing the name of God for our 
deliverance. Almost in the mouth of the estuary, we passed the 
cruiser, and a little after, the poor Sarah with her prize crew; and 
these were both sights to make us tremble. The Bermudan seemed 
a very safe place to be in, and our bold stroke to have been fortu¬ 
nately played, when we were thus reminded of the case of our 
companions. For all that, we had only exchanged traps, jumped 
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of u» trying pan in.. *. ™ ’^1” » 

block and escaped the open hostility of the m 

Ulrlc, .« .e 

From many circumstances, it chance 
cl ha.e died I. Pop.- The .own oi AH,.., 
much concerned in contraband trade across the dcse “ 

Indians and the French. This, as it was lug y S ' Htest 
their loyalty, and as it brought them in relation with the P 
people on the earth, divided even their sympathies. In short t y 
were like all the smugglers in the world, spies and agents rea y- 
made for either party. Our Albanian besides was a very ho 

man indeed, and very greedy; and to crown our >“^ he ^ onC ^ V 
a great delight in our society. Before we had reached ' 

New York, we had come to a full agreement; that he shouid V 
us as far as Albany upon his ship, and thence put us on a way to 
Is the boundaries and join the French. For all this we were to 
pay at a high rate; but beggars cannot be choosers, nor outlaw 

ba WeTaTed, then, up the Hudson River, which, I p rotes t, is a very 
fine stream, and put up at the Kings Arms in Albany The town 
was full of the militia of the province, breathing slaughter against 
the French. Governor Clinton was there himself, a very busy man, 
and by what I could learn, very near distracted by the factiousness 
of his Assembly. The Indians on both sides were on the war path 
we saw parties of them bringing in prisoners and (what was much 
worse) scalps, both male and female, for which they were paid at a 
fixed rate; and I assure you the sight was not encouraging. A - 
together we could scarce have come at a period more unsuitab e 
for our designs; our position in the chief inn was dreadfully con¬ 
spicuous: our Albanian fubbed us off with a thousand delays and 
seemed upon the point of a retreat from his engagements; nothing 
but peril appeared to environ the poor fugitives; and for some 
time, we drowned our concern in a very irregular course of living. 

This too proved to be fortunate; and it’s one of the remarks 
that fall to be made upon our escape, how providentially our steps 
were conducted to the very end. What a humiliation to the dignity 
of manl My philosophy, the extraordinary genius of Ballantrae, 
our valour, in which I grant that we were equal—all these might 
have proved insufficient without the Divine Blessing on our efforts. 
And how true it is, as the Church tells us, that the Truths ot 
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Rel.g.on are after all quite applicable even to daily affairs! A, 
least it was in the course of our revelry that we made the ir 

ante of a spirited youth, by the name of Chew. He was one oTthc 
most daring of the Indian traders, very well acquainted with the 
scuct paths of the wilderness, needy, dissolute, and by a last good 
fottune. m some disgrace with his family. Him we persuaded to 
come to our relief; he privately provided what was needful for our 
flight; and one day we slipped out of Albany, without a word to 
our former friend, and embarked, a little above, in a canoe. 

o the toils and perils of this journey, it would require a pen 
more elegant than mine to do full justice. The reader must con¬ 
ceive for himself the dreadful wilderness which we had now to 
thread; its thickets, swamps, precipitous rocks, impetuous rivers, 
and amazing waterfalls. Among these barbarous scenes, we must 
toil all day, now paddling, now carrying our canoe upon our 
shoulders; and at night we slept about a fire, surrounded by the 
howling of wolves and other savage animals. It was our design to 
mount the head-waters of the Hudson, to the neighborhood of 
Crown Point; where the French had a strong place in the woods, 
upon Lake Champlain. But to have done this directly were too 
perilous; and it was accordingly gone upon by such a labyrinth of 
rivers, lakes and portages as makes my head giddy to remember. 
These paths were in ordinary times entirely desert; but the country 
was now up, the tribes on the war path, the woods full of Indian 
scouts. Again and again we came upon these parties, when we least 
expected them; and one day, in particular, I shall never forget; 
how, as dawn was coming in, we were suddenly surrounded by five 
or six of these painted devils, uttering a very dreary sort of cry 
and brandishing their hatchets. It passed off harmlessly indeed, 
as did the rest of our encounters; for Chew was well known and 
highly valued among the different tribes. Indeed he was a very 
gallant, respectable young man. But even with the advantage of his 
companionship, you must not think these meetings were without 
sensible peril. To prove friendship on our part, it was needful to 
draw upon our stock of rum—indeed, under whatever disguise, 
that is the true business of the Indian trader, to keep a traveling 
public house in the forest; and when once the braves had got their 
bottle of scaura (as they call this beastly liquor) it behooved us to 
set forth and paddle for our scalps. Once they were a little drunk, 
good-bye to any sense or decency; they had but the one thought. 
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to get more scaura; they might easily take it to their ^ds^g.vc 
us chase; and had we been overtaken, I had nt\er 

™ We were come to the most critical portion of our course, where 

guide, our interpreter, our boatman and our passporb 
M these in one; and found ourselves reduced, at a blow, to the 
most desperate and irremediable distress. Chew, who took a great 
pride in his knowledge, had indeed often lectured us on 
geography; and Ballantrae, I believe, would listen. But for y 
pan I have always found such information highly tedious and 
beyond the fact tlrat we were now in the country of the^Ad.ron 
dack Indians, and not so distant from our destination, could we 
but have found our way. I was entirely ignorant. The ™sdom of 
my course was soon the more apparent; for with all his pains, Bal¬ 
lantrae was no further advanced than myself. He knew we must 
continue to go up one stream; then, by way of a portage, down 
another; and then up a third. But you are to consider, in a moun¬ 
tain country, how many streams come rolling in from e\ery han 
And how is a gentleman, who is a perfect stranger in that part of 
the world, to tell any one of them from any other? Nor was this 
our only trouble. We were great novices, besides, in handling a 
canoe; the portages were almost beyond our strength, so that I 
have seen us sit down in despair for half an hour at a time without 
one word; and the appearance of a single Indian, since we ha 
now no means of speaking to them, would have been in all proba¬ 
bility the means of our destruction. There is altogether some 
excuse if Ballantrae showed something of a gloomy disposition; 
his habit of imputing blame to others, quite as capable as himself, 
was less tolerable, and his language it was not always easy to 
accept. Indeed he had contracted on board the pirate ship a 
manner of address which was in a high degree unusual between 
gentlemen; and now, when you might say he was in a fever, it 

increased upon him hugely. 

The third day of these wanderings, as we were carrying the 
canoe upon a rocky portage, she fell and was entirely bilged. The 
portage was between two lakes, both pretty extensive, the track. 
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such as it was opened at both ends upon the water, and on both 
ai ds was enclosed by the unbroken woods; and the sides of the 
lakes were quite impassable with bog; so that we beheld ourselves 
not only condemned to go without our boat and the greater part 
of our provisions, but to plunge at once into impenetrable thickets 
and to desert what little guidance we still had—the course of the 
river. 1-ach stuck his pistols in his belt, shouldered an axe, made a 
pack of his treasure and as much food as he could stagger under; 
and deserting the rest of our possessions, even to our swords, which 
would have much embarrassed us among the woods, we set forth 
on this deplorable adventure. The labours of Hercules, so finely 
described by Homer, were a trifle to what we now underwent. 
Some parts of the forest were perfectly dense down to the ground, 
so that we must cut our way like mites in a cheese. In some the 
bottom was full of deep swamp, and the whole wood entirely 
rotten. I have leaped on a great fallen log and sunk to the knees 
in touchwood; I have sought to stay myself, in falling, against 
what looked to be a solid trunk, and the whole thing has whiffed 
away at my touch like a sheet of paper. Stumbling, falling, bogging 
to the knees, hewing our way, our eyes almost put out with twigs 
and branches, our clothes plucked from our bodies, we laboured 


all day, and it is doubtful if we made two miles. What was worse, 
as we could rarely get a view of the country and were perpetually 
justled from our path by obstacles, it was impossible even to have 
a guess in what direction we were moving. 

A little before sundown, in an open place with a stream and set 
about with barbarous mountains, Ballantrae threw down his pack. 


“I will go no further,” said he, and bade me light the fire, damning 
my blood in terms not proper for a chairman. 

I told him to try to forget he had even been a pirate, and to 
remember he had been a gentleman. 

"Are you mad?” he cried. “Don’t cross me herel” And then, 
shaking his fist at the hills, “To think,” cries he, “that I must leave 
my bones in this miserable wilderness! Would God I had died 
upon the scaffold like a gentleman!” This he said ranting like an 
actor; and then sat biting his fingers and staring on the ground, 
a most unchristian object. 

I took a certain horror of the man, for I thought a soldier and 
a gentleman should confront his end with more philosophy. I 
made him no reply, therefore, in words; and presently the evening 
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fell so chill that I was glad, for my own sake, to kindle a ire. . nt 

“« God knows, in such „ open spo,. ,„d th. >'■««”* 

savages the act was little short ol lunacy. Ballantrae seemed nevet 

to observe me; but at last, as I was about parching a little corn, 
he looked up. 

“Have you ever a brother?” said he. 

“By the blessing of heaven,” said I, “not less than five. 

“I have the one.” said he, with a strange voice; and then pres¬ 
ently, -He shall pay me for all this,” he added. And when I asked 
hin/what was his brother’s part in our distress, What, he eric , 

• he sits in my place, he bears my name, he courts my wife, ancf 1 
am here alone with a damned Irishman m this tooth-chattering 

desert! O, I have been a common gull!” he cried. 

The explosion was in all ways so foreign to my friend s nature, 
that I was daunted out of all my just susceptibility. Sure an 
offensive expression, however vivacious, appears a wonderfully 
small affair in circumstances so extreme! But here there is a 
strange thing to be noted. He had only once before referred to the 
lady with whom he was contracted. That was when we came in 
view of the town of New York, when he had told me, if all had 
their rights, he was now in sight of his own property, for Miss 
Graeme enjoyed a large estate in the province. And this was cer¬ 
tainly a natural occasion; but now here she was named a second 
time; and what is surely fit to be observed, in this very month, 
which was November, ’47, and I believe upon that very day as we 
sat among these barbarous mountains, his brother and Miss 
Graeme were married. I am the least superstitious of men; but the 
hand of Province is here displayed too openly not to be re¬ 
marked.* 

The next day, and the next, were passed in similar labours; 
Ballantrae often deciding on our course by the spinning of a coin; 
and once, when I expostulated on this childishness, he had an odd 
remark that I have never forgotten. “I know no better way,” said 
he, “to express my scorn of human reason.” I think it was the 
third day, that we found the body of a Christian, scalped and 
most abominably mangled, and lying in a pudder of his blood; 
the birds of the desert screaming over him, as thick as flies. I 
cannot describe how dreadfully this sight affected us; but it robbed 

• NOTE BY MR. mackellar. A complete blunder: there was at this date no word 
of the marriage: see above in my own narration. 
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me of all strength and all hope for this world. The same day, and 
onh a little after, we were scrambling over a part of the forest 
that had been burned, when Ballantrae, who was a little ahead, 
ducked suddenly behind a fallen trunk. I joined him in this 
shelter, whence we could look abroad without being seen our¬ 
selves; and in the bottom of the next vale, beheld a large war party 
of the savages going by across our line. There might be the value 
of a weak battalion present; all naked to the waist, blacked with 
grease and soot, and painted with white lead and vermilion, ac¬ 
cording to their beastly habits. They went one behind another like 
a string of geese, and at a quickish trot; so that they took but a 
little while to rattle by and disappear again among the woods. Yet 
I suppose we endured a greater agony of hesitation and suspense 
in these few minutes than goes usually to a man’s whole life. 
Whether they were French or English Indians, whether they de¬ 
sired scalps or prisoners, whether we should declare ourselves upon 
the chance or lie quiet and continue the heart-breaking business 
of our journey: sure, I think, these were questions to have puzzled 
the brains of Aristotle himself. Ballantrae turned to me with a face 


all wrinkled up and his teeth showing in his mouth, like what I 
have read of people starving; lie said no word, but his whole ap¬ 
pearance was a kind of dreadful question. 

“They may be of the English side,” I whispered; “and thinkl 
the best we coidd then hope, is to begin this over again.’’ 

“I know, I know,” he said. “Yet it must come to a plunge at 
last.” And he suddenly plucked out his coin, shook it in his closed 
hands, looked at it, and then lay down with his face in the dust. 


addition by mr. mackellar. I drop the Chevalier’s narration 
at this point because the couple quarrelled and separated the same 
day; and the Chevalier’s account of the quarrel seems to me (I 
must confess) quite incompatible with the nature of either of the 
men. Henceforth, they wandered alone, undergoing extraordinary 
sufferings; until first one and then the other was picked up by a 
party from Fort St. Frederick. Only two things are to be noted. 
And first (as most important for my purpose) that the Master, in 
the course of his miseries, buried his treasure, at a point never 
since discovered, but of which he took a drawing in his own blood 
on the lining of his hat. And second, that on his coming thus 
penniless to the Fort, he was welcomed like a brother by the 
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Chevalier, who thence paid his way to France. The simp y ° 
Mr Burke’s character leads him at this point to praise the M 
r x cee B C; to an eye more worldly wise. ^Id see^t^was 

the Chevalier alone that was to be commended. I eme[ , 

pleasure in pointing to this really very noble trait of 7 
correspondent, as I fear I may have wounded him immed ately 

before I have refrained from comments on any of hls . extra ° r 
dinarv and (in my eyes) immoral opinions, for I know tim 

bJ hi. version o, ,he qo.rre, is 
lhan I can reproduce; for I knew the Master myself, and a man 
more insusceptible of fear is not conceivable. I regret this over^ 
Sight of the Chevalier’s, and all the more because the enorofhs 
narrative (set aside a few flourishes) strikes me as highly ingenu- 

ous. 


Persecutions Endured by Mr. Henry 

A roil CAN GUESS ON WHAT PART OF HIS ADVENTURES ™ C OEONEE 

V principally dwelled. Indeed, if we had heard it all, it > s to be 
thought the current of this business had been wholly altered, but 
the pirate ship was very gently touched upon. Nor did I hem e 
Colonel to an end even of that which he was willing to disclose, 
for Mr. Henry, having for some while been plunged in a _brown 
study, rose at last from his seat and (reminding the Colonel there 
were matters that he must attend to) bade me follow him im- 

mediately to the office. 

Once there, he sought no longer to dissemble his concern, walk¬ 
ing to and fro in the room with a contorted face, and passing his 

hand repeatedly upon his brow. 

“We have some business,” he began at last; and there broke o , 

declared we must have wine, and sent for a magnum of the best. 
This was extremely foreign to his habitudes; and what was still 
more so, when the wine had come, he gulped it down one glass 
upon another like a man careless of appearances. But the drink 

steadied him. 

“You will scarce be surprised, Mackellar,” says he, ‘‘when I tell 
you that my brother (whose safety we are all rejoiced to learn) 

stands in some need of money. 

I told him I had misdoubted as much; but the time was not 
very fortunate as the stock was low. 
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• No t mine. - said he. •'There is the money for the mortgage." 

I reminded him it was Mrs. Henry’s. 

‘‘I will be answerable to my wife,” he cried violently. 

And then, said I, "there is the mortgage.” 

I know, said he, “it is on that I would consult you.” 

I showed him how unfortunate a time it was to divert this 
money from its destination; and how by so doing we must lose the 
profit of our past economies, and plunge back the estate into the 
mire. I even took the liberty to plead with him; and when he still 
opposed me with a shake of the head and a bitter dogged smile, 
my zeal quite carried me beyond my place. "This is midsummer 
madness, ciicd I; and I for one will be no party to it.” 

\ou speak as though I did it for my pleasure,” says he. "But I 
have a child now; and besides I love order; and to say the honest 
truth, Mackcllar, I had begun to take a pride in the estates.” He 
gloomed for a moment. "But what would you have?” he went on. 
"Nothing is mine, nothing. This day’s news has knocked the bot¬ 
tom out of my life. I have only the name and the shadow of 
things; only the shadow; there is no substance in my rights.” 

"They will prove substantial enough before a court,” said I. 

He looked at me with a burning eye, and seemed to repress the 
word upon his lips; and I repented what I had said, for I saw that 
while he spoke of the estate he had still a side-thought to his mar¬ 
riage. And then, of a sudden, he twitched the letter from his 
pocket, where it lay all crumpled, smoothed it violently on the 
table, and read these words to me with a trembling tongue. " 'My 
dear Jacob’—This is how he begins” cries he—" ‘My dear Jacob, I 
once called you so, you may remember; and you have now done the 
business, and flung my heels as high as Criffcl.’ What do you think 
of that, Mackellar,” says he, "from an only brother? I declare to 
God I liked him very well; I was ahvays staunch to him; and this 
is how he writesl But I will not sit down under the imputation—” 
(walking to and fro)—"I am as good as he, I am a better man 
than he, I call on God to prove itl I cannot give him all the 
monstrous sum he asks; he knows the estate to be incompetent; but 
I will give him what I have, and it is more than he expects. I have 
borne all this too long. See what he writes further on; read it for 
yourself: ‘I know you are a niggardly dog.’ A niggardly dogl I, nig¬ 
gardly? Is that true, Mackellar? You think it is?” I really thought he 
would have struck me at that. "O you all think sol Well, you shall 
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see. and he shall see, and God shall see. It I ruin the estate and go 
barefoot, I shall stuff this bloodsucker. Let lum ask all—all, and 
shall have itl It is all his by rights. Ah!" he cried, "and I foresaw 
all this and worse, when he would not let me go.” He poured ou t 
another glass of wine and was about to carry it to his lips, when 
made so bold as lay a finger on his arm. He stopped a momen . 
•'You are right,” said he, and flung glass and all in the fireplace. 

”Come, let us count the money.” 

I durst no longer oppose him; indeed I was very much aflecte 

by the sight of so much disorder in a man usually so controlle ; 
and we sat down together, counted the money, and made it up in 
packets for the greater ease of Colonel Burke, who was to be the 
bearer. This done, Mr. Henry returned to the hall, where he an 
my old lord sat all night through with their guest. 

A little before dawn I was called and set out with the Colonel. 
He would scarce have liked a less responsible convoy, for he was 
a man who valued himself; nor could we afford him one more 
dignified, for Mr. Henry must not appear with the freetraders. It 
was a very bitter morning of wind, and as we went down through 
the long shrubbery, the Colonel held himself muffled in his cloak. 

“Sir,” said I, “this is a great sum of money that your friend re¬ 
quires. I must suppose his necessities to be very great.” 

“We must suppose so,” says he, I thought drily, but perhaps it 

was the cloak about his mouth. 

“I am only a servant of the family,” said I. ‘ You may deal 
openly with me. I think we are likely to get little good by him?” 

“My dear man,” said the Colonel, ' Ballantrae is a gentleman of 
the most eminent natural abilities, and a man that I admire and 
that I revere, to the very ground he treads on." And then he 

seemed to me to pause like one in a difficulty. 

“But for all that,” said I, “we are likely to get little good by 

him?” 

“Sure, and you can have it your own way, my dear man,” says 
the Colonel. 

By this time we had come to the side of the creek, where the 
boat awaited him. “Well,” said he, “I am sure I am very much 
your debtor for all your civility, Mr. Whatever-your-name-is; and 
just as a last word, and since you show so much intelligent in¬ 
terest, I will mention a small circumstance that may be of use to 
the family. For I believe my friend omitted to mention that he has 
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‘ . , S<?S ' P cns!on on ,llc Scots Fund of any refugee in Paris- and 

; lh ‘, "*r dis * ra “ ful - -ies the Colonel, warm in"'- bt 

cause thcics not one dirty penny for myself.” 

He cocked his hat at me. as if I had been to blame for this 
pat ttality; then changed again into his usual swaggering civility 
Shook me by the hand, and set oil down to the boat, whh the 
money under his arms, and whistling as he went the pathetic air 
olShulc Aroon. It was the first time I had heard that tune; I was to 
icnr it again, words and all. as you shall learn; but I remember 
how that little stave of it ran in my head, after the freetraders had 
bade him "Wheesht, in the dcil’s name,” and the grating of the 
oars had taken its place, and I stood and watched the dawn creep¬ 
ing on iHe sea, and the boat drawing away, and the lugger lying 
with her foresail backed awaiting it. 


1 he gap made in our money was a sore embarrassment; and 
among other consequences, it had this: that I must ride to Edin¬ 
burgh, and there raise a new loan on very questionable terms to 
keep the old afloat; and was thus, for close upon three weeks, 
absent from the house of Durrisdeer. 

What passed in the interval, I had none to tell me; but I found 
Mrs. Henry, upon my return, much changed in her demeanour; 
the old talks with my lord for the most part pretermitted; a certain 
deprecation visible towards her husband, to whom I thought she 
addressed herself more often; and for one thing, she was now 
greatly wrapped up in Miss Katharine. You would think the 
change was agreeable to Mr. Henry! no such matterl To the con¬ 
trary, every circumstance of alteration was a stab to him; he read 
in each the avowal of her truant fancies—that constancy to the 
Master of which she was proud while she supposed him dead, she 
had to blush for now she knew he was alive: and these blushes were 
die hated spring of her new conduct. I am to conceal no truth; and 
I will here say plainly, I think this was the period in which Mr. 
Henry showed the worst. He contained himself, indeed, in public; 
but there was a deep-seated irritation visible underneath. With 
me, from whom he had less concealment, he was often grossly un¬ 
just; and even for his wife, he would sometimes have a sharp 
retort: perhaps when she had ruffled him with some unwonted 
kindness; perhaps upon no tangible occasion, the mere habitual 
tenor of the man’s annoyance bursting spontaneously forth. When 


.. 

- - - * 

kind of pained amazement. , this defect of 

All the time too, while he was injuring himself by thls clCtCC 

et» s;rs do„ , = 

”« P,;"pX,uf, ho knew ho wn, b, mdin,n S .« .ho 

parsimonious, ho look a back-loromoss pleasure m lire 
with which he supplied his brother's exigence. 1 erhaps the fals. y 
of the position would have spurred a humbler man into the; s 

excesses. But the estate (if I may say so ^^ n ^ u ^ e t ' ° l 
dailv expenses were shorn lower and lower; the stables were 

emptied, all but four roadsters; servants were dischaige , wiic i 

raised a dreadful murmuring in the country and heated up the 

old disfavour upon Mr. Henry; and at last the yearly visit to 

Edinburgh must be discontinued. 

This was in 1756. You are to suppose that for seven years th 

bloodsucker had been drawing the life's blood from Durvisdeet 
and that all this time, my patron had held his peace. It wasa 
effect of devilish malice in the Master, that he addressed Mr. Henry 
alone upon the matter of his demands; and there was never a 
word to my lord. The family had looked on wondering at our 
economies. They had lamented, I have no doubt, that my patron 
had become so great a miser; a fault always despicable, but in the 
young abhorrent; and Mr. Henry was not yet thirty years of age. 
Still he had managed the business of Durrisdeer almost from a 
boy; and they bore with these changes in a silence as proud and 
bitter as his own, until the coping stone of the Edinburgh visit. 

At this time, I believe my patron and his wife were rarely to¬ 
gether save at meals. Immediately on the back of Colonel Burke s 
announcement, Mrs. Henry made palpable advances; you might 
say she had laid a sort of timid court to her husband, different 
indeed from her former manner of unconcern and distance. I never 
had the heart to blame Mr. Henry because he recoiled from 
these advances; nor yet to censure the wife, when she was cut to the 
quick by their rejection. But the result was an entire, estrange- 
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merit, so that (as I say) they rarely spoke except at meals Even 

the matter of the Edmburgh visit was first broached at table; and 

t chanced that Mrs Henry was that day ailing and querulous. 

She had no sooner understood her husband’s meaning, than the red 
Hew in her face. 

At last she cried, “this is too much! Heaven knows what 
pleasure I have in my life, that I should be denied my only con¬ 
solation. T hese shameful proclivities must be trod down; we are 

already a mark and an eyesore in the neighbourhood; I will not 
endure this fresh insanity.” 

“I cannot afford it,” says Mr. Henry. 

Affoid.'' she cried. “For shame! But I have money of my own.” 

1 hat is all mine, madam, by marriage,” he snarled, and 
instantly left the room. 


My old lord threw up his hands to heaven, and he and his 
daughter, withdrawing to the chimney, gave me a broad hint to 
be gone. I found Mr. Henry in his usual retreat, the steward’s 
room, perched on the end of the table and plunging his penknife 
in it, with a very ugly countenance. 

Mr. Henry, said I, “you do yourself too much injustice; and it 
is time this should cease.” 

“O!” cries he, “nobody minds here. They think it only natural. 
I have shameful proclivities. I am a niggardly dog,” and he drove 
his knife up to the hilt. “But I will show that fellow,” he cried 
with an oath, “I will show him which is the more generous.” 

“This is no generosity,” said I, “this is only pride.” 

“Do you think I want morality?” he asked. 

I thought he wanted help, and I should give it him, willy-nilly; 
and no sooner was Mrs. Henry gone to her room, than I presented 
myself at her door and sought admittance. 

She openly showed her wonder. “What do you want with me, 
Mr. Mackellar?” said she. 

“The Lord knows, madam,” says I, “I have never troubled you 
before with any freedoms; but this thing lies too hard upon my 
conscience, and it will out. Is it possible that two people can be 
so blind as you and my lord? and have lived all these years with a 
noble gentleman like Mr. Henry, and understand so little of his 
nature?” 

“What does this mean?” she cried. 
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••Do you not know where his money goes to? h | s 7 and I 
and the money for the very wine he does not drink at able? 1 
went on. "To Paris-to that manl Eight thousand pounds has he 
had of us in seven years, and my patron fool enough to keep 

Set "Eight thousand pounds!” she repeated. ' It is impossible, the 

estate is not sufficient. , . .» • i 

"God knows how we have sweated farthings to produce t sa 

I "But eight thousand and sixty is the sum, beside odd shillings. 

And if you can think my patron miserly after that, this shall be > 

laS “You necTsay no more, Mr. Mackellar,” said she. "You have 
done most properly in what you too modestly call your inter¬ 
ference. I am much to blame; you must think me indeed a very 
unobservant wife”—(looking upon me with a strange smile) 
“but I shall put this right at once. The Master was always of a 
very thoughtless nature; but his heart is excellent; he is the soul 
of generosity. I shall write to him myself. You cannot think how 

you have pained me by this communication. ^ 

“Indeed, madam, I had hoped to have pleased you,” said I, tor 1 

raged to see her still thinking of the Master. 

“And pleased,” said she, “and pleased me of course.” 

That same day (I will not say but what I watched) I had the 
satisfaction to see Mr. Henry come from his wife’s room in a state 
most unlike himself; for his face was all bloated with weeping, 
and yet he seemed to me to walk upon the air. By this, I was sure 
his wife had made him full amends for once; “Ah,” thought I, to 

myself, “I have done a brave stroke this day.” 

On the morrow, as I was seated at my books, Mr. Henry came in 
softly behind me, took me by the shoulders and shook me in a 
manner of playfulness. “I find you are a faithless fellow after all,” 
says he; which was his only reference to my part, but the tone he 
spoke in was more to me than any eloquence of protestation. Nor 
was this all I had effected; for when the next messenger came (as he 
did not long afterwards) from the Master, he got nothing away 
with him but a letter. For some while back, it had been I myself 
who had conducted these affairs; Mr. Henry not setting pen to 
paper, and I.only in the dryest and most formal terms. But this 
letter I did not even see; it would scarce be pleasant reading, for 
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M,. Henry felt he had his wife behind him for once, and I ob- 

ed, on the day it was despatched, he had a very gratified ex- 
prcssion. A 

Things went better now in the family, though it could scarce be 
pictcndcd they went well. There was now at least no misconcep¬ 
tion; there was kindness upon all sides; and I believe my patron 
and his wife might again have drawn together, if he could but 
have pocketed his pride, and she forgot (what was the ground of 
all) her brooding on another man. It is wonderful how a private 
thought leaks out; it is wonderful to me now. how we should all 
have followed the current of her sentiments; and though she bore 
heiself quietly, and had a very even disposition, yet we should 
have known whenever her fancy ran to Paris. And would not any 
one have thought that my disclosure must have rooted up that 
*dol? I think there is the devil in women: all these years passed, 
never a sight of the man, little enough kindness to remember (by 
all accounts) even while she had him, the notion of his death inter¬ 
vening, his heartless rapacity laid bare to her: that all should not 
do. and she must still keep the best place in her heart for this ac¬ 
cursed fellow, is a thing to make a plain man rage. I had never 
much natural sympathy for the passion of love: but this unreason 
in my patron’s wife disgusted me outright with the whole matter. I 
remember checking a maid, because she sang some bairnly kick¬ 
shaw while my mind was thus engaged; and my asperity brought 
about my cars the enmity of all the petticoats about the house; of 
which I recked very little, but it amused Mr. Henry, who rallied 
me much upon our joint unpopularity. It is strange enough (for 
my own mother was certainly one of the salt of the earth and my 
aunt Dickson, who paid my fees at the University, a very notable 
woman), but I have never had much toleration for the female sex, 
possibly not much understanding; and being far from a bold 
man, I have ever shunned their company. Not only do I see no 
cause to regret this diffidence in myself, but have invariably re¬ 
marked the most unhappy consequences follow those who were 
less wise. So much I thought proper to set down, lest I show myself 
unjust to Mrs. Henry. And besides the remark arose naturally, on 
a reperusal of the letter which was the next step in these affairs, 
and reached me to my sincere astonishment by a private hand,, 
some week or so after the departure of the last messenger. 
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letter from colonel burke (afterwards 

TO MR. MACKELLAR. 


chevalier) 


Troyes in Chntnpngne, 
July 12, 1756. 

My Dear Sir:— You will doubtless be surprised to receive a 
communication from one so little known to you; but on the 
occasion I had the good fortune to rencounter you at 1Durns- 
deer, I remarked you for a young man of a solid gravity of cha 
acter: a qualification which I profess I admire and revere next 
to natural genius or the bold chivalrous spirit of the soldiei. I 
was besides interested in the noble family which you have the 
honour to serve or (to speak more by the book) to be the humble 
and respected friend of; and a conversation I had the pleasure to 
have with you very early in the morning has remained much 


upon my mind. 

Being the other day in Paris, on a visit from this famous city 
where I am in garrison, I took occasion to inquire your name 
(which I profess I had forgot) at my friend, the Master of B., 
and a fair opportunity occurring, I write to inform you o 


what’s new. 

The Master of B. (when we had last some talk of him to¬ 
gether) was in receipt, as I think I then told you, of a highly 
advantageous pension on the Scots Fund. He next received a 
company, and was soon after advanced to a regiment of his own. 
My dear Sir, I do not offer to explain this circumstance; any 
more than why I myself, who have rid at the right hand of 
Princes, should be fubbed off with a pair of colours and sent to 
rot in a hole at the bottom of the province. Accustomed as I am 
to courts, I cannot but feel it is no atmosphere for a plain soldier; 
and I could never hope to advance by similar means, even could 
I stoop to the endeavour. But our friend has a particular apti¬ 
tude to succeed by the means of ladies; and if all be tiue that I 
have heard, he enjoyed a remarkable protection. It is like this 
turned against him; for whom I had the honour to shake him 
by the hand, he was but newly released from the Bastille where 
he had been cast on a sealed letter; and though now released, 
has both lost his regiment and his pension. My dear Sir, the 
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ovaltv of a plain Irishman will ultimately succeed in the place 
No S* I am sure a gentleman of your probity will agree. 

„ ' S "- t ' < ; * Iaster 15 a ma " "'hose genius 1 admire beyond 

' 1> ’, LSS f°"'. a " d beSK,cs hc 15 m V friend; but I thought a little 
word of tins revolution in his fortunes would not come amiss 

for in my opinion, the man's desperate. He spoke when I saw 

Inm of a tup to India (whither I am myself in some hope of 

accompanying my illustrious countryman, Mr. Lally); but for 

this he would require (as I understood) more money than was 

readily at his command. You may have heard a military proverb- 

that it is a good thing to make a bridge of gold to a flying enemy? 

I trust you will take my meaning;—and I subscribe myself, with 

proper respects to my Lord Durrisdeer, to his son, and to the 
beauteous Mrs. Durie, 

My dear Sir, 

Your obedient humble servant, 

Francis Burke 


This missive I carried at once to Mr. Henry; and I think there 
was out the one thought between the two of us: that it had come 
a week too late. I made haste to send an answer to Colonel Burke, 
in which I begged him. if he should sec the Master, to assure him 
his next messenger would be attended to. But with all my haste I 
was not in time to avert what was impending; the arrow had been 
drawn, it must now fly. I could almost doubt the power of Provi¬ 
dence (and certainly his will) to stay the issue of events; and it is a 
strange thought, how many of us had been storing up the elements 
of this catastrophe, for how long a time, and with how blind an 
ignorance of what we did. 


From the coming of the Colonel’s letter, I had a spy-glass in my 
room, began to drop questions to the tenant folk, and as there was 
no great secrecy observed and the freetrade (in our part) went by 
force as much as stealth, I had soon got together a knowledge of 
the signals in use, and knew pretty well to an hour when any 
messenger might be expected. I say I questioned the tenants; for 
with the traders themselves, desperate blades that went habitually 
armed, I could never bring myself to meddle willingly. Indeed, by 
what proved in the sequel an unhappy chance, I was an object of 
scorn to some of these braggadocios; who had not only gratified me 
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with a nickname, but catching me one night upon a by-path and 
h „: ntr all (as they would have said) somewhat merry, ■ 
r " g o dance for their diversion. The method employed was t a o 
cruelly chipping at my toes with naked cutlasses, shouting at the 
same time ‘Squarcioes"; and though they did me no bodily m.s- 
chief I was none the less deplorably affected and was indeed 1 
several^days confined to my bed: a scandal on the state of Scotland 

on which no comment is required. . 

It happened on the afternoon of November 7th, m this same u - 

fortunite year, that f espied, during my walk, the smoke 

beacon fire upon the Muckleross. ft was drawing near tunc fo. my 

return; but the uneasiness upon my spirits was that day so gica 

that I must burst through the thickets to the edge o what they call 

the Craw* Head. The sun was already down, but there was 

broad light in the west, which showed me some of the smugglers 

treading out their signal fire upon the Ross, and in the bay the 

lugger lying with her sails brailed up. She was plainly but new 

come to anchor, and yet the skilf was already lowered and pul in 

for the landing place at the end of the long shrubbery. And this I 

knew could signify but one thing, the coming of a messenger fo. 

I laid aside the remainder of my terrors, clambered down the 
brae—a place I had never ventured through before, and was hi 
among the shoreside thickets in time to see the boat touch. Captain 
Crail himself was steering, a thing not usual; by his side there sat 
a passenger; and the men gave way with difficulty, being hampered 
with near upon half-a-dozen portmanteaus, great and small. But 
the business of landing was briskly carried through; and presently 
the baggage was all tumbled on shore, the boat on its return 
voyage to the lugger, and the passenger standing alone upon the 
point of rock, a tall slender figure of a gentleman, habited in black, 
with a sword by his side and a walking cane upon his wrist. As he 
so stood, he waved the cane to Captain Crail by way of salutation, 
with something both of grace and mockery that wrote the gesture 


deeply on my mind. 

No sooner was the boat away with my sworn enemies, than I 
took a sort of half courage, came forth to the margin of the 
thicket, and there halted again, my mind being greatly pulled 
about between natural diffidence and a dark foreboding of the 
truth. Indeed I might have stood there swithering all night, had 
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not the Stranger turned, spied me through the mists which were 

beginning to fall, and waved and cried me to draw near i Z 
so with a heart like lead. d,cl 

Here, my good man,” said he, in the English accent, “here are 
some things for Durrisdeer.” 


I was now near enough to see him, a very handsome figure and 
countenance, swarthy, lean, long, with a quick, alert, black look 
as of one who was a fighter and accustomed command; upon one 
check, he had a mole, not unbecoming; a large diamond sparkled 
oil his hand; his clothes, although of the one hue, were of a 
French and foppish design; his ruffles, which he wore longer than 
common, of exqu.site lace; and I wondered the more to sec him in 
such a guise, when he was but newly landed from a dirty smug- 

g ing lugger. At the same time he had a better look at me. toised 
me a second time sharply, and then smiled. 

I wager, my friend, says he, “that I know both your name and 
your nickname. I divined these very clothes upon your hand of 
writing, Mr. Mackcllar.” 

At these words, I fell to shaking. 

O, sa^s he, you need not be afraid of me. I bear no malice 
for }oui tedious letters; and it is my purpose to employ you a good 
deal. \ ou may call me Mr. Bally: it is the name I have assumed; or 
rather (since I am addressing so great a precision) it is so I have 
curtailed my own. Come now, pick up that and that”—indicating 
two of the portmanteaus. “That will be as much as you are fit to 
bear, and the rest can very well wait. Come, lose no more time, if 


you please.” 

His tone was so cutting that I managed to do as he bid by a sort 
of instinct, my mind being all the time quite lost. No sooner had I 
picked up the portmanteaus, than he turned his back and marched 
off through the long shrubbery; where it began already to be dusk, 
for the wood is thick and evergreen. I followed behind, loaded al¬ 
most to the dust, though I profess I was not conscious of the 
burthen; being swallowed up in the monstrosity of this return and 
my mind flying like a weaver’s shuttle. 

On a sudden I set the portmanteaus to the ground and halted. 


He turned and looked back at me. 

“Well?” said he. 

“You are the Master of Ballantrae?” 

“You will do me the justice to observe,” says he, “that I have 
Hade no secret with the astute Mackellar.” 
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"And in the name of God." cries I. “what brings you here? G 

^'thanh you,”^said^he. “Your urastcr has chosen this way, and 
not I' but since he has made the choice, he (and >ou a so) m 
ab de by the result. And now pick up these things of mine 
;rhJe set down in a very boggy place, and attend to that which 

1 S rS rUtought 6 now of obedience; I came st^upto 

him “If nothing will move you to go back, said , g 

under all the circumstances, any Christian or even any gentleman 

would scruple to go forward ... 

"These are gratifying expressions,” he threw in. 

"If nothing will move you to go back, I continued, tl 
still some decencies to be observed. Wait here with your baggage 
and I will go forward and prepare your family. Your father is a 
old man; and ...” I stumbled . . - “there are decencies to be 

b erved** 

° "Truly," said he, "this Mackellar improves upon acquaintance. 
But look you here, my man, and understand it once or all-you 
waste your breath upon me, and 1 go my own way with inevitable 

motion.” 

“Ah!” says I. ‘‘Is that so? We shall see then. . 

And I turned and took to my heels for Durrisdeer. He clutche 
at me and cried out angrily, and then I believe I heard him laugh, 
and then I am certain he pursued me for a step or two, and (I sup¬ 
pose) desisted. One thing at least is sure, that I came but a few 
minutes later to the door of the great house, nearly strangled for 
the lack of breath but quite alone. Straight up the stair I ran, and 
burst into the hall, and stopped before the family without the 
power of speech; but I must have carried my story in my looks, for 
they rose out of their places and stared on me like changelings. 

“He has come,” I panted out at last. 

“He?” said Mr. Henry. 

“Himself,” said I. , 

“My son?” cried my lord. “Imprudent, imprudent boy! O, could 

he not stay where he was safe! ’ 

Never a word said Mrs. Henry; nor did I look at her, I scarce 
knew why. 

“Well,” said Mr. Henry, with a very deep breath, “and where 
is he?” • 

“I left him in the long shrubbery,” said I. 
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1 ake me to him.” said he 

us can.. There was still light enough overhead ^recognise 
though not to read a countenance. ^ 

“Ah, Jacobi” says the Master. “So here is Esau back.” 

James,” says Mr. Henry, "for God's sake, call me by my name 

Wi n0t P retend that I am glad to see you; but I would fain make 
you as welcome as I can in the house of our fathers.” 

Or in my house? or yours?" says the Master. “Which was vou 
a out to say? But this is an old sore, and we need not rub it If 
you would not share with me in Paris, I hope you will yet scarce 
deny your elder brother a corner of the fire at Durrisdeer?” 

“That is very idle speech,” replied Mr. Henry. “And you under¬ 
stand the power of your position excellently well.” 

. Wh Y> * believe I do,” said the other with a little laugh. And 
this, though they had never touched hands, was (as we may say) the 

end of the brothers’ meeting; for at this, the Master turned to me 
and bade me fetch his baggage. 

I, on my side, turned to Mr. Henry for a confirmation; perhaps 
with some defiance. 

“As long as the Master is here, Mr. Mackellar, you will very 
much oblige me by regarding his wishes as you would my own,” 
says Mr. Henry. “We are constantly troubling you: will you be so 
good as send one of the servants?”—with an accent on the word. 

If this speech were anything at all, it was surely a well-deserved 
reproof upon the stranger; and yet, so devilish was his impudence, 
he twisted it the other way. 


“And shall we be common enough to say ‘Sneck up’I” inquires 
he softly, looking upon me sideways. 

Had a kingdom depended on the act, I could not have trusted 
myself in words; even to call a servant was beyond me; I had 
rather serve the man myself than speak; and I turned away in 
silence and went into the long shrubbery, with a heart full of 
anger and despair. It was dark under the trees, and I walked before 
me and forgot what business I was come upon, till I near broke 
my shin on the portmanteaus. Then it was that I remarked a 
strange particular; for whereas I had before carried both and 
scarce observed it, it was now as much as I could do to manage 
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one. And this, as it forced me to make two journeys, kept me the 


longer from the hall. 

When I got there the business of welcome was over long ago, 
the company was already at supper; and by an oversight that cut 
me to the quick, my place had been forgotten. I had seen one side 
of the Master’s return; now I was to see the other. It was he w to 
first remarked my coming in and standing back (as I did) in some 

annoyance. He jumped Irom his seat. 

“And if I have not got the good Mackellar’s place, cries he. 

“John, lay another for Mr. Bally; I protest he will disturb no one, 

and your table is big enough for all. 

I could scarce credit my ears; nor yet my senses when he took me 

by the shoulders and thrust me laughing into my own place; such 

an affectionate playfulness was in his voice. And while John lai 

the fresh place for him (a thing on which he still insisted) he went 

and leaned on his father’s chair and looked down upon him, and 

the old man turned about and looked upwards on his son, with 

such a pleasant mutual tenderness, that I could have carried my 

hand to my head in mere amazement. 

Yet all was of a piece. Never a harsh word fell from him, never a 
sneer showed upon his lip. He had laid aside even his cutting 
English accent, and spoke with the kindly Scots tongue, that sets 
a value on affectionate words; and though his manners had a 


graceful elegance mighty foreign to our ways in Durrisdeer, it was 
still a homely courtliness, that did not shame but flattered us. All 
that he did throughout the meal, indeed, drinking wine with me 
with a notable respect, turning about for a pleasant word with 
John, fondling his father’s hand, breaking into little merry tales of 
his adventures, calling up the past with happy reference—all he 
did was so becoming, and himself so handsome, that I could 
scarce wonder if my lord and Mrs. Henry sat about the board with 
radiant faces, or if John waited behind with dropping tears. 

As soon as supper was over, Mrs. Henry rose to withdraw. 

“This was never your way, Alison,” said he. 

“It is my way now,” she replied: which was notoriously false, 
“and I will give you a good-night, James, and a welcome—from 
the dead,” said she, and her voice drooped and trembled. 

Poor Mr. Henry, who had made rather a heavy figure through the 
meal, was more concerned than ever: pleased to see his wife with¬ 
draw, and yet half displeased, as he thought upon the cause of it; 
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speech!" “** m ° mC ' U aU °S ether dad ^ d by the fervour of her 

after*Mrs'' 1 th °V ght ! " OW ° ne 100 man ^ and was stealing 
attci Mis. Henry, when the Master saw me. 

-Now, Mr. Mackellar.” says he, “I take this near on an unfriend¬ 
liness. I cannot have you go: this is to make a stranger of the 
piodigal son—and let me remind you where—in his own father's 
louse. Come, sit ye down, and drink another glass with Mr. Bally.” 

Ay, ay, Mr. Mackellar,” says my lord, “we must not make a 
stranger either of him or you. I have been telling my son,” he 
added, his voice brightening as usual on the word, “how much 
we valued all your friendly service.” 

So I sat there silent till my usual hour; and might have been 
almost deceived in the man’s nature, but for one passage in which 
his perfidy appeared too plain. Here was the passage; of which, 
after what he knows of the brothers’ meeting, the reader shall con¬ 
sider for himself. Mr. Henry sitting somewhat dully, in spite of his 
best endeavours to carry things before my lord, up jumps the 

Master, passes about the board, and claps his brother on the 
shoulder. 


Come, come, Hairry lad /’ says he, with a broad accent such as 
they must have used together when they were boys, “you must not 
be downcast because your brother has come home. All’s yours, 
that’s sure enough, and little I grudge it you. Neither must you 
grudge me my place beside my father’s fire.” 

“And that is too true, Henry,” says my old lord with a little 
frown, a thing rare with him. “You have been the elder brother 
of the parable in the good sense; you must be careful of the 
other.” 

“I am easily put in the wrong,” said Mr. Henry. 

“Who puts you in the wrong?” cried my lord, I thought very 
tartly for so mild a man. “You have earned my gratitude and 
your brother’s many thousand times; you may count on its en¬ 
durance; and let that suffice.” 

“Ay, Harry, that you may,” said the Master; and I thought Mr. 
Henry looked at him with a kind of wildness in his eye. 


On all the miserable business that now followed, I have four 
questions that I asked myself often at the time and ask myself still. 
Was the man moved by a particular sentiment against Mr. Henry? 
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or by what he thought to be his interest? or by a ^re dehg u m 
cruelty such as cats display and theologians tell us of the dev 
by what he would have called love? My common opinion halts 
among the three first; but perhaps there lay at the spring of his be 
haviour an element of all. As thus: Animosity to Mr. Henry would 
explain his hateful usage of him when they were alone; the in¬ 
terests he came to serve would explain his very different attitude 
before my lord; that and some spice of a design of gallantry, his 
care to stand well with Mrs. Henry; and the pleasure of malice for 
itself, the pains he was continually at to mingle and oppose these 


lines of conduct. 

Partly because I was a very open friend to my patron, par y 
cause in my letters to Paris I had often given myself some freedom 
of remonstrance, I was included in his diabolical amusement. 
When I was alone with him, he pursued me with sneers; before 
the family, he used me with the extreme of friendly condescension. 
This was not only painful in itself; not only did it put me contin¬ 
ually in the wrong; but there was in it an element of insult in¬ 
describable. That he should thus leave me out in his dissimulation, 
as though even my testimony were too despicable to be con¬ 
sidered, galled me to the blood. But what it was to me is not worth 
notice. I make but memorandum of it here; and chiefly for this 
reason, that it had one good result, and gave me the quicker sense 

of Mr. Henry’s martyrdom. 

It was on him the burthen fell. How was he to respond to the 
public advances of one who never lost a chance of gibing him in 
private? How was he to smile back on the deceiver and the in- 
sulter? He was condemned to seem ungracious. He was condemned 
to silence. Had he been less proud, had he spoken, who would have 
credited the truth? The acted calumny had done its work; my lord 
and Mrs. Henry were the daily witnesses of what went on; they 
could have sworn in court that the Master was a model of long- 
suffering good-nature and Mr. Henry a pattern of jealousy and 
thanklessness. And ugly enough as these must have appeared in 
any one, they seemed tenfold uglier in Mr. Henry; for who could 
forget that the Master lay in peril of his life, and that he had al¬ 
ready lost his mistress, his title and his fortune? 

“Henry, will you ride with me?” asks the Master one day. 

And Mr. Henry, who had been goaded by the man all morning, 
raps out: “I will not.” 
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,Jjr imCS WiSh yOU WOUld be klndcr - Henr y-" says the other 


I gnc this for a specimen; but such scenes befell continually 
. mall wonder if Mr. Henry was blamed; small wonder if I fretted 
myself into something near upon a bilious fever; nay, and at the 
meie 1 collection feel a bitterness in my blood. 

n neV ° r ^ th j S W ° rld WaS a more dia bolical contrivance: so 
pei fidious, so simple, so impossible to combat. And yet I think 

again, and I think always, Mrs. Henry might have read between 
the lines she might have had more knowledge of her husband’s 
nature; after all these years of marriage, she might have com¬ 
manded or captured his confidence. And my old lord too that 
very watchful gentleman, where was all his observation? But for 
one thing, the deceit was practised by a master hand, and might 
have gulled an angel. For another (in the case of Mrs. Henry), I 
have observed there are no persons so far away as those who are 
both married and estranged, so that they seem out of earshot or to 
have no common tongue. For a third (in the case of both of these 


spectators), they were blinded by old, ingrained predilection. And 
for a fourth, the risk the Master was supposed to stand in (sup¬ 
posed, I say—you will soon hear why) made it seem the more un¬ 
generous to criticise; and keeping them in a perpetual tender 
solicitude about his life, blinded them the more effectually to his 
faults. 

It was during this time that I perceived most clearly the effect of 
manner, and was led to lament most deeply the plainness of my 
own. Mr. Henry had the essence of a gentleman; when he was 
moved, when there was any call of circumstance, he could play 
his part with dignity and spirit; but in the day’s commerce (it is 
idle to deny it) he fell short of the ornamental. The Master (on the 
other hand) had never a movement but it commended him. So it 
befell, that when the one appeared gracious and the other un¬ 
gracious, every trick of their bodies seemed to call out confirma¬ 
tion. Nor that alone: but the more deeply Mr. Henry floundered in 
his brother’s toils, the more clownish he grew; and the more the 
Master enjoyed his spiteful entertainment, the more engagingly, 
the more smilingly, he went! So that the plot, by its own scope 
and progress, furthered and confirmed itself. 

It was one of the man’s arts to use the peril in which (as I say) 
he was supposed to stand. He spoke of it to those who loved him 
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with a gentle pleasantry, which made it the more touching. To Mr. 
Henry he used it as a cruel weapon of offence. I remember his lay¬ 
ing his finger on the clean lozenge of the painted window, one 
day when we three were alone together in the hall. Here tient 
your lucky guinea, Jacob,” said he. And when Mr. Henry only 
looked upon him darkly, “O,” he added, “you need not look such 
impotent malice, my good fly. You can be rid of your spider when 
you please. How long, O Lord? When are you to be wrought to 
the point of a denunciation, scrupulous brother? It is one of my 
interests in this dreary hole. I ever loved experiment.” Still Mr 
Henry only stared upon him with a glooming brow, and a changed 
colour; and at last the Master broke out in a laugh and clapped 
him on the shoulder, calling him a sulky dog. At this my patron 
leaped back with a gesture I thought very dangerous; and I must 
suppose the Master thought so too; for he looked the least in the 
world discountenanced, and I do not remember him again to have 


laid hands on Mr. Henry. 

But though he had his peril always on his lips in the one way 01 
the other, I thought his conduct strangely incautious, and began 
to fancy the government (who had set a price upon his head) was 
gone sound asleep. I did not deny I was tempted with the wish to 
denounce him; but two thoughts withheld me: one, that if he 
were thus to end his life upon an honourable scaffold, the man 
would be canonised for good in the minds of his father and my 
patron’s wife: the other, that if I was anyway mingled in the mat¬ 
ter, Mr. Henry himself would scarce escape some glancings of 
suspicion. And in the meanwhile our enemy went in and out 
more than I could have thought possible, the fact that he was home 
again was buzzed about all the country-side; and yet he was never 
stirred. Of all these so many and so different persons who were 
acquainted with his presence, none had the least greed (as I used 
to say, in my annoyance) or the least loyalty; and the man rode 
here and there—fully more welcome, considering the lees of old 
unpopularity, than Mr. Henry—and considering the freetraders, 
far safer than myself. 

Not but what he had a trouble of his own; and this, as it brought 
about the gravest consequences, I must now relate. The reader will 
scarce have forgotten Jessie Broun; her way of life was much 
among the smuggling party; Captain Crail himself was of her 
intimates; and she had early word of Mr. Bally’s presence at the 
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jouso. In my opinion she had long ceased to care 
the Master’s person- bur ir k & . Care two straws for 

continually with the Master's n CC ° m t C ^ habU “ connect herself 

play-acting; and so, now °h "" ^ 

, , C stoiy, exen seeking to weep upon his neck I own T 
tubbed my hands over this persecution; but the Master ’who laid 
so much upon others, was himself the least patient of men The e 
tvere strange scenes enacted in the policies Some say he took Ws 
cane to her, and Jessie fell back upon her former weapon ston 
t ts certain at least that he made a motion to Captain Crail to 
have the woman trepanned, and that the Captain refused the 
proposition with uncommon vehemence. And the end of the mat¬ 
ter was victory for Jessie. Money was got together; an interview 
ook place in which my proud gentleman must consent to be 
issed and wept upon; and the woman was set up in a public of 
her own, somewhere on Solway side (but I forget where) and by 
the only news I ever had of it, extremely ill-frequented. 

This is to look forward. After Jessie had been but a little while 
upon his heels, the Master comes to me one day in the steward’s 
office, and with more civility than usual, “Mackellar,” says he, 
there is a damned crazy wench comes about here. I cannot well 
move in the matter myself, which brings me to you. Be so good as 

see to it. the men must have a strict injunction to drive the wench 
away.” 

Sir, said I, trembling a little, ‘‘you can do your own dirty er¬ 
rands for yourself.” 

He said not a word to that, and left the room. 

Presently came Mr. Henry. “Here is news!” cried he. “It seems 
all is not enough, and you must add to my wretchedness. It seems 
you have insulted Mr. Bally.” 


“Under your kind favour, Mr. Henry,” said I, “it was he that 
insulted me, and as I think grossly. But I may have been careless of 
your position when I spoke; and if you think so when you know 
all, my dear patron, you have but to say the word. For you I would 
obey in any point whatever, even to sin, God pardon me!” And 
thereupon I told him what had passed. 
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Mr. Henry smiled to himself; a grimmer smile I never w.mess^ 
••Yon did exactly well.” said he. "He shall dr.nk h.s Jessie Broun 
to the dregs.” And then, spying the Master outside he opened th 
window, and crying to him by the name of Mr. Bally, asked him 

step up and have a word. . , 

“Tames,” said he, when our persecutor had come in and 

the door behind him, looking at me with a smile as if he though 
I was to be humbled, “you brought me a complaint against Mr. 
Mackellar into which I have inquired. I need not tell you I would 
always take his word against yours; for we are alone, and I am 
going to use something of your own freedom. Mr. Mackellar is a 
crentleman I value; and you must contrive, so long as you are 
under this roof, to bring yourself into no more collisions with one 
whom I will support at any possible cost to me or mine. As for the 
errand upon which you came to him, you must deliver yourse 
from the consequences of your own cruelty^ and none of my 
servants shall be at all employed in such a case.” 

“My father’s servants, I believe,” says the Master. 

“Go to him with this tale,” said Mr. Henry. 

The Master grew very white. He pointed at me with his linger. 
“I want that man discharged,” he said. 


“He shall not be,” said Mr. Henry. 

“You shall pay pretty dear for this,” says the Master. ^ 

“I have paid so dear already for a wicked brother,” said Mr. 
Henry, “that I am bankrupt even of fears. You have no place 

left where you can strike me.” 

“I will show you about that,” says the Master, and went softly 
away. 

“What will he do next, Mackellar?” cries Mr. Henry. 

“Let me go away,” said I. “My dear patron, let me go away; I 
am but the beginning of fresh sorrows.” 

“Would you leave me quite alone?” said he. 


We were not long in suspense as to the nature of the new ai- 
sault. Up to that hour, the Master had played a very close game 
with Mrs. Henry; avoiding pointedly to be alone with her, which I 
took at the time for an effect of decency, but now think to be a 
most insidious art; meeting her, you may say, at mealtime only; 
and behaving, when he did so, like an affectionate brother. Up to 
that hour, you may say he had scarce directly interfered between 
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self, and that her husband must look on in silence The i « 

s^’irrr 1 (as "t mad r to appear) by acddem - The 

matter of their song's ^ ““ S ° h * lided to th ' 

“There is one,” says the Master, “if you are curious in these 
matters, that has always seemed to me very moving. The poetry is 
harsh; and yet, perhaps because of my situation, it has always 
found the way to my heart. It is supposed to be sung, I should 
tell you by an exile s sweetheart; and represents, perhaps, not so 
much the truth of what she is thinking, as the truth of what he 
hopes of her, poor soull in these far lands.” And here the Master 
sighed. ‘I protest it is a pathetic sight when a score of rough 
Irish, all common sentinels, get to this song; and you may see by 
their falling tears, how it strikes home to them. It goes thus, 
father,” says he, very adroitly taking my lord for his listener, “and 
if I cannot get to the end of it, you must think it is a common case 
with us exiles.” And thereupon he struck up the same air as I had 
heard the Colonel whistle; but now to words, rustic indeed, yet 
most pathetically setting forth a poor girl’s aspirations for an 

exiled lover: of which one verse indeed (or something like it) still 
sticks by me: 


O, I will dye my petticoat red. 

With my dear boy I’ll beg my bread. 

Though all my friends should wish me dead. 

For Willie among the rushes, O! 

He sang it well even as a song; but he did better yet as a per¬ 
former. I have heard famous actors, when there was not a dry eye 
in the Edinburgh theatre; a great wonder to behold; but no more 
wonderful than how the Master played upon that litde ballad and 
on those who heard him like an instrument, and seemed now upon 
the point of failing, and now to conquer his distress, so that words 
and music seemed to pour out of his own heart and his own past. 
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and to be aimed direct at Mrs. Henry. And his art went further 
yet; for all was so delicately touched, it seemed impossible to 
suspect him of the least design; and so far from making a para e 
of emotion, you would have sworn he was striving to be calm. 
When it came to an end, we all sat silent for a time, e a c osen 
the dusk of the afternoon, so that none could see lus neighbour s 
face; but it seemed as if we held our breathing, only my old lord 
cleared his throat. The first to move was the singer, who got to his 
feet suddenly and softly, and went and walked softly to and fro in 
the low end of the hall, Mr. Henry’s customary place. We were to 
suppose that he there struggled down the last of Ins emotion; lor 
he presently returned and launched into a disquisition on the na¬ 
ture of the Irish (always so much miscalled, and whom he de¬ 
fended) in his natural voice; so that, before the lights were 
brought, we were in the usual course of talk. But even then, 
methought Mrs. Henry’s face was a shade pale; and for another 

thing, she withdrew almost at once. 

The next sign was a friendship this insidious devil struck up 

with innocent Miss Katharine; so that they were always together, 
hand in hand, or she climbing on his knee, like a pair of chil¬ 
dren. Like all his diabolical acts, this cut in several ways. It was the 
last stroke to Mr. Henry, to see his own babe debauched against 
him; it made him harsh with the poor innocent, which brought 
him still a peg lower in his wife’s esteem; and (to conclude) it was 
a bond of union between the lady and the Master. Under this in¬ 
fluence, their old reserve melted by daily stages. Presently there 
came walks in the long strubbery, talks in the Belvedere, and I 
know not what tender familiarity. I am sure Mrs. Henry was like 
many a good woman; she had a whole conscience, but perhaps by 
the means of a little winking. For even to so dull an observer as 
myself, it was plain her kindness was of a more moving nature 
than the sisterly. The tones of her voice appeared more numerous; 
she had a light and softness in her eye; she was more gentle with 
all of us, even with Mr. Henry, even with myself; methought she 
breathed of some quiet melancholy happiness. 

To look on at this, what a torment it was for Mr. Henry! And 
yet it brought our ultimate deliverance, as I am soon to tell. 


The purport of the Master’s stay was no more noble (gild it as 
they might) than to wring money out. He had some design of a 
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fortune in the French Indies as th P ru . ■ • 

the sum required for this that he ra ^ 1Cr ' vrote me; and il was 

open pressure, Mr. Henry^as brough t toconsem.' He nevcrwould 

have done so, I am very well assured, but for the weight of tie 

istress under which he laboured. But for his passionate eagerness 

sec his bi other gone, he would not thus have broken wkh his 

own sentiment and the traditions of his house. And even so. he 

sold them his consent at a dear rate, speaking for once openly 

and holding the business up m its own shameful colours 

“You will observe,” he said, “this is an injustice to my son, if 
ever I have one.” 7 


“But that you are not likely to have,” said my lord. 

”God knows!” says Mr. Henry. "And considering the cruel false¬ 
ness of the position in which I stand to my brother, and that you, 
my lord, are my father and have the right to command me, I set my 
hand to this paper. But one thing I will say first: I have been un¬ 
generously pushed, and when next, my lord, you are tempted to 
compare your sons, I call on you to remember what I have done 
and what he has done. Acts are the fair test.” 

My lord was the most uneasy man I ever saw; even in his old 
face the blood came up. “I think this is not a very wisely chosen 
moment, Henry, for complaints,” said he. “This takes away from 
the merit of your generosity.” 

“Do not deceive yourself, my lord,” said Mr. Henry. “This in¬ 
justice is not done from generosity to him, but in obedience to 
yourself.” 

“Before strangers . . .” begins my lord, still more unhappily af¬ 
fected. 

“There is no one but Mackellar here,” said Mr. Henry; “he is* 
my friend. And, my lord, as you make him no stranger to your 
frequent blame, it were hard if I must keep him one to a thing so 
rare as my defence.” 

Almost I believe my lord would have rescinded his decision; 
but the Master was on the watch. 
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"Ah, Henry, Henry,” says he, “you are the best of ns st. • 

Rugged and true! Ah, man, I wish I was as good. 

And at that instance of his favourite's generosity, my lord d 

sisted from his hesitation, and the deed was signet chterhall 

As soon as it could be brought about, the land of OchterhaU 

was sold for much below its value, and the money pai 
leech and sent by some private carnage into France. Oi so he said, 
,^ugh I.,,ve Ip since i. did no. go so hr And "O” ‘,«c. 
was all the man’s business brought to a successful head, and us 
pockets once more bulging with our gold; and yet the potm 
which we had consented to this sacrifice was still denied us, and the 
visitor still lingered on at Durrisdeer. Whether in malice, or b 
cause the time was not yet come for his adventures to the Indies, 
or because he had hopes of his design on Mrs. Henry, or from the 
orders of the government, who shall say? but linger he did and 

that for weeks. r , . 

You will observe I say; from the orders of government; for about 

this time, the man's disreputable secret trickled out. 

The first hint I had was from a tenant, who commented on the 

Master’s stay and yet more on his security; for this tenant was a 

Tacobitish sympathiser, and had lost a son at Culloden which gave 

him the more critical eye. “There is one thing,” said he, that I 

cannot but think strange; and that is how he got to Cockermouth. 

“To Cockermouth?” said I, with a sudden memory of my first 

wonder on beholding the man disembark so point-de-vice after so 

long a voyage. . , , , 

“Why, yes,” says the tenant, “it was there he was picked up by 

Captain Crail. You thought he had come from France by sea? And 

so we all did.” . 

I turned this news a little in my head, and then carried it to Mr. 

Henry. “Here is an odd circumstance,” said I, and told him. 

“What matters how he came, Mackellar, so long as he is here? 


groans Mr. Henry. 

“No, sir,” said I, “but think again! Does not this smack a little 
of some government connivance? You know how much we have 

wondered already at the man’s security. 

“Stop,” said Mr. Henry. “Let me think of this.” And as he 
thought there came that grim smile upon his face that was a little 
like the Master’s. “Give me paper,” said he. And he sat without 
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another word and wrote to a gentleman of his acquaintance-I 

' , “ no ""necessary names, but he was one in a high place 

Tins letter I despatched by the only hand I could depend upon 
in such a case, Macconochies; and the old man rode hard for he 

expect '% A 1,16 repIy : bcfore even my eagerness had ventured to 
expect him. Again, as he read it, Mr. Henry had the same grim 

„ 1 ., 1 . hlS , IS the best J ou have done for me yet, Mackellar,” says he. 
dinner 1 W ‘ H give him a sho 8 - Watch for us at 

At dinner accordingly, Mr. Henry proposed some very public 

appearance for the Master; and my lord, as he had hoped, objected 
to the danger of the course. 

“O,” says Mr. Henry, very easily, “you need no longer keep this 
up with me. I am as much in the secret as yourself.” 

“In the secret?” says my lord. “What do you mean, Henry? I give 
you my word I am in no secret from which you are excluded.” 

The Master had changed countenance, and I saw he was struck 
in a joint of his harness. 

How? says Mr. Henry, turning to him with a huge appearance 
of surprise. “I see you serve your masters very faithfully; but I had 
thought you would have been humane enough to set your father’s 
mind at rest.” 

What are you talking of? I refuse to have my business publicly 
discussed. I order this to cease,” cries the Master very foolishly and 
passionately, and indeed more like a child than a man. 

“So much discretion was not looked for at your hands, I can as¬ 
sure you,” continued Mr. Henry. “For see what my correspondent 
writes”—unfolding the paper—“ ‘It is, of course, in the interests 
both of the government and the gentleman whom we may perhaps 
best continue to call Mr. Bally, to keep this understanding secret; 
but it was never meant his own family should continue to endure 
the suspense you paint so feelingly; and I am pleased mine should 
be the hand to set these fears at rest. Mr. Bally is as safe in Great 
Britain as yourself.’ ” 

“Is this possible?” cries my lord, looking at his son, with a great 
deal of wonder and still more of suspicion in his face. 

“My dear father,” says the Master, already much recovered, “I 
am overjoyed that this may be disclosed. My own instructions 
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direct from London bore a very contrary sense, and I was charged 
to keep the indulgence secret from every one, yourself not ex¬ 
cepted, and indeed yourself expressly named—as I can show in 
black and white, unless I have destroyed the letter. They must 
have changed their mind very swiftly, for the whole matter is still 
quite fresh; or rather Henry’s correspondent must have m lscor J- 
ceived that part, as he seems to have misconceived the rest. To tell 
you the truth, sir,” he continued, getting visibly more easy, I had 
supposed this unexplained favour to a rebel was the effect of some 
application from yourself; and the injunction to secrecy among my 
family the result of a desire on your part to conceal your kindness. 
Hence I was the more careful to obey orders. It remains now to 
guess by what other channel indulgence can have flowed on so 
notorious an offender as myself; for I do not think your son need 
defend himself from what seems hinted at in Henry s letter. I 
have never yet heard of a Durrisdeer who was a turncoat or a spy,” 

says he, proudly. 

And so it seemed he had swum out of this danger unharmed; 
but this was to reckon without a blunder he had made, and without 
the pertinacity of Mr. Henry, who was now to show he had some¬ 
thing of his brother’s spirit. 

“You say the matter is still fresh,” says Mr. Henry. 

“It is recent,” says the Master, with a fair show of stoutness and 

yet not without a quaver. 

“Is it so recent as that?” asked Mr. Henry, like a man a little 

puzzled, and spreading his letter forth again. 

In all the letter there was no word as to the date; but how was 

the Master to know that? 

“It seemed to come late enough for me,” says he, with a laugh. 
And at the sound of that laugh, which rang false like a cracked 
bell, my lord looked at him again across the table, and I saw his 
old lips draw together close. 

“No,” said Mr. Henry, still glancing on his letter, “but I re¬ 
member your expression. You said it was very fresh.” 

And here we had a proof of our victory, and the strongest 
instance yet of my lord’s incredible indulgence; for what must he 
do but interfere to save his favourite from exposure! 

“I think, Henry,” says he, with a kind of pitiful eagerness, “I 
think we need dispute no more. We are all rejoiced at last to find 
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your brother safe; we are all at one on that; and as grateful s„h 

bounty ” Ca " d ° n ° ie$S tha " drint t0 the Kin S’ s health and 


Thus was the Master extricated; but at least he had been put 
to his defence, he had come lamely out, and the attraction of his 
peisonal danger was now publicly plucked away from him. My 
lo!d, in his heart of hearts, now knew his favourite to be a govern¬ 
ment spy; and Mrs. Henry (however she explained the tale) was 
notably cold m her behaviour to the discredited hero of romance. 
T nis in the best fabric of duplicity, there is some weak point, if 
von can strike it, which will loosen all; and if, by this fortunate 

stroke, we had not shaken the idol, who can say how it might have 
gone with us at the catastrophe? 

And yet at the time we seemed to have accomplished nothing. 
Before a day or two he had wiped off the ill-results of his dis- 
comfituie, and to all appearance, stood as high as ever. As for my 
Lord Durrisdeer, he was sunk in parental partiality; it was not so 
much love, which should be an active quality, as an apathy and 
torpor of his other powers; and forgiveness (so to misapply a noble 
word) flowed from him in sheer weakness, like the tears of senility. 
Mrs. Hemy s was a different case; and heaven alone knows what 


he found to say to her or how he persuaded her from her contempt. 
It is one of the worst things of sentiment, that the voice grows to 
be more important than the words, and the speaker than that 
which is spoken. But some excuse the Master must have found, or 
perhaps he had even struck upon some art to wrest this ex¬ 
posure to his own advantage; for after a time of coldness, it seemed 
as if things went worse than ever between him and Mrs. Henry. 
They were then constantly together. I would not be thought to 
cast one shadow of blame, beyond what is due to a half-wilful 
blindness, on that unfortunate lady; but I do think, in these last 
days, she was playing very near the fire; and whether I be wrong or 
not in that, one thing is sure and quite sufficient: Mr. Henry 
thought so. The poor gentleman sat for days in my room, so great 
a picture of distress that I could never venture to address him; yet 
it is to be thought he found some comfort even in my presence 
and the knowledge of my sympathy. There were times, too, when 
we talked, and a strange manner of talk it was; there was never a 
person named, nor an individual circumstance referred to; yet we 
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had the same matter in our minds, and we were each aware o 'L 
It is a strange art that can thus be practised: to talk for hours of a 

thing, and never name nor yet so much as hint at £ A 1 
member I wondered if it was by some such natural skill that the 
Master made love to Mrs. Henry all day long (as he manifestly d ), 

vet never startled her into reserve. 

To show how far affairs had gone with Mr. Henry, X will give 

some words of his, uttered (as 1 have cause not to forget) upon the 
26th of February, 1757. It was unseasonable weather, a cast back 
into Winter: windless, bitter cold, the world all white with rime, 
the sky low and grey; the sea black and silent like a quarry hole. 
Mr Henry sat close by the fire and debated (as was now common 
with him) whether “a man” should “do things,” whether inter¬ 
ference was wise,” and the like general propositions, .which each 
of us particularly applied. I was by the window looking out when 
there passed below me the Master, Mrs. Henry and Miss Katha¬ 
rine, that now constant trio. The child was running to and fro de- 
lighted with the frost; the Master spoke close in the lady s ear wit i 
what seemed (even from so far) a devilish grace of insinuation; and 
she on her part looked on the ground like a person lost in listening. 

I broke out of my reserve. . 

“If I were you, Mr. Henry,” said I, “I would deal openly with 


my lord.” 

“Mackellar, Mackellar,” said he, “you do not see the weakness 
of my ground. I can carry no such base thoughts to any one: to my 
father least of all; that would be to fall into the bottom of his 
scorn. The weakness of my ground,” he continued, “lies in myself, 
that I am not one who engages love. I have their gratitude, they 
all tell me that: I have a rich estate of it! But I am not present in 
their minds; they are moved neither to think with me nor to think 
for me. There is my loss!” He got to his feet and ,trod down the 
fire. “But some method must be found, Mackellar,” said he, look¬ 
ing at me suddenly over his shoulder; “some way must be found. I 
am a man of a great deal of patience—far too much—far too 
much. I begin to despise myself. And yet sure never was a man 
involved in such a toil!” He fell back to his brooding. 

“Cheer up,” said I. “It will burst of itself.” 

“I am far past anger now,” says he, which had so little co¬ 
herency with my own observation, that I let both fall. 
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Account of All That Passed on the JTight of February 

27 th, 1757 


/^V N THE EVENING OF THE INTERVIEW REFERRED TO, THE MASTER 

, / V To~ b L road; he was abroad a great deal of the next day also, 
that fatal „/th; but where he went or what he did, we never con¬ 
cerned ourselves to ask until next day. If we had done so, and by 
any chance found out, it might have changed all. But as all we 
did was done in ignorance, and should be so judged, I shall so 
narrate these passages as they appeared to us in the moment of 
their birth, and reserve all that I since discovered for the time of 
its discovery. For I have now come to one of the dark parts of 

my narrative, and must engage the reader’s indulgence for my 
patron. 

All the 27th, that rigorous weather endured: a stifling cold; 
the folk passing about like smoking chimneys; the wide hearth in 
the hall piled high with fuel; some of the spring birds that had 
already blundered north into our neighbourhood, besieging the 
windows of the house or trotting on the frozen turf like things dis¬ 
tracted. About noon there came a blink of sunshine; showing a 


very pretty, wintry, frosty landscape of white hills and woods, with 
Crail’s lugger waiting for a wind under the Craig Head, and the 
smoke mounting straight into the air from every farm and cottage. 
With the coming of night, the haze closed in overhead; it fell dark 
and still and starless and exceedingly cold: a night the most un¬ 
seasonable, fit for strange events. 

Mrs. Henry withdrew, as was now her custom, very early. We 
had set ourselves of late to pass the evening with a game of cards; 
another mark that our visitor was wearying mightily of the life at 
Durrisdeer; and we had not been long at this, when my old lord 
slipped from his place beside the fire, and was off without a word 
to seek the warmth of bed. The three thus left together had neither 
love nor courtesy to share; not one of us would have sat up one 
instant to oblige another; yet from the influence of custom and as 
the cards had just been dealt, we continued the form of playing 
out the round. I should say we were late sitters; and though my 
lord had departed earlier than was his custom, twelve was already 
gone some time upon the clock, and the servants long ago in bed. 
Another thing I should say, that although I never saw the Master 
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anyway affected with liquor, he had been drinking freely and was 

perhaps (although he showed it not) a trifle heated. 

Anyway, he now practised one of his transitions; and so soon 
as the door closed behind my lord, and without the smallest 
change of voice, shifted from ordinary civil talk into a stream o 

insult. , . i 

“My dear Henry, it is yours to play,” he had been saying, and 

now continued: “It is a very strange thing how, even in so small a 
matter as a game of cards, you display your rusticity. \ou p ay, 
Jacob, like a bonnet laird, or a sailor in a tavern. The same du - 
ness, the same petty greed, cette lenteur d’hebete qui me fait rager; 
it is strange I should have such a brother. Even Squaretoes has a 
certain vivacity when his stake is imperilled; but the dreariness of 
a game with you, I positively lack language to depict.” 

Mr. Henry continued to look at his cards, as though very ma¬ 
turely considering some play; but his mind was elsewhere. 

“Dear God, will this never be done?” cries the Master. Quel 
lourdeau! But why do I trouble you with French expressions, 
which are lost on such an ignoramus? A lourdeau, my dear brother, 
is as we might say a bumpkin, a clown, a clodpole: a fellow with¬ 
out grace, lightness, quickness; any gift of pleasing, any natural 
brilliancy: such a one as you shall see, when you desire, by looking 
in the mirror. I tell you these things for your good, I assure you; 
and besides, Squaretoes” (looking at me and stifling a yawn), “it is 
one of my diversions in this very dreary spot, to toast you and your 
master at the fire like chestnuts. I have great pleasure in your case, 
for I observe the nickname (rustic as it is) has always the power to 
make you writhe. But sometimes I have more trouble with this 
dear fellow here, who seems to have gone to sleep upon his cards. 
Do you not see the applicability of the epithet I have just ex¬ 
plained, dear Henry? Let me show you. For instance, with all 
those solid qualities which I delight to recognise in you, I never 
knew a woman who did not prefer me—nor, I think,” he con¬ 
tinued, with the most silken deliberation, “I think—who did not 
continue to prefer me.” 

Mr. Henry laid down his cards. He rose to his feet very softly, 
and seemed all the while like a person in deep thought. “You 
coward!” he said gently, as if to himself. And then, with neither 
hurry nor any particular violence, he struck the Master in the 
mouth. 
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blow from God Almighty'• Scried. I would not take a 

^ HCnry - " D ° y ° U Wi5h ■* » 
^'Gentlemen, gentlemen,” I cried, and sought to come between 

The Master caught me by the shoulder, held me at arm's leneth 
and sun addressing his brother, "Do you know what this means?” 


It was the most deliberate act of my life,” says Mr. Henry. 

”PlT St r a 'u , d \! u USt ha ' e bl0 ° d f ° r this '” sa >' s the Master. 
Please God it shall be yours,” said Mr. Henry; and he went 

to the wall and took down a pair of swords that hung there with 

" aked - These he presented to the Master by the points. 

Mackcllar shall see us play fair,” said Mr. Henry. “I think it very 
needful.” 7 


"You need insult me no more,” said the Master, taking one of 
the swords at random. “I have hated you all my life." 

"My father is but newly gone to bed,” said Mr. Henry. "We must 
go somewhere forth of the house.” 

There is an excellent place in the long shrubbery,” said the 
Master. 

Gentlemen, said I, ‘‘shame upon you bothl Sons of the same 
mother, would you turn against the life she gave you?” 

Even so, Mackellar, said Mr. Henry, with the same perfect 
quietude of manner he had shown throughout. 

‘‘It is what I will prevent,” said I. 

And now here is a blot upon my life. At these words of mine, 
the Master turned his blade against my bosom; I saw the light run 
along the steel; and I threw up my arms and fell to my knees be¬ 
fore him on the floor. ‘‘No, no,” I cried, like a baby. 

‘‘We shall have no more trouble with him,” said the Master. ‘‘It 
is a good thing to have a coward in the house.” 

‘‘We must have light,” said Mr. Henry, as though there had been 
no interruption. 

‘‘This trembler can bring a pair of candles,” said the Master. 

To my shame be it said, I was still so blinded with the flashing 
of that bare sword, that I volunteered to bring a lantern. 

“We do not need a 1-1-lantern,” says the Master, mocking me. 
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‘•There is no breath of air. Come, get to your £ the 

lights, and go before. I am close behtnd with th.s- ntaktng 

would rive my hand to recall; but a coward is a slave at the best 

and even as I went, my teeth smote each other in 

was as he had said, there was no breath st.rrin^ a wmd ess s 

ture of frost had bound the air; and as we went W"" 
of the candles, the blackness was like a roof over our heads. Never 

a word was said, there was never a sound but the aw *ng 
steps along the frozen path. The cold of the night fell about me 
like a bucket of water; I shook as I went with more than terror 
but my companions, bareheaded like myself and fresh from 
warm hall, appeared not even conscious of the change. __ 

“Here is the place,” said the Master. "Set down the candles. 

I did as he bid me, and presently the flames went up «| steady 
as in a chamber in the midst of the frosted trees, and I beheld these 


two brothers take their places. 

“The light is something in my eyes,” said the Master. . 

“I will give you every advantage,” replied Mr. Henry, shifting 
his ground, “for I think you are about to die.” He spoke rat ler 

sadly than otherwise, yet there was a ring in his voice. 

“Henry Durie,” said the Master, “two words before I begin. You 
are a fencer, you can hold a foil; you little know what a change it 
makes to hold a sword! And by that I know you are to fall. But see 
how strong is my situation! If you fall, I shift out of this country 
to where my money is before me. If I fall, where are you? My 
father, your wife who is in love with me—as you very well know— 
your child even who prefers me to yourself:—how will these 
avenge me! Had you thought of that, dear Henry?” He looked at 
his brother with a smile; then made a fencing-room salute. 

Never a word said Mr. Henry, but saluted too, and the swords 


rang together. 

I am no judge of the play, my head besides was gone with cold 
and fear and horror; but it seems that Mr. Henry took and kept 
the upper-hand from the engagement, crowding in upon his foe 
with a contained and glowing fury. Nearer and nearer he crept 
upon the man till, of a sudden, the Master leaped back with a little 
sobbing oath; and I believe the movement brought the light once 
more against his eyes. To it they went again, on the fresh ground; 
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out now mcthought closer l\fr Rpnrv 

.1.0 Master beyond doubt ui.h .h.J 

do„b, , c . octognizcd himself f„, , „ d , J,“ ..'I""* 

cannosavlZn T' 0 '' ^ ^ aUem P ted the foul stroke. I 
mot sa> I followed it, my untrained eye was never quick enough 

Ids leh , H “ appCa ' S hC CaU S' U his brother's blade with 

eft hand a practice not permitted. Certainly Mr. Henry only 

saved himself by leaping on one side; as certainly the Master, 

unging in the air, stumbled on his knee, and before he could 
mo\-e, the sword was through his body. 

I cried out with a stifled scream, and ran in; but the body was 
already fallen to the ground, where it writhed a moment like a 
trodden worm, and then lay motionless. 

“Look at his left hand,” said Mr. Henry. 

“It is all bloody,” said I. 


“On the inside?” said he. 

“It is cut on the inside,” said I. 

“I thought so,” said he, and turned his back. 

I opened the man’s clothes; the heart was quite still, it gave not 
a flutter. 

“God forgive us, Mr. Henry!” said I. “He is dead.” 

“Dead?” he repeated, a little stupidly; and then with a rising 
tone, “Dead? dead?” says he, and suddenly cast his bloody sword 
upon the ground. 

“What must we do?” said I. “Be yourself, sir. It is too late now: 
you must be yourself.” 

He turned and stared at me. “O, Mackellar!” says he, and put 
his face in his hands. 

I plucked him by the coat. “For God’s sake, for all our sakes, be 
more courageous!” said I. “What must we do?” 

He showed me his face with the same stupid stare. “Do?” says 
he. And with that his eye fell on the body, and “Ol” he cries out, 
with his hand to his brow, as if he had never remembered; and 
turning from me, made off towards the house of Durrisdeer at a 
strange stumbling run. 

I stood a moment mused; then it seemed to me my duty lay 
most plain on the side of the living; and I ran after him, leaving 
the candles on the frosty ground and the body lying in their light 
under the trees. But run as I pleased, he had the start of me, and 
was got into the house, and up to the hall, where I found him 
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standing before the fire with his face once more in h.s hands, an 

as he so stood, he visibly shuddered ruin o£ us all.” 

“Mr. Henry, Mr. Henry, I said, this will looking 

“What is this that I have done?” crtes he, and then, ookmg 
upon me with a countenance that I shall never forget, Who 

tell the old man?” he said. . f weakness 

The word knocked at my heart; but it was no time for weakne - 

I went and poured him out a glass of brandy. “Drink that sa d I 

“drink it down.” I forced him to swallow it like a child; and, bei g 

stl pe ished with the cold of the night, I followed his example 

“It has to be told, Mackellar,” said he. “It must be told. And 

he fell suddenly in a seat—my old lord’s seat by the c limney si 

—and was shaken with dry sobs. . 

Dismay came upon my soul; it was plain there was no help in 

Mr Henry. “Well,” said I, “sit there, and leave all to me. A 

taking a candle in my hand, I set forth out of the room m the dark 

house There was no movement; I must suppose that al had go 

unobserved; and I was now to consider how to smuggle through 

the rest with the like secrecy. It was no hour for scruples, anc I 

opened my lady’s door without so much as a knock, and passed 

boldly in. . . . . A 

“There is some calamity happened,” she cried, sitting up in bed. 

“Madam,” said I, “I will go forth again into the passage; and 

do you get as quickly as you can into your clothes. There is much 

to be done.” . . 

She troubled me with no questions, nor did she keep me waiting. 

Ere I had time to prepare a word of that which I must say to her, 

she was on the threshold signing me to enter. 

“Madam,” said I, "if you cannot be very brave, I must go else¬ 
where; for if no one helps me tonight, there is an end of the house 

of Durrisdeer.” . 

“I am very courageous,” said she; and she looked at me with a 

sort of smile, very painful to see, but very brave too. 

“It has come to a duel,” said I. 

“A duel?” she repeated. ‘‘A duel! Henry and-” 

“And the Master,” said I. ‘‘Things have been borne so long, 

things of which you know nothing, which you would not believe 

if I should tell. But to-night it went too far, and when he insulted 

you 


(( 


Stop,” said she. ‘‘He? Who?” 
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there is none herel” ’ ^ ®° elsewhere for help; 

“I do not know in what I have offended you ” said she -f • 
me; put me out of this suspense ” } h For S lve 

But I dared not tell her yet; I felt not sure of her- and at th 
doubt and under iHp cpnc^ • . Lr ’ ana at the 

“ r p~™£ »rr° rrstr ■ 

ladain, said I, we are speaking of two men- one nf th 
insu ted you, and you ask me which. I will help you to the answer' 

reached vouTt" 10 " ^ h T SPe ' U 3 " y ° Ur h ° UrS: has the °^er 

tept-oached )ou? To one you have been always kind; to the other 

God sees me and judges between us two, I think not always- has 

hts love ever faded you? To-night one of these two men told dm 

othet, in my hear.ng-the hearing of a hired stranger-that you 

vete in lose with him. Before I say one word, you shall answer 

your own question; Which was it? Nay, madam, you shall answer 

me another; If ,t has come to this dreadful end, whose fault is it?” 

She stared at me like one dazzled. "Good God!” she said once in 

a kind of bursting exclamation; and then a second time, in a 

whisper to herself, "Great Godl-In the name of mercy, Mackellar, 

what is wrong? she cried. “I am made up; I can hear all.” 

You are not fit to hear,” said I. "Whatever it was, you shall 
say first it was your fault." 


Oh! she cried, with a gesture of wringing her hands, “this man 
will chive me mad! Can you not put me out of your thoughts?” 

“I think not once of you,” I cried. “I think of none but my dear 
unhappy master.” 

“Ah!” she cried, with her hand to her heart, “is Henry dead?” 

“Lower your voice,” said I. “The other.” 

I saw her sway like something stricken by the wind; and I know 
not whether in cowardice or misery, turned aside and looked upon 
the floor. “These are dreadful tidings,” said I at length, when her 
silence began to put me in some fear; “and you and I behove to be 
the more bold if the house is to be saved.” Still she answered 
nothing. “There is Miss Katharine besides,” I added: “unless we 
bring this matter through, her inheritance is like to be of shame.” 

I do not know if it was the thought of her child or the naked 
word shame, that gave her deliverance; at least I had no sooner 
spoken than a sound passed her lips, the like of it I never heard; it 
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was as though she had lain buried under a hiU and 
th at burthen. And the next moment she hadUoundaw ^ 

“It was a fight,” she whispered. It was not 

paused upon the word. ,, . r e 

P “It was a fair fight on my dear master’s part, satd I. As 

other, he was slain in the very act of a foul stroke. 

“Not now!” she cried. , _„ nrn like 

21 ;. h ; vsiti “ safari 

lord?” 

“That shall be my part,” said I. 

“You will not speak to him as you have to me? she asked. 
“Madam,” said I, “have you not some one else to think of? Lea e 

my lord to me.” 

“Some one else?” she repeated. 

“Your husband,” said I. She looked at me with a countenance 
illegible. “Are you going to turn your back on him?” I asked. 

Still she looked at me; then her hand went to her heart again. 


“No,” said she. . , 

“God bless you for that word!” I said. “Go to him now where 

he sits in the hall; speak to him—it matters not what you say; give 

him your hand; say, ‘I know all'—if God gives you grace enough, 

say,‘Forgive me.’” t> ... 

“God strengthen you, and make you merciful, ’ said she. I will 


go to my husband.” 

“Let me light you there,” said I, taking up the candle. 

“I will find my way in the dark,” she said, with a shudder, and I 


think the shudder was at me. 

So we separated, she down-stairs to where a little light glim¬ 
mered in the hall-door, I along the passage to my lord’s room. It 
seems hard to say why, but I could not burst in on the old man as 
I could on the young woman; with whatever reluctance, I must 
knock. But his old slumbers were light, or perhaps he slept not; 

and at the first summons I was bidden enter. 

He too sat up in bed; very aged and bloodless he looked; and 
whereas’ he had a certain largeness of appearance when dressed 
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. O- my lord, we are past the hour of these civilities,” I replied 
f ve are to save anything out of the fire, we must look the faci 
» ate countenance. A partisan I am; partisans we have all 
been, it is as a partisan that I am here in the middle of the 
night to plead before you. Hear me; before I go, I will tell you 

"I would always hear you, Mr. Mackellar," said he, “and that 

at any hour whether of the day or night, for I would be always 

sure you had a reason. You spoke once before to very proper pur- 
pose; I have not forgotten that.” r v 

I am here to plead the cause of my master,” I said. “I need 

not tell you how he acts. You know how he is placed. You know 

with what generosity he has always met your other—met your 

wishes,” I corrected myself, stumbling at that name of son. “You 

know—you must know—what he has suffered—what he has suf¬ 
fered about his wife.” 

Mr. Mackellar!” cried my lord, rising in bed like a bearded 
lion. 

“You said you would hear me/’ I continued. “What you do not 
know, what you should know, one of the things I am here to speak 
of—is the persecution he must bear in private. Your back is not 
turned, before one whom I dare not name to you falls upon him 
with the most unfeeling taunts; twits him—pardon me, my lord! 
twits him with your partiality, calls him Jacob, calls him clown, 
pursues him with ungenerous raillery, not to be borne by man. 
And let but one of you appear, instantly he changes; and my 
master must smile and courtesy to the man who has been feeding 
him with insults; I know—for I have shared in some of it, and I 
tell you the life is insupportable. All these months it has endured; 
it began with the man’s landing; it was by the name of Jacob that 
my master was greeted the first night.” 
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My lord made a movement as if to throw aside the clothes ant 

riS “Do I ‘look l^amanTying?” I interrupted'checking him with 

my hand. . , 

“You should have told me at first, he said. 

“Ah, my lord, indeed I should, and you may well hate the face 

of this unfaithful servant!” I cried. 

“I will take order,” said he, “at once.” And again made the 

“Ag” checked him. “I have not done,” said I. ''Would God I 
had! All this my dear, unfortunate patron has endured without 
help or countenance. Your own best word, my lord was only 
gratitude. Oh, but he was your son, too! He had no otherfather. 
He was hated in the country, God knows how unjustly. He had 
a loveless marriage. He stood on all hands without affection or 

support, dear, generous, ill-fated, noble heart. 

“Your tears do you much honor and me much shame, says 
my lord, with a palsied trembling. “But you do me some injustice. 
Henry has been ever dear to me, very dear. James (I do not deny 
it, Mr. Mackellar), James is perhaps dearer; you have not seen my 
Tames in quite a favourable light; he has suffered under his mis¬ 
fortunes; and we can only remember how great and how un¬ 
merited these were. And even now his is the more affectionate 
nature. But I will not speak of him. All that you say of Henry is 
most true; I do not wonder, I know him to be very magnanimous; 
you will say I trade upon the knowledge? It is possible; there are 
dangerous virtues, virtues that tempt the encroacher. Mr. Mac¬ 
kellar, I will make it up to him; I will take order with all this. I 
have been weak; and what is worse, I have been dull.” 

“I must not hear you blame yourself, my lord, with that which 
I have yet to tell upon my conscience,” I replied. “You have not 
been weak; you have been abused by a devilish dissembler. You 
saw yourself how he had deceived you in the matter of his danger, 
he has deceived you throughout in every step of his career. I wish 
to pluck him from your heart; I wish to force your eyes upon 
your other son; ah, you have a son there!” 

“No, no,” said he, “two sons—I have two sons.” 

I made some gesture of despair that struck him; he looked at me 
with a changed face. “There is much worse behind?” he asked, his 
voice dying as it rose upon the question. 
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his r,r ar n ° thlng against my dau S'ner,” he cried; and from 

ts icadiness to stop me in this direction, I conclude his eyes ,ver¬ 
so dull as I had fancied, and he had looked on not without 
anxiety upon the siege of Mrs. Henry. 

“I think not of blaming her," cried I. "It is not that. These 

words were said in my hearing to Mr. Henry; and if you find them 

not >et plain enough, these others but a little after: ‘Your wife 
who is in love with me.’ " 

“They have quarrelled?" he said. 

I nodded. 

I must fly to them," he said, beginning once again to leave his 
bed. 


“No, no!” I cried, holding forth my hands. 

4 ^ ou c *° not know," said he. “These are dangerous words." 

“Wi!l nothing make you understand, my lord?" said I. 

His eyes besought me for the truth. 

I flung myself on my knees by the bedside. “O my lord," cried 
I, think on him you have left, think of this poor sinner whom you 
begot, whom your wife bore to you, whom we have none of us 
strengthened as we could; think of him, not of yourself; he is the 
other sufferer—think of him! That is the door for sorrow, Christ’s 
door, God s door: O, it stands open. Think of him, even as he 
thought of you. Who is to tell the old man ?—these were his words. 
It was for that I came; that is why I am here pleading at your 
feet.” 

“Let me get up," he cried, thrusting me aside, and was on his 
feet before myself. His voice shook like a sail in the wind, yet he 
spoke with a good loudness; his face was like the snow, but his 
eyes were steady and dry. “Here is too much speech!” said he. 
“Where was it?" 

“In the shrubbery," said I. 

“And Mr. Henry?” he asked. And when I had told him he 
knotted his old face in thought. 

“And Mr. James?" says he. 

“I have left him lying," said I, “beside the candles." 

“Candles?" he cried. And with that he ran to the window. 
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opened it, and looked abroad. “It might be spi^^ the road. 
Where none goes by at such an hour Ij w „ ^ he 

It makes no matter, he said. One g 

T™ SrLnd o£ men very guardedly rowing in the hay; 
arKl^I told hun so. lord . "Run at once, Mackellar, put 

thes T candles out. i will dJss in the meanwhile; and when you 

return we can debate on what is wisest. _ 

T groped my way down-stairs, and out at the door. From quite 

a faf3 off a sheen was visible, making points of brightness in 
the shrubbery; in so black a night it might have been remarked 
for miles- and I blamed .myself bitterly for my meat.non; how 
much more sharply when I reached the P^elOne of the candle¬ 
sticks was overthrown, and that taper quenched- The othe-burned 
steadily by itself, and made a broad space of light upon the froste 
ground. All within that circle seemed, by the force of contrast and 
fhc overhanging blackness, brighter than by day. And ‘hare was 
the bloodstain in the midst; and a little further off Mr. Henry s 
sword, the pommel of which was a sliver; but of the body not a 
trace. My heart thumped upon my ribs, the hair stirred upon my 
scalp, as I stood there staring; so strange was the sight, so dire the 
fears it wakened. I looked right and left; the ground was so hard 
it told no story. I stood and listened till my ears ached, but the 
night was hollow about me like an empty church; not even a 
ripple stirred upon the shore; it seemed you might have heard a 

pin drop in the county. 

I put the candle out, and the blackness fell about me groping 
dark; it was like a crowd surrounding me; and I went back to the 
house of Durrisdeer, with my chin upon my shoulder, startling, 
as I went, with craven suppositions. In the door a figure moved to 
meet me, and I had near screamed with terror ere I recognised 


Mrs. Henry. 

“Have you told him?” says she. 

"It was he who sent me,” said I. “It is gone. But why are you 
here?” 

“It is gone!” she repeated. “What is gone?” 

“The body,” said I. “Why are you not with your husband?” 
“Gone?” said she. “You cannot have looked. Come back.” 
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1 here is no light now,” said I. “I dare not ” 

‘‘I can see in the dark. I have been standing here so lontr- 
5,0 long, said she. “Come; give me your hand ” S 

pJVe returned to the shrubbery hand in hand, and to the fatal 


“Take care of the blood,” said I. 

“Blood?” she cried, and started violently back 

“I suppose it will be,” said I. “I am like a blind man.” 

No, said she, “nothing! Have you not dreamed?” 

“Ah, would to God we had!” cried I. 

. s Pied the sword, picked it up, and, seeing the blood, let 

Jt iall again with her hands thrown wide. “Ah!” she cried. And 
then, with an instant courage, handled it the second time and 
thrust it to the hilt into the frozen ground. “I will take it back 
and clean it properly,” says she, and again looked about her on 
all sides. “It cannot be that he was dead?” she added. 

“There was no flutter of his heart,” said I, and then remember¬ 
ing: “Why are you not with your husband?” 

“It is no use,” she said, “he will not speak to me.” 

“Not speak to you?” I repeated. “O, you have not tried!” 

“You have a right to doubt me,” she replied, with a gentle 
dignity. 

At this, for the first time, I was seized with sorrow for her. 
“God knows, madam,” I cried, “God knows I am not so hard as 
I appear; on this dreadful night, who can veneer his words? But 
I am a friend to all who are not Henry Durie’s enemiesl” 

“It is hard, then, you should hesitate about his wife,” said she. 

I saw all at once, like the rending of a veil, how nobly she had 
borne this unnatural calamity, and how generously my reproaches. 

“We must go back and tell this to my lord,” said I. 

“Him I cannot face,” she cried. 

“You will find him the least moved of all of us,” said I. 

“And yet I cannot face him,” said she. 

“Well,” said I, “you can return to Mr. Henry; I will see my 
lord.” 

As we walked back, I bearing the candlesticks, she the sword— 
a strange burthen for that woman—she had another thought. 
“Should we tell Henry?” she asked. 

“Let my lord decide,” said I. 

My lord was nearly dressed when I came to his chamber. He 
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heard me with a frown. “The freetraders,” said he. “But whether 

“'■■S' " said I. and p.-d ashamed oi 0--^ 

“I know; but you may very well have been is a 

should they remove him if not living? ^as^e ^ ’ ted __ as he 

fa“:-~d, 0 e,m°a P „' V S "" >“ 

tlrr tr:,"- r sm? “ 

plunged in irremediable sorrow, it was strange how we turned 
to that conjoint abstraction of the family itself, and sough 
“oUm, up .he airy no.hing oi i.s repu.a.ion, no. .he Dune, only, 

but the hired steward himself. 

“Are we to tell Mr. Henry?” I asked him. 

“I will see,” said he. "I am going first to visit him, then I g 
forth with you to view the shrubbery and consider. 

We went down-stairs into the hall. Mr Henry sat by the table 
with his head upon his hand, like a man of stone. His wife s ood 
little back from him, her hand at her mouth; it was plain she 
could not move him. My old lord walked very steadily to where 
his son was sitting; he had a steady countenance, too, but me- 
thought a little cold; when he was, come quite up, he held out 

both his hands and said: “My sonl” 

With a broken, strangled cry, Mr. Henry leaped up and fell on 

his father's neck, crying and weeping, the most pitiful sight that 
ever a man witnessed. “O father,” he cried, “you know I loved 
him- you know I loved him in the beginning; I could have died 
for him—you know that! I would have given my life for him and 
you. O say you know that! O say you can forgive me! O father, 
father, what have I done, what have I done? and we used to be 
bairns togetherl” and wept and sobbed, and fondled the old man, 
and clutched him about the neck, with the passion of a child in 


terror. 

And then he caught sight of his wife, you would have thought 
for the first time, where she stood weeping to hear him; and in a 
moment had fallen at her knees. “And O my lass,” he cried, “you 
must forgive me, too! Not your husband I have only been the 
ruin of your life. But you knew me when I was a lad; there was 
no harm in Henry Durie then; he meant aye to be a friend to 
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you. Its hmi it's the old bairn that played with you-O can 
>c never, never forgive him?” } U n 

his T wi,?n S l hOUt r" thi f my lOTd Was likc a cold > kind spectator with 
call , At the f,rst cr >- which was indeed enough to 

cal the house about us, he had said to me over his shoulder 

Close the tlooi. And now he nodded to himself. 

Air'Mackellar/* C ^ '° ** "° W ” ^ hc ' “ BHn S a ^ 


Up on my going forth again with my lord, I was aware of a 
strange phenomenon; for though it was quite dark, and the night 
not yet old, me thought I smelt the morning. At the same time 
there went a tossing through the branches of the evergreens, so 
that they sounded like a quiet sea; and the air puffed at times 
against our faces, and the flame of the candle shook. We made 
the more speed, I believe, being surrounded by this bustle; visited 
the scene of the duel, where my lord looked upon the blood with 
stoicism; and passing farther on toward the landing-place, came 
at last upon some evidences of the truth. For first of all, where 
there was a pool across the path, the ice had been trodden in, 
plainly by more than one man’s weight; next, and but a little 
further, a y'oung tree was broken; and down by the landing- 
place, where the trader s boats were usually beached, another 
stain of blood marked where the body must have been infallibly 
set down to rest the bearers. 

This stain we set ourselves to wash away with the sea-water, 
carrying it in my lord’s hat; and as we were thus engaged, there 
came up a sudden, moaning gust and left us instantly benighted. 

“It will come to snow,” says my lord; “and the best thing that 
we could hope. Let us go back now; we can do nothing in the 
dark.” 

As we went house ward, the wind being again subsided, we 
were aware of a strong pattering noise about us in the night; and 
when we issued from the shelter of the trees, we found it raining 
smartly. 

Throughout the whole of this, my lord’s clearness of mind, no 
less than his activity of body, had not ceased to minister to my 
amazement. He set the crown upon it in the council we held on 
our return. The freetraders had certainly secured the Master, 
though whether dead or alive we were still left to our conjectures; 
the rain would, long before day, wipe out all marks of the trans- 
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-ion: b, this »« profit: *■=«»“»'».TS“SS, 

after the fall of night, it must now be g plausible, 

srs r s=? £ ss - - 

e 1"h«rd hi-... ■ »u. Ti3?^=3f StSJSS 

- ■ssz h””.nr ".i-s oo ■& - ■* “‘-is 

servants, and as I went up the tower stair, and entered the dea 
man's room, a horror of solitude weighed upon my mind To y 
Extreme surprise, it was all in the disorder of departure. Of h.s 
three portmanteau., two were ready locked, the third lay open and 
near full. At once there flashed upon me some suspicion of the 
truth. The man had been going after all; he had but waited upon 
Grail, as Crail waited upon the wind; early in the night, the sea 
men had perceived the weather changing; the boat had come to 
give notice of the change and call the passenger abo * rd > , a " d ^ 
boat's crew had stumbled on him lying in his blood. Nay. and 
there was more behind. This prearranged departure shed some 
light upon his inconceivable insult of the night before; it was a 
parting shot; hatred being no longer checked by policy. And for 
another thing, the nature of that insult, and the conduct of Mrs. 
Henry, pointed to one conclusion: which I have never verifie , 
and can now never verify until the great assize: the conclusion 
that he had at last forgotten himself, had gone too far m his ad¬ 
vances, and had been rebuffed. It can never be verified, as I say; 
but as I thought of it that morning among his baggage, the 

thought was sweet to me like honey. . 

Into the open portmanteau I dipped a little ere I closed it. The 

most beautiful lace and linen, many suits of those fine plain 
clothes in which he loved to appear; a book or two, and those of 
the best, Caesar’s “Commentaries,” a volume of Mr. Hobbes, the 
“Henriade” of M. de Voltaire, a book upon the Indies, one on the 
mathematics, far beyond where I have studied: these were what 
I observed with very mingled feelings. But in the open portman¬ 
teau, no papers of any description. This set me musing. It was 
possible the man was dead; but, since the traders had carried him 
away, not likely. It was possible he might still die of his wound; 
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} k f yS ’ and ’ retl,r ning to the loft, had the gratification to find 
Uno that fated pretty well. In one o£ the portmanteaus there was a 
shagreen letter-case, which I cut open with my knife; and thence 
lot th (so fat as any credit went) the man was at my mercy Here 
«as a vast deal of gallant correspondence, chiefly of his Paris days' 
and what was more to the purpose, here were tire copies of his 
own teports to tire English secretary, and the originals of the 
secretary s answers; a most damning series: such as to publish 
would be to wreck the Master’s honour and to set a price upon his 
life I chuckled to myself as I ran through the documents; I 
rubbed my hands, I sang aloud in my glee. Day found me at the 
p easing task; nor did I then remit my diligence, except in so far 
as I went to the window—looked out for a moment, to see the 
frost quite gone, the world turned black again, and the rain and 
the wind driving in the bay—and to assure myself that the lugger 
was gone from its anchorage, and the Master (whether dead or 
alive) now tumbling on the Irish Sea. 

It is proper I should add in this place the very little I have 
subsequently angled out upon the doings of that night. It took me 
a long while to gather it; for we dared not openly ask, and the 
freetraders regarded me with enmity, if not with scorn. It was near 
six months before we ever knew for certain that the man survived; 
and it was years before I learned from one of Crail’s men, turned 
publican on his ill-gotten gain, some particulars which smack to 
me of truth. It seems the traders found the Master struggled on 
one elbow, and now staring round him, and now gazing at the 
candle or at his hand which was all bloodied, like a man stupid. 
Upon their coming, he would seem to have found his mind, bade 
them carry him aboard and hold their tongues; and on the captain 
asking how he had come in such a pickle, replied with a burst of 
passionate swearing, and incontinently fainted. They held some 
debate, but they were momently looking for a wind, they were 
highly paid to smuggle him to France, and did not care to delay. 
Besides which, he was well enough liked by these abominable 
wretches: they supposed him under capital sentence, knew not in 
what mischief he might have got his wound, and judged it a piece 
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o£ g ood nature to remove hint out of dange^So ^ 

was taken aboard, recovered on the passag 

ashore a convalescent at the Havre do » ^trader 

ble: he said not a word to any one of thduel a what ^ 

knows to this day in what quarrel, or by the ban 
versary, he fell. With any other man I shotdd have set 
» natural decency, with him to pride He ^ by 

s: - he so cr Uel i y 

despised. 


Summary of Events During the Masters Second 

Absence 

j —v p the heavy sickness which declared itself next morning 
O I can think with equanimity as o£ the last unming e 
trouble that befell my master; and even that was perhaps a mercy 
in disguise; for what pains of the body could equal the miseries 
of the mind? Mrs. Henry and I had the watching by the bed. My 
old lord called from time to time to take the news, but would not 
usually pass the door. Once, I remember, when hope was mg 
gone, he stepped to the bedside, looked awhile in his son s face, 
and turned away with a singular gesture of the head and hand 
thrown up, that remains upon my mind as something tragic; such 
grief and such a scorn of sublunary things were there expressed. 
But the most of the time, Mrs. Henry and I had the room to our¬ 
selves, taking turns by night and bearing each other company by 
day, for it was dreary watching. Mr. Henry, his shaven head bound 
in a napkin, tossed to and fro without remission, beating the bed 
with his hands. His tongue never lay; his voice ran continuously 
like a river; so that my heart was weary with the sound of it. It 
was notable, and to me inexpressibly mortifying, that he spoke all 
the while on matters of no import: comings and goings, horses 
which he was ever calling to have saddled, thinking perhaps (the 
poor soul!) that he might ride away from his discomfort—matters 
of the garden, the salmon nets, and (what I particularly raged to 
hear) continually of his affairs, cyphering figures and holding 
disputation with the tenantry. Never a word of his father or his 
wife, nor of the Master, save only for a day or two, when his mind 
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dwelled entirely in the past and he supposed himself a boy again 

and upon some innocent child's play with his brother. What 

made this the more affecting: it appeared the Master had then run 

some peril of his life, for there was a cry—“O, Jamie will be 

diowned O, save Jamie!” which he came over and over with a 
great deal of passion. 

This, I say, was affecting, both to Mrs. Henry and myself; but 
the balance of my master’s wanderings did him little justice. It 
seemed he had set out to justify his brother’s calumnies; as though 
he was bent to prove himself a man of a dry nature, immersed in 
money-getting. Had I been there alone, I would not have troubled 
my thumb; but all the while, as I listened, I was estimating the 
effect on the man’s wife, and telling myself that he fell lower 
every day. I was the one person on the surface of the globe that 
comprehended him, and I was bound there should be yet another. 
Whether he was to die there and his virtues perish; or whether 
he should save his days and come back to that inheritance of 
sorrows, his right memory: I was bound he should be heartily 
lamented in the one case and unaffectedly welcomed in the other, 
by the person he loved the most, his wife. 

Finding no occasion of free speech, I bethought me at last of a 
kind of documentary disclosure; and for some nights, when I was 
off duty and should have been asleep, I gave my time to the 
preparation of that which I may call my budget. But this I found 
to be the easiest portion of my task, and that which remained, 
namely the presentation to my lady, almost more than I had for¬ 
titude to overtake. Several days.I went about with my papers 
under my arm, spying for some juncture of talk to serve as intro¬ 
duction. I will not deny but that some offered; only when they 
did, my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth; and I think I might 
have been carrying about my packet till this day, had not a 
fortunate accident delivered me from all my hesitations. This was 
at night, when I was once more leaving the room, the thing not 
yet done, and myself in despair at my own cowardice. 

“What do you carry about with you, Mr. Mackellar?” she 
asked. “These last days, I see you always coming in and out with 
the same armful.” 

I returned upon my steps without a word, laid the papers be¬ 
fore her on the table, and left her to her reading. Of what that 
was, I am now to give you some idea; and the best will be to re- 
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a thing which some have called recklessly in question. 

Durrisdeer. 

1757. 

Honoured Madam,- 1 trust I would not step °ut o£ *ny piace 
without occasion; but I see how much evil has flowed in 
past to all o£ your noble house from that unhappy and secretive 
fault of reticency. and the papers on which I venture to call you 
attention are family papers and all highly worthy your ac- 

qU lTppend a schedule with some necessary observations 

And am, 

Honoured Madam, 

Your ladyship’s obliged, obedient servant, 

T 7 A v/i i 


. r _ _ 7 7_ 


SCHEDULE OF PAPERS. 

A. Scroll of ten letters from Ephraim Mackellar to the Hon. 
Tames Durie, Esq., by courtesy Master of Ballantrae during the 
latter’s residence in Paris: under dates . . . (follow the dates) 

. Nota: to be read in connection with B. and C. 

B. Seven original letters from the said M r of Ballantrae to the 
said E. Mackellar, under dates . . . (follow the dates). 

C. Three original letters from the said M r of Ballantrae to the 
Hon. Henry Durie, Esq., under dates . . . (follow the dates) 

Nota: given me by Mr. Henry to answer: copies of my 
answers A 4, A 5, and A 9 of these productions. The purport of 
Mr. Henry’s communications, of which I can find no scroll, may 
be gathered from those of his unnatural brother. 

D. A correspondence, original and scroll, extending over a 
period of three years till January of the current year, between 

the said M r of Ballantrae and-, Under Secretary of State; 

twenty-seven in all. Nota: found among the Master’s papers. 

Weary as I was with watching and distress of mind, it was im¬ 
possible for me to sleep. All night long, I walked in my chamber, 
revolving what should be the issue and sometimes repenting the 
temerity of my immixture in affairs so private; and with the first 
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peep of the morning, I was at the sick-room door. Mrs. Henry had 
thrown open the shutters and even the window, for the tern 
perature was mild. She looked steadfastly before her; where was 
nothing to see, or only the blue of the morning creeping among 
.he woods Upon the stir of my entrance, she did not fo much 

\C 1 > U il7 abOUt hcr faCC: a clrcumstance from which I augured 

“Madam,” I began; and then again, “Madam;” but could make 
no more of it. Nor yet did Mrs. Henry come to my assistance with 
a word. In this pass I began gathering up the papers where they 
lay scattered on the table; and the first thing that struck me, their 
bulk appeared to have diminished. Once I ran them through, and 
twice; but the correspondence with the secretary of state, on which 
I had reckoned so much against the future, was nowhere to be 
found. I looked in the chimney; amid the smouldering embers, 

black ashes of paper fluttered in the draught; and at that my 
timidity vanished. 

“Good God, madam,” cried I, in a voice not fitting for a sick¬ 
room, Good God, madam, what have you done with my papers?” 

“I have burned them,” said Mrs. Henry, turning about. “It is 
enough, it is too much, that you and I have seen them.” 

“This is a fine night’s work that you have done!” cried I. “And 


all to save the reputation of a man that ate bread by the shedding 
of his comrades’ blood, as I do by the shedding ink.” 

“1 o save the reputation of that family in which you are a 
servant, Mr. Mackellar,” she returned, “and for which you have 
already done so much.” 


“It is a family I will not serve much longer,” I cried, “for I am 
driven desperate. You have stricken the sword out of my hands; 
you have left us all defenceless. I had always these letters I could 
shake over his head; and now—what is to do? We are so falsely 
situate, we dare not show the man the door; the country would 
fly on lire against us; and I had this one hold upon him—and now 
it is gone—now he may come back to-morrow, and we must all 
sit down with him to dinner, go for a stroll with him on the ter¬ 
race, or take a hand at cards, of all things, to divert his leisure I 
No, madam; God forgive you, if he can find it in his heart; for I 
cannot find it in mine.” 

“I wonder to find you so simple, Mr, Mackellar,” said Mrs. 
Henry. "What does this man value reputation? But he knows how 
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lefters public; and do you suppose he ^MSeUa^andwhich 

“> rem ^ f rSi 

^^^"s^L^sSupon his dela¬ 
tion, he makes that his strength; it is in vain to stiugg e wi 
characters ” She cried out this last a little desperately, and then 
with more quiet: “No, Mr. Mackellar, I have thought upon thi 
matter all night, and there is no way out of it. Papers or n p p - 
the door of this house stands open for him; he is the rig it u ieir, 
forsoothl If we sought to exclude him, all would redound against 
poor Henry, and I should see him stoned again upon the streets. 
Aht if Henry dies, it is a different matter! They have broke th 
entail for tlJir own good purposes; the estate goes to my daughter, 
and I shall see who sets a foot upon it. But if Henry lives, my poor 
Mr. Mackellar, and that man returns, we must suffer, only 

time, it will be together.” . , f 

On the whole, I was well pleased with Mrs. Henry’s attitude of 

mind; nor could I even deny there was some cogency in that which 


she advanced about the papers. 

“Let us say no more about it,” said I. ‘ I can only e sorry 

trusted a lady with the originals, which was an unbusinessli e 

proceeding at the best. As for what I said of leaving the service of 

the family, it was spoken with the tongue only; and you may set 

your mind at rest. I belong to Durrisdeer, Mrs. Henry, as if I had 

been born there.” 

I must do her the justice to say she seemed perfectly relieved; so 
that we began this morning, as we were to continue for so many 
years, on a proper ground of mutual indulgence and respect. 

The same day, which was certainly prededicate to joy, we ob¬ 
served the first signal of recovery in Mr. Henry; and about three of 
the following afternoon, he found his mind again, recognising 
me by name with the strongest evidences of affection. Mrs. Henry 
was also in the room, at the bed-foot: but it did not appear that he 
observed her. And indeed (the fever being gone) he was so weal* 
that he made but the one effort and sank again into a lethargy, 
The course of his restoration was now slow but equal; every day, 
his appetite improved; every week, we were able to remark an in 
crease both of strength and flesh; and before the end of the month. 
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he was out of bed and had even begun to be carried in his chair 
upon the terrace. air 

It was perhaps at this time that Mrs. Henry and I were the most 
uneasy in mind. Apprehension for his days was at an end; and a 
^ oise fear succeeded. Every day we drew consciously nearer to a 
day of reckoning; and the days passed on, and still there was noth¬ 
ing. Mr. Henry bettered in strength, he held long talks with us on 
a gieat diversity of subjects, his father came and sat with him and 
went again; and still there was no reference to the late tragedy or 
to the former troubles which had brought it on. Did he remember, 
and conceal his dreadful knowledge? or was the whole blotted 
from his mind? this was the problem that kept us watching and 
trembling all day when we were in his company, and held us 
awake at night when we were in our lonely beds. We knew not 
even which alternative to hope for, both appearing so unnatural 
and pointing so directly to an unsound brain. Once this fear 
offered, I observed his conduct with sedulous particularity. Some¬ 
thing of the child he exhibited: a cheerfulness quite foreign to his 
previous character, an interest readily aroused, and then very 
tenacious, in small matters which he had heretofore despised. 
When he was stricken down, I was his only confidant, and I may 
say his only friend, and he was on terms of division with his wife; 
upon his recovery, all was changed, the past forgotten, the wife 
first and even single in his thoughts. He turned to her with all 
his emotions like a child to its mother, and seemed secure of sym¬ 
pathy; called her in all his needs with something of that querulous 
familiarity that marks a certainty of indulgence; and I must say, in 
justice to the woman, he was never disappointed. To her, indeed, 
this changed behaviour was inexpressibly affecting; and I think 
she felt it secretly as a reproach; so that I have seen her, in early 
days, escape out of the room that she might indulge herself in 
weeping. But to me, the change appeared not natural; and viewing 
it along with all the rest, I began to wonder, with many head- 
shakings, whether his reason were perfectly erect. 

As this doubt stretched over many years, endured indeed until 


my master’s death, and clouded all our subsequent relations, I 
may well consider of it more at large. When he was able to resume 
some charge of his affairs, I had many opportunities to try him 
with precision. There was no lack of understanding, nor yet of 
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authority; but the old continuous interest had quite denned h 

grew readily fatigued and fell to yawning; and he car c ^ 

money relations, where it is certainly out o£ P la “* * the C xac- 
hordered upon slackness. True, since we had no Ion er the 

lions of the Master to contend against, there was the ess| ° cc “ 

!o raise strictness into principle or do battle for a f-thtng.True 
aeain there was nothing excessive in these relaxations, o 
hive been no party to them. But the whole thing marked a change 
very slight yet very perceptible; and though no mani could say my 
master had gone at all out of his mind, no man could deny that he 
had drifted from his character. It was the same to the end, with 
his manner and appearance. Some of the heat of the fever lingered 
in his veins; his movements a little hurried, his speech notably 
more voluble, yet neither truly amiss. His whole mind stood open 
to happy impressions, welcoming these and making much of them 
Lut the y smaf,est suggestion of trouble or sorrow he received wid 
visible impatience and dismissed again with immediate lelief. It 
was to this temper that he owed the felicity of his later days; and 
vet here it was, if anywhere, that you could call the man insane 
A great part of this life consists in contemplating what we cannot 
cure; but Mr. Henry, if he could not dismiss solicitude by an effoi t 
of the mind, must instantly and at whatever cost annihilate t e 
cause of it; so that he played alternately the ostrich and the bull. 
It is to this strenuous cowardice of pain that I have to set down 
all the unfortunate and excessive steps of his subsequent career. 
Certainly this was the reason of his beating McManus, the groom, 
a thing so much out of all his former practice and which awakened 
so much comment at the time. It is to this again, that I must lay 
the total loss of near upon two hundred pounds, more than the 
half of which I could have saved if his impatience would have 
suffered me. But he preferred loss or any desperate extreme to a 

continuance of mental suffering. 

All this has led me far from our immediate trouble: whether 

he remembered or had forgotten his late dreadful act; and if he 
remembered, in what light he viewed it. The truth burst upon us 
suddenly, and was indeed one of the chief surprises of my life. He 
had been several times abroad, and was now beginning to walk 
a little with an arm, when it chanced I should be left alone with 
him upon the terrace. He turned to me with a singular furtive 
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smile, such as schoolboys use when in fault; and says he in a 

buried him?” Cr a " d W,th ° Ut ^ P reface: “ Whcre hate you 

I could not make one sound in answer 

“Where have you buried him?” he repeated. ”1 want to see his 

cp c. 

I conceived I had best take the bull by the horns. “Mr. Henry ” 
said I, “I have news to give that will rejoice you exceedingly. In 
all human likelihood, your hands are clear of blood. I reason from 
certain indices; and by these it should appear your brother was 
not dead, but was carried in a swound on board the lugger. Bv 
now, he may be perfectly recovered.” 

What there was in his countenance, I could not read. “James?” 
he asked. 


“Your brother James,” I answered. “I would not raise a hope 
that may be found deceptive; but in my heart, I think it very 
probable he is alive.” 

Ah! says Mr. Henry; and suddenly rising from his seat with 
more alacrity than he had yet discovered, set one finger on my 
breast, and cried at me in a kind of screaming whisper, “Mackel- 
lar ”—these were his words—“nothing can kill that man. He is not 
mortal. He is bound upon my back to all eternity—to all God’s 
eternity!” says he, and, sitting down again, fell upon a stubborn 
silence. 


A day or two after, with the same secret smile, and first looking 
about as if to be sure we were alone, “Mackellar,” said he, “when 
you have any intelligence, be sure and let me know. We must keep 
an eye upon him, or he will take us when we least expect.” 

“He will not show face here again,” said I. 

“O yes, he will,” said Mr. Henry. “Wherever I am there will he 
be.” And again he looked all about him. 

“You must not dwell upon this thought, Mr. Henry,” said I. 

“No,” said he, “that is a very good advice. We will never think 
of it, except when you have news. And we do not know yet,” he 
added: “he may be dead.” 

The manner of his saying this convinced me thoroughly of what 
I had scarce ventured to suspect: that so far from suffering any 
penitence from the attempt, he did but lament his failure. This 
was a discovery I kept to myself, fearing it might do him a 
prejudice with his wife. But I might have saved myself the trouble; 
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she had divined it for herself, and found the sentiment quite 

o£ the same mind; nor could any news have ^ j 

more generally welcome than t.dings of the Master s ck . 

This brings me to speak of the except.on my old lord ; **^ 
as my anxiety for my own master began to be relaxed, I was aware 
of a change in the old gentleman, his father, that seemed to 

threaten mortal consequences. . . , 

His face was pale and swollen; as he sat in the chtmney-stde with 

his Latin, he would drop off sleeping and the book roll in the 
ashes; some days he would drag his foot, others stumble in speak¬ 
ing. The amenity of his behaviour appeared more extreme, fi 
of S excuses for the least trouble, very thoughtful for all; to myself, 
of a most flattering civility. One day, that he had sent for his 
lawyer and remained a long while private, he met me as he was 
crossing the hall with painful footsteps, and took me kindly by 
the hand. "Mr. Mackellar,” said he, “I have had many occasions to 
set a proper value on your services; and to-day, when I recast 
my will, I have taken the freedom to name you for one of my 
executors. I believe you bear love enough to our house to render 
me this service.” At that very time, he passed the greater portion 
of his days in slumber, from which it was often difficult to rouse 
him; seemed to have lost all count of years and had several times 
(particularly on waking) called for his wife and for an old servant 
whose very gravestone was now green with moss. If I had been 
put to my oath, I must have declared he was incapable of testing; 
and yet there was never a will drawn more sensible in every trait, 
or showing a more excellent judgment both of persons and affairs. 

His dissolution, though it took not very long, proceeded by in¬ 
finitesimal gradations. His faculties decayed together steadily, the 
power of his limbs was almost gone, he was extremely deaf, his 
speech had sunk into mere mumblings; and yet to the end he 
managed to discover something of his former courtesy and kind¬ 
ness, pressing the hand of any that helped him, presenting me with 
one of his Latin books in which he had laboriously traced my 
name, and in a thousand ways reminding us of the greatness of 
that loss, which it might almost be said we had already suffered. 
To the end, the power of articulation returned to him in flashes: 
it seemed he had only forgotten the art of speech as a child forgets 
his lesson, and at times he would call some part of it to mind. On 



*- 8 *- the master of ballantrae 

,he last ni S ht o£ his life, he Suddenly broke silence whh 
"f j,„ m Vbgll, “Gnatique pa.™,i, ,taa. p"“"'iL sr ~ 

'' "' 1 ■ i,d ' fining accent. A. the sudden clear 

sound of it, we started from our several occupations; but it was in 

sam we turned to him; he sat there silent and to all appearance 

atuous A little later, he was had to bed with more difficulty than 

oei before; and some time in the night, without any mortal 
violence, his spirit fled. 7 


At a far later period, I chanced to speak of these particulars with 
a doctor of medicine, a man of so high a reputation that I scruple 
to adduce his name. By his view of it, father and son both suffered 
from the same affection: the father from the strain of his un¬ 
natural sorrows, the son perhaps in the excitation of the fever, 
each had ruptured a vessel on the brain; and there was probably 
(my doctor added) some predisposition in the family to accidents 
of that description. The father sank, the son recovered all the ex¬ 
ternals of a healthy man; but it is like there was some destruction 
in those delicate tissues where the soul resides and does her earthly 
business; her heavenly, I would fain hope, cannot be thus ob- 
stiucted by material accidents. And yet upon a more mature 
opinion, it matters not one jot; for He who shall pass judgment on 
the records of our life is the same that formed us in frailty. 

The death of my old lord was the occasion of a fresh surprise to 
us who watched the behaviour of his successor. To any considering 
mind, the two sons had between them slain their father; and he 
who took the sword might be even said to have slain him with his 
hand. But no such thought appeared to trouble my new lord. He 
was becomingly grave; I could scarce say sorrowful, or only with a 
pleasant sorrow; talking of the dead with a regretful cheerfulness, 
relating old examples of his character, smiling at them with a good 
conscience; and when the day of the funeral came round, doing 
the honours with exact propriety. I could perceive besides, that he 
found a solid gratification in his accession to the title; the which he 
was punctilious in exacting. 


And now there came upon the scene a new character, and one 
that played his part too in the story; I mean the present lord, 
Alexander, whose birth (17th July, 1757) filled the cup of my poor 
master’s happiness. There was nothing then left him to wish for; 
nor yet leisure to wish for it. Indeed there never was a parent so 
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Holers relating to .... «« -• "tgZg’l'JZlZ 
eve to Alexander; and it would be Le p T , n : nr ; rv ." 

once that the wood may be grown against Alexander s major y, _ 
or “this will fall in again handsomely for Alexander s marriage^ 
Every day this absorption of the man's nature became more ob¬ 
servable, with many touching and some very b»h par¬ 
ticulars. Soon the child could walk abroad with him, at first on he 
terrace hand in hand, and afterward at large about the pohoe 
and this grew to be my lord’s chief occupation. 1 he sound of the 
veto (audible a grea. ...» «». for .be, apob. loud) became 

familiar in the neighbourhood; and for my part I £ound 1 T? 
agreeable than the sound of birds. It was pretty to see the pair 
returning, full of briers, and the father as flushed and sometimes 
as bemuddied as the child: they were equal sharers in all sorts 
boyish entertainment, digging in the beach, damming of streams, 
and what not; and I have seen them gaze through a fence at catt e 


with the same childish contemplation. 

The mention of these rambles brings me to a strange scene of 

which I was a witness. There was one walk I never followed myself 
without emotion, so often had I gone there upon miserable 
errands, so much had there befallen against the house of Durns- 
deer. But the path lay handy from all points beyond the 
Muckleross; and I was driven, although much against my will to 
take my use of it perhaps once in the two months. It befell when 
Mr. Alexander was of the age of seven or eight, I had some busi¬ 
ness on the far side in the morning, and entered the shrubbery on 
my homeward way, about nine of a bright forenoon. It was that 
time of year when the woods are all in their spring colours, the 
thorns all in flower, and the birds in the high season of their 
singing. In contrast to their merriment, the shrubbery was only 
the more sad and I the more oppressed by its associations. In this 
situation of spirit, it struck me disagreeably to hear voices a little 
way in front, and to recognise the tones of my lord and Mr. 
Alexander. I pushed ahead, and came presently into their view. 
They stood together in the open space where the duel was, my 



284 THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 

lord with his hand on his son's shoulder and speaking with some 
gravny. At least, as he raised his head upon mycoming, I thought 
1 could perceive his countenance to lighten. S 

"Ah,” says he, "here comes the good Mackellar. I have just been 
telling Sandie the story of this place, and how there was a man 

whom the devil tried to kill, and how near he came to kill the 
devil instead.” 


I had thought it strange enough he should bring the child into 
that scene; that he should actually be discoursing of his act, passed 
measure. But the worst was yet to come; for he added, turning 
to his son: “You can ask Mackellar; he was here and saw it.” 

“Is it true, Mr. Mackellar?” asked the child. “And did you 
really see the devil?” 

“I have not heard die tale,” I replied; “and I am in a press of 
business. So far I said a little sourly, fencing with the embarrass¬ 
ment of the position; and suddenly the bitterness of the past and 
the terror of that scene by candlelight rushed in upon my mind; 
I bethought me that, for a difference of a second’s quickness in 
parade, the child before me might have never seen the day; and 
the emotion that always fluttered round my heart in that dark 
shrubbery burst forth in words. “But so much is true,” I cried, 
“that I have met the devil in these woods and seen him foiled 
here; blessed be God that we escaped with life—blessed be God 
that one stone yet stands upon another in the walls of Durrisdeer! 
and O, Mr. Alexander, if ever you come by this spot, though it 
was a hundred years hence and you came with the gayest and the 
highest in the land, I would step aside and remember a bit 
prayer.” 

My lord bowed his head gravely. “Ah,” says he, “Mackellar is 
always in the right. Come, Alexander, take your bonnet off.” And 
Auth that he uncovered and held out his hand. “O Lord,” said 
he, “I thank thee, and my son thanks thee, for thy manifold great 
mercies. Let us have peace for a little; defend us from the evil 
man. Smite him, O Lord, upon the lying mouthl” The last broke 
out of him like a cry; and at that, whether remembered anger 
choked his utterance, or whether he perceived this was a singular 
sort of prayer, at least he came suddenly to a full stop; and after 
a moment, set back his hat upon his head. 

“I think you have forgot a word, my lord,” said I. “Forgive us 
our trespasses as we forgive them that trespass against us. For thine 
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is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever ant ever. 

A Th that is easy saying,” said my lord. ‘'That is very easy 
m”m., B„, L »« >o lors^-l think I would cut a 

very silly figure, if I had the affectation to pretend n. 

■ The bairn, my lord," said I with some severity, for I thoug 

his expressions little fitted for the ears of children. 

'Why, very true,” said he. “This is dull work for a bairn. Let s 

S I forget if it was the same day, but it was soon after, my lord, 

hndLTl ..one, opened h.™lf • Me nt.te on the tame head. 

"Mackellar,” he said, “I am now a very happy man. . 

■I think so indeed, my lord,” said I, “and the sight of it gives 

m “Thlre is an obligation in happiness, do you not think so? says 


he "i m think S lo indeed,” says I, “and one in sorrow too. If we are not 
here to try to do the best, in my humble opinion, the sooner we are 

away the better for all parties. . , 

“Ah, but if you were in my shoes, would you forgive him? asks 

™ Thetuddenness of the attack a little gravelled me. “It is a duty 

laid upon us strictly, said I. . 

“Hutl” said he. “These are expressions! Do you forgive the man 


yourself?” M 

“Well—no!” said I. “God forgive me, I do not. 

“Shake hands upon that!” cries my lord, with a kind of jovialty. 
“It is an ill sentiment to shake hands upon, said. I, for 
Christian people. I think I will give you mine on some more 

evangelical occasion.” 

This I said smiling a little; but as for my lord, he went from the 
room laughing aloud. 


For my lord’s slavery to the child, I can find no expression ade¬ 
quate. He lost himself in that continual thought: business, friends 
and wife being all alike forgotten or only remembered with a pain¬ 
ful effort, like that of one struggling with a posset. It was most 
notable in the matter of his wife. Since I had known Durrisdeer, 
she had been the burthen of his thought and the loadstone of his 
eyes; and now, she was quite cast out. I have seen him come to the 
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door of a room, look round, and pass my lady over as though she 
wee a dog before the fire:-it would be Alexander he wafseek 
mg. and ray lady knew it well. I have heard him speak of her so 
luggedly, that I nearly found it in my heart to intervene- the 
cause would still be the same, that she had in some way thwarted 
Alexander. Without doubt this was in the nature of a judgment 
on my lady Without doubt she had the tables turned upon h^r as 
only Providence can do it; she who had been cold so many years 

to every mark of tenderness, it was her part now to be neglected- 
the more praise to her that she played it well. 

An odd situation resulted: that we had once more two parties 
in the house, and that now I was of my lady’s. Not that ever I lost 
the love I bore my master. But for one thing, he had the less use 
for my society. For anodier, I could not but compare the case of 
Mr. Alexander with that of Miss Katharine; for whom my lord 
had never found the least attention. And for a third, I was 
wounded by the change he discovered to his wife, which struck 
me in the nature of an infidelity. I could not but admire besides 
the constancy and kindness she displayed. Perhaps her sentiment 
to my lord, as it had been founded from the first in pity, was that 
rather of a mother than a wife; perhaps it pleased her (if I may so 
say) to behold her two children so happy in each other: the more 
as one had suffered so unjustly in the past. But for all that, and 
though I could never trace in her one spark of jealousy, she must 
fall back for society on poor, neglected Miss Katharine; and I, 
on my part, came to pass my spare hours more and more with the 
mother and daughter. It would be easy to make too much of this 
division, for it was a pleasant family as families go; still the thing 
existed; whether my lord knew it or not, I am in doubt, I do not 
think he did, he was bound up so entirely in his son; but the rest 
of us knew it and (in a manner) suffered from the knowledge. 

What troubled us most, however, was the great and growing 
danger to the child. My lord was his father over again; it was to 
be feared the son would prove a second Master. Time has proved 
these fears to have been quite exaggerate. Certainly there is no 
more worthy gentleman today in Scotland than the seventh Lord 
Durrisdeer. Of my own exodus from his employment, it does 
not become me to speak, above all in a memorandum written only 
to justify his father. . . . 
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oS:’l Te^al 

Mr. Mackellar, in his old age, was rather an ««*»»« 
gainst the seventh Lord Durrisdeer (^hwhomatany 
have no concern) nothing material is alleged.—R. L. 

But our fear at the time was lest he should turn out in 
person of his son, a second edition of his brother. My^ d y had 
tried to interject some wholesome discipline; she had been glad to 

give that up, and now looked on with secret dismay 

fhe even spoke of it by hints; and sometimes when ‘here was 

brought to her knowledge some monstrous instanceomy 
indulgence she would betray herself in a gesture or perhaps an 

exclamation.*As .o, a,,*... I ™ »V 

and night- not so much for the child’s sake as for the father s. The 
man hid gone to sleep, he was dreaming a dream, and any roug 
wakening must infallibly prove mortal. That he should survi 
its death was inconceivable; and the fear of its dishonour made me 

Tw thiT continual preoccupation that screwed me up at last 
to a remonstrance; a matter worthy to be narrated in detail My 
lord and I sat one day at the same table upon some tedious busi¬ 
ness of detail; I have said that he had lost his former interest in 
such occupations; he was plainly itching to be gone, and he looked 
fretful, weary and methought older than I had ever previously ob¬ 
served. I suppose it was the haggard face that put me suddenly 

upon my enterprise. . . 

“My lord,” said I, with my head down, and feigning to continue 

my occupation—“or rather let me call you again by the name of 

Mr. Henry, for I fear your anger and want you to think upon old 

times-” . , 

“My good Mackellarl” said he; and that in tones so kindly that 

I had near forsook my purpose. But I called to mind that I was 

speaking for his good, and stuck to my colours. 

“Has it never come in upon your mind what you are doing? 

“What I am doing?” he repeated, “I was never good at guessing 
riddles.” 

“What you are doing with your son,” said I. 
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I 'i WCl, ’". S , aid hc ' with Some defiance in his tone, “and what am 
I doing with my son?” 1 

di ,7« nath'b-R TZ 3 Very „?°° d man ” «™y™g ^om the 

^ P ath * But do you think he was a wise father?” 

icre was a pause before hc spoke, and then: “I say nothing 
nothin ” m ’ rCpliCd - ^ had thC m ° St CaUSe Perhaps; but I say 

O * 

“Why there it is,*’ said I. “You had the cause at least. And yet 
>oui fathei was a good man; I never knew a better, save on the 
one point, nor yet a wiser. Where he stumbled, it is highly possible 
another man should fall. He had the two sons_” 


My lord rapped suddenly and violently on the table. 

“What is this?” cried he. “Speak out!” 

“I will, then,” said I, my voice almost strangled with the thump¬ 
ing of my heart. “If you continue to indulge Mr. Alexander, you 
are following in your father’s footsteps: Beware, my lord, lest 
(when he grows up) your son should follow in the Master’s.” 

I had never meant to put the thing so crudely; but in the 
extreme of fear, there comes a brutal kind of courage, the most 
brutal indeed of all; and I burnt my ships with that plain word. 
I never had the answer. When I lifted my head, my lord had risen 
to his feet, and the next moment he fell heavily on the floor. The 
fit or seizure endured not very long; he came to himself vacantly, 
put his hand to his head, which I was then supporting, and says 
he, in a broken voice: “I have been ill,” and a little after: “Help 
me.’’ I got him to his feet, and he stood pretty well, though he kept 
hold of the table. “I have been ill, Mackellar,” he said again. 
“Something broke, Mackellar—or was going to break, and then all 
swam away. I think I was very angry. Never you mind, Mackellar, 
never you mind, my man. I wouldnae hurt a hair upon your head. 
Too much has come and gone. It’s a certain thing between us two. 
But I think, Mackellar, I will go to Mrs. Henry—I think I will 
go to Mrs. Henry,” said he, and got pretty steadily from the room, 
leaving me overcome with penitence. 

Presently the door flew open, and my lady swept in with flashing 
eyes. “What is all this?” she cried. “What have you done to my 
husband? Will nothing teach you your position in this house? Will 
you never cease from making and meddling?” 

“My lady,” said I, “since I have been in this house, I have had 


plenty of hard words. For awhile they were my daily diet, and I 
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i 1 ,11 Ac for to-dav you may call me what yoi 

1 ? £ - Si ^ - - ■ 

when she had heard me out. she P° ind eed. j have ha d 

—£- -"d e ;:S 

7^nZTJlor^ He can hear no more,” ^ cHedL "The 
cord is stretched to snapping. What matters the future, .£ 

“"“Amen.” saWh'l will meddle no more. I am pleased enough 

thnt vou should recognise the kindness of my meaning. 

“Yes ” said my laclv, “but when it came to the point. I have to 
suppose your courage failed you; for what you said was said 
cruelly.” She paused, looking at me; then suddenly smiled a little, 
and said a singular thing; “Do you know what you are, Mr. 

Mackellar? You are an old maid." 

No more incident of any note occurred in the family until the 

return of that ill-starred man, the Master. But I have to place 
here a second extract from the memoirs of Chevalier Burke, inter¬ 
esting in itself and highly necessary for my purpose. It is our only 
sight of the Master on his Indian travels; and the first word in 
these pages of Secundra Dass. One fact, it is to observe, appears 
here very clearly, which if we had known some twenty years ago, 
how many calamities and sorrows had been spared.—that Se- 

cundra Dass spoke English. 


Adventure of Chevalier Burke in India 

EXTRACTED FROM HIS MEMOIRS 

T TERE WAS I, THEREFORE, ON THE STREETS OF THAT CITY, THE NAME 

lJ. of which I cannot call to mind, while even then I was so ill 
acquainted with its situation that I knew not whether to go south 
or north. The alert being sudden, I had run forth without shoes 
or stockings; my hat had been struck from my head in the mellay; 
my kit was in the hands of the English; I had no companion but 
the cipaye, no weapon but my sword, and the devil a coin in my 
pocket. In short I was for all the world like one of those calenders 
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vmh Whom Mr. Galland had made us acquainted in his elegant 
tales. 1 hese gentlemen, you will remember, were for ever falling 
in with extraordinary incidents; and I was myself upon the brink 
of one so astonishing that I protest I cannot explain it to this day. 

I he cipaye was a very honest man, he had served many years 
with the French colours, and would have let himself be cut to 
pieces for any of the brave countrymen of Mr. Lally. It is the same 
fellow (his name has quite escaped me) of whom I have narrated 
already a surprising instance of generosity of mind: when he found 
Mr. de Fessac and myself upon the ramparts, entirely overcome 
with liquor, and covered us with straw while the commandant 
was passing by. I consulted him therefore with perfect freedom. 
It was a fine question what to do; but we decided at last to 
escalade a garden wall, where we could certainly sleep in the 
shadow of the trees, and might perhaps find an occasion to get 
hold of a pair of slippers and a turban. In that part of the city we 
had only the difficulty of the choice, for it was a quarter consisting 
entirely of walled gardens, and the lanes which divided them were 
at that hour of the night deserted. I gave the cipaye a back, and we 
had soon dropped into a large enclosure full of trees. The place 
was soaking with the dew which, in that country, is exceedingly 
unwholesome, above all to whites; yet my fatigue was so extreme 
that I was already half asleep, when the cipaye recalled me to my 
senses. In the far end of the enclosure a bright light had suddenly 
shone out, and continued to burn steadily among the leaves. It 
was a circumstance highly unusual in such a place and hour; and 
in our situation, it behoved us to proceed with some timidity. The 
cipaye was sent to reconnoitre, and pretty soon returned with the 
intelligence that we had fallen extremely amiss, for the house 
belonged to a white man who was in all likelihood English. 

“Faith,” says I, “if there is a white man to be seen, I will have 
a look at him; for the Lord be praised! there are more sorts than 
the one!” 

The cipaye led me forward accordingly to a place from which I 
had a clear view upon the house. It was surrounded with a wide 
verandah; a lamp, very well trimmed, stood upon the floor of it; 
and on either side of the lamp there sat a man, cross-legged after 
the oriental manner. Both, besides, were bundled up in muslin like 
rwo natives; and yet one of them was not only a white man, but a 
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man very well known to me and the reader: being ^cedAmvery 

Master of Ballantrae of whose gallantry and gentu I 
sneak so often. Word had reached me that he was come to the 
Indies“hough we had never met at least and I heard hole of h 
occupations. But sure. I had no sooner recognised turn and found 
myself in the arms of so old a comrade, than I supposed my 
lations were quite done. I stepped plainly 

the moon, which shone exceeding strong, and hailing Ballantrae y 
name made him in a few words master of my grievous situation. 
He turned, started the least thing in the world, looked me fair in 
the face while I was speaking, and when I had done, addressed 
himself to his companion in the barbarous native dialect. 1 he 
second person, who was of an extraordinary delicate appearance, 
with legs like walking canes and fingers like the stalk of a tobacco 

pipe * now rose to his feet. 

"The Sahib,” says he, "understands no English language. I un¬ 
derstand it myself, and I see you make some small mistake—O, 
which may happen very oftenl But the Sahib would be glad to 

know how you come in a garden.” 

"Ballantrael” I cried. “Have you the damned impudence to 

deny me to my face?” 

Ballantrae never moved a muscle, staring at me like an image in 


a pagoda. 

“The Sahib understands no English language, says the na ive, 
as glib as before. “He be glad to know how you come in a garden.” 

“O the divil fetch him!” says I. “He would be glad to know how 
I come in a garden, would he? Well now, my dear man, just have 
the civility to tell the Sahib, with my kind love, that we are two 
soldiers here whom he never met and never heard of, but the 
cipaye is a broth of a boy, and I am a broth of a boy myself; and if 
we don't get a full meal of meat, and a turban, and slippers, and 
the value of a gold mohur in small change as a matter of con¬ 
venience, bedad, my friend, I could lay my finger on a garden 

where there is going to be trouble. 

They carried their comedy so far as to converse awhile in Hin- 
dustanee; and then, says the Hindu, with the same smile, but 
sighing as if he were tired of the repetition. “The Sahib would 
be glad to know how you come in a garden.” 

* Note by Mr. Mackellar. Plainly Secundra Dass.—E. McK. 
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“Is that the way of it?” says I, and laying my hand on my sword- 
hilt, I bade the cipaye draw. 

Rallantrae’s Hindu, still smiling, pulled out a pistol from his 
bosom, and though Ballantrae himself never moved a muscle, I 
knew him well enough to be sure he was prepared. 

“The Sahib thinks you better go away,” says the Hindu. 

Well, to be plain, it was what I was thinking myself; for the 
report of a pistol would have been, under Providence, the means 
of hanging the pair of us. 

“Tell the Sahib, I consider him no gentleman,” says I, and 
turned away with a gesture of contempt. 

I was not gone three steps when the voice of the Hindu called 
me back. “The Sahib would be glad to know if you are a damn, low 
Irishman,” says he; and at the words Ballantrae smiled and bowed 
very low. 

“What is that?” says I. 

“The Sahib say you ask your friend Mackellar,” says the Hindu. 
“The Sahib he cry quits.” 

“Tell the Sahib I will give him a cure for the Scots fiddle when 
next we meet,” cried I. 

The pair were still smiling as I left. 

There is little doubt some flaws may be picked in my own be¬ 
haviour; and when a man, however gallant, appeals to posterity 
with an account of his exploits, he must almost certainly expect to 
share the fate of Caesar and Alexander, and to meet with some 
detractors. But there is one thing that can never be laid at the door 
of Francis Burke: he never turned his back on a friend. . . . 

(Here follows a passage which the Chevalier Burke has been at 
the pains to delete before sending me his manuscript. Doubdess it 
was some very natural complaint of what he supposed to be an 
indiscretion on my part; though, indeed, I can call none to mind. 
Perhaps Mr. Henry was less guarded; or it is just possible the 
Master found the means to examine my correspondence, and him¬ 
self read the letter from Troyes: in revenge for which this cruel jest 
was perpetrated on Mr. Burke in his extreme necessity. The Mas¬ 
ter, for all his wickedness, was not without some natural affection; 
1 believe he was sincerely attached to Mr. Burke in the beginning; 
but the thought of treachery dried up the springs of his very 
shallow friendship, and his detestable nature appeared naked. 

E. McK.) 
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The Enemy in the House 

TT IS A STRANGE THING THAT I SHOULD BE AT A STICK FOR A D ^ E 

1 —the date, besides, of an incident that changed the very na- 
lure of my life, and sent us all into foreign lands. But the trut t 
is I was stricken out of all my habitudes, and find my journals very 
,11 redd-ujr,* the day not indicated sometimes for a week or two 
together, and the whole fashion of the thing like that of a man 
near desperate. It was late in March at least, or early in April 
1764. I had slept heavily and wakened with a premonition o 
some evil to befall. So strong was this upon my spirit that 1 
hurried down-stairs in my shirt and breeches, and my hand (I 
remember) shook upon the rail. It was a cold, sunny morning with 
a thick white frost; the blackbirds sang exceeding sweet and loud 
about the house of Durrisdeer, and there was a noise of the sea in 
all the chambers. As I came by the doors of the hall, another 
sound arrested me, of voices talking. I drew nearer and stood like 
a man dreaming. Here was certainly a human voice, and that in 
my own master’s house, and yet I knew it not; certainly human 
speech, and that in my native land; and yet listen as I pleased, I 
could not catch one syllable. An old tale started up in my mind of 
a fairy wife (or perhaps only a wandering stranger), that came to 
the place of my fathers some generations back, and stayed the 
matter of a week, talking often in a tongue that signified nothing 
to the hearers; and went again as she had come, under cloud of 
night, leaving not so much as a name behind her. A little fear I 
had, but more curiosity; and I opened the hall door, and entered. 

The supper things still lay upon the table; the shutters were still 
closed, although day peeped in the divisions; and the great room 
was lighted only with a single taper and some lurching reverbera¬ 
tion of the fire. Close in the chimney sat two men. The one that 
was wrapped in a cloak and wore boots, I knew at once: it was the 
bird of ill omen back again. Of the other, who was set close to the 
red embers, and made up into a bundle like a mummy, I could 
but see that he was an alien, of a darker hue than any man of 
Europe, very frailly built, with a singular tall forehead, and a 
secret eye. Several bundles and a small valise were on the floor; 
and to judge by the smallness of this luggage, and by the condition 

* Ordered. 
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^v' h lK, aStCI ' S , b r°' S ' 8TOSSly patChed b >’ some unscrupulous coun- 
ti\ cobblci, e\ ll had not prospered. 

He rose upon my entrance; our eyes crossed; and I know not 

h> U should bave b cen, but my courage rose like a lark on a May 
morning. > 

Ha! said I, "is this you?”—and I was pleased with the uncon- 
cern ol my own voice. 

• It is even myself, worthy Mackellar,” says the Master. 

"This time you have brought the black dog visibly upon your 
back, ’ I continued. 


“Referring to Secundra Dass?” asked the Master. “Let me pre¬ 
sent you. He is a native gentleman of India.” 

Hum!” said I. “I am no great lover either of you or your 

friends, Mr. Bally. But I will let a little daylight in and have a 

look at you.” And so saying, I undid the shutters of the eastern 
window. 


By the light of the morning, I could perceive the man was 
changed. Later, when we were all together, I was more struck to 
see how lightly time had dealt with him; but the first glance was 
otherwise. 

“You are getting an old man,” said I. 

A shade came upon his face. “If you could see yourself,” said 
he, “you would perhaps not dwell upon the topic.” 

“Hut!” I returned, "old age is nothing to me. I think I have 
been always old; and I am now, I thank God, better known and 
more respected. It is not every one that can say that, Mr. Bally! 
The lines in your brow are calamities; your life begins to close 
in upon you like a prison; death will soon be rapping at the door; 
and I see not from what source you are to draw your consolations.” 

Here the Master addressed himself to Secundra Dass in Him 
dustanee; from which I gathered (I freely confess, with a high 
degree of pleasure) that my remarks annoyed him. All this while, 
you may be sure, my mind had been busy upon other matters even 
while I rallied my enemy; and chiefly as to how I should commu¬ 
nicate secretly and quickly with my lord. To this, in the breathing- 
space now given me, I turned all the forces of my mind; when, 
suddenly shifting my eyes, I was aware of the man himself stand¬ 
ing in the doorway, and to all appearance quite composed. He 
had no sooner met my looks than he stepped across the threshold. 
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The Master heard nim coming, and advanced upon the ot ie 

to .!«« brother - » . 

exchanging steady looks and then my lord smiled, bowed 

forward, and turned briskly away. 

"Mackellar,” says he, “we must see to breakfast for these 


l Tt e was' plain the Master was a trifle disconcerted; but he as¬ 
sumed the more impudence of speech and manner I am as 
hungry as a hawk,” says he. "Let it be something good, Henr>. 
Milord turned to him with the same hard smile. “Lord Durr.s- 


deer/' says he. , 

“Oh, never in the family!” returned the Master. 

“Every one in this house renders me my proper title,” says my 
lord. ‘‘If it please you to make an exception, I will leave you to 
consider what appearance it will bear to strangers and whether 
it may not be translated as an effect of impotent jealousy. 

I could have clapped my hands together with delight: the more 
so as my lord left no time for any answer, but, bidding me with a 

sign to follow him, went straight out of the hall. 

“Come quick,” says he, ‘‘we have to sweep vermin from the 
house.” And he sped through the passages with so swift a step that 
I could scarce keep up with him, straight to the door of John 
Paul, the which he opened without summons and walked in. John 
was to all appearance sound asleep, but my lord made no pretence 


of waking him. 

“John Paul,” said he, speaking as quietly as ever I heard him, 
“you served my father long, or I would pack you from the house 
like a dog. If in half an hour’s time I find you gone, you shall 
continue to receive your wages in Edinburgh. If you linger here 
or in St. Bride’s—old man, old servant, and altogether—I shall 
find some very astonishing way to make you smart for your dis¬ 
loyalty. Up, and begone. The door you let them in by will serve 
for your departure. I do not choose my son shall see your face 


again.” 

“I am rejoiced to find you bear the thing so quietly,” said I, 
when we were forth again by ourselves. 

“Quietly!” cries he, and put my hand suddenly against his heart, 

which struck upon his bosom like a sledge. 

At this revelation I was filled with wonder and fear. There was 
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no constitution could bear so violent a strain-his least of all that 
-as unhinged already; and I decided in my mind that we mu" 
bung this monstrous situation to an end. 

T A U ;'° Uld . be Wel1 ’ 1 ,hink * if 1 took word to my lady,” said I 
Indeed, he should have gone himself, but I counted (not in vain) 
on Ins indifference. 


ye, says he, “do. I will hurry breakfast: we must all appear 
at the table, even Alexander: it must appear we are untroubled.” 

tan to my lady’s room, and, with no preparatory cruelty dis¬ 
closed my news. 


My mind was long ago made up,” said she. "We must make our 

packets secretly to-day, and leave secretly to-night. Thank Heaven 

we have another house! The first ship that sails shall bear us to 
New York.” 


“And what of him?” I asked. 

“We leave him Durrisdeer,” she cried. "Let him work his pleas- 
ure upon that.” 

“Not so, by your leave,” said I. “There shall be a dog at his 
heels that can hold fast. Bed he shall have, and board, and a horse 
to ride upon, if he behave himself; but the keys (if you think well 
of it, my lady) shall be left in the hands of one Mackellar. There 
will be good care taken; trust him for that.” 

“Mr. Mackellar,” she cried, “I thank you for that thought! All 
shall be left in your hands. If we must go into a savage country, 
I bequeath it to you to take our vengeance. Send Macconochie 
to St. Bride’s, to arrange privately for horses and to call the 
lawyer. My lord must leave procuration.” 

At that moment my lord came to the door, and we opened our 
plan to him. 

“I will never hear of it,” he cried; “he would think I feared 
him. I will stay in my own house, please God, until I die. There 
lives not the man can beard me out of it. Once and for all, here 
I am and here I stay, in spite of all the devils in hell.” I can give 
no idea of the vehemency of his words and utterance; but we both 
stood aghast, and I in particular, who had been a witness of his 
former self-restraint. 

My lady looked at me with an appeal that went to my heart and 
recalled me to my wits. I made her a private sign to go, and, when 
my lord and I were alone, went up to him where he was racing 
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to and fro in one end of the room like a half-lunatic, and set my 

""m, 6 ™, 1 ]; ” .. be .be plain-dealer once nrore. 

if for the last time, so much the better, for I am gi own weat y o 

th -'Nothing will change me,” he answered. “God forbid I should 
refuse to hear you; but nothing will change me. This he said 
firmly, with no Signal of the former violence, which already ratsec 

m ^'Ver P y well,” said I. “I can afford to waste my breath.” I pointed 
to a chair, and he sat down and looked at me."I can remember 

a time when my lady very much neglected you, said I. 

“I never spoke of it while it lasted, 1 returned my lord, with a 

high flush of colour; “and it is all changed now.” 

“Do you know how much?” I said. “Do you know how much t 

is all changed? The tables are turned, my lord! It is my lady t a 
now courts you for a word, a look, ay, and courts you m vain. Do 
you know with whom she passes her days while you are out 
gallivanting in the policies? My word, she is glad to pass them with 
a certain dry old grieve * of the name of Ephraim Mackellar, 
and I think you may be able to remember what that means, tor 
I am the more in a mistake or you were once driven to the same 

company yourself.” 

“Mackellar!” cries my lord, getting to his feet. O my God, 


Mackellar!” u 

“It is neither the name of Mackellar nor the name of God that 

can change the truth,” said I; “and I am telling you the fact. Now, 
for you, that suffered so much, to deal out the same suffering to 
another, is that the part of any Christian? But you are so swal¬ 
lowed up in your new friend that the old are all forgotten. They 
are all clean vanished from your memory. And yet they stood by 
you at the darkest; my lady not the least. And does my lady ever 
cross your mind? Does it ever cross your mind what she went 
through that night?—or what manner of a wife she has been to you 
thenceforward?—or in what kind of a position she finds herself 
to-day? Never. It is your pride to stay and face him ^ut, and she 
must stay along with you. O, my lord’s pride that s the great af¬ 
fair! And yet she is the woman, and you are a great, hulking man! 


* Land steward. 
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She is the woman that you swore to protect; and, more betoken 
the own mother of that son of yours!” 

“You are speaking very bitterly, Mackellar,” said he; “but the 
Loid knows, I fear you are speaking very true. I have not proved 
worthy of my happiness. Bring my lady back.” 

My lady was waiting near at hand to learn the issue. When I 
brought her in, my lord took a hand of each of us and laid them 
both upon his bosom. “I have had two friends in my life,” said he. 
‘ All the comfort ever I had, it came from one or other. When you 

two aie in a mind, I think I would be an ungrateful dog_” He 

shut his mouth very hard, and looked on us with swimming eyes. 

“Do what ye like with me,” says he, “only don’t think_” He 

stopped again. “Do what ye please with me: God knows I love and 
honour you.” And dropping our two hands, he turned his back 
and went and gazed out of the window. But my lady ran after, 
calling his name, and threw herself upon his neck in a passion of 


weeping. 

I went out and shut the door behind me, and stood and thanked 
God from the bottom of my heart. 

At the breakfast board, according to my lord’s design, we were 
all met. The Master had by that time plucked off his patched boots 
and made a toilet suitable to the hour; Secundra Dass was no 
longer bundled up in wrappers, but wore a decent plain black 
suit, which misbecame him strangely; and the pair were at the 
great window looking forth, when the family entered. They 
turned; and the black man (as they had already named him in the 
house) bow'ed almost to his knees, but the Master was for running 
forward like one of the family. My lady stopped him, curtseying 
low from the far end of the hall, and keeping her children at her 
back. My lord was a little in front: so there were the three cousins 
of Durrisdeer face to face. The hand of time was very legible on 
all; I seemed to read in their changed faces a memento mori; and 
what affected me still more, it was the wicked man that bore his 


years the handsomest. My lady was quite transfigured into the 
matron, a becoming woman for the head of a great tableful of 
children and dependents. My lord was grown slack in his limbs; he 
stooped; he walked with a running motion, as though he had 
learned again from Mr. Alexander; his face was drawn; it seemed 
a trifle longer than of old; and it wore at times a smile very singu- 



THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 299 

larly mingled, and which (in my eyes) appeared both bitter and 
pathetic But the Master still bore himself erect, although pet hap 
effort; his brow barred about the centre with imperious line , 

his mouth set as for command. He had all the 8™*^^ 
thing of the splendor of Satan in the Paradise Lost. I could 
help but see the man with admiration, and was only surprised that 

I saw him with so little fear. 

But indeed (as long as we were at the table) it seemed as if h.s 
authority were quite vanished and his teeth all drawn. We had 
known him a magician that controlled the elements; and here 
was, transformed into an ordinary gentleman, chatting like his 
neighbours at the breakfast board. For now the father was dead, 
and my lord and lady reconciled, in what ear was he to pour h.s 
calumnies? It came upon me in a kind of vision how hugely I had 
overrated the man's subtlety. He had his malice still, he was false 
as ever; and, the occasion being gone that made his strengt 1 , e 
sat there impotent; he was still the viper, but now spent his venom 
on a file. Two more thoughts occurred to me while yet we sat at 
breakfast: the first, that he was abashed—I had almost said c is- 
tressed—to find his wickedness quite unavailing; the second, that 
perhaps my lord was in the right, and we did amiss to fly from 
our dismasted enemy. But my poor master’s leaping heart came in 
my mind, and I remembered it was for his wife we played the 

coward. 

When the meal was over, the Master followed me to my room, 
and, taking a chair (which I had never offered him), asked me what 

was to be done with him. 

“Why, Mr. Bally,” said I, ‘‘the house will still be open to you 
for a time.” 

“For a time?” says he. “I do not know if I quite take your mean¬ 


ing.” 

“It is plain enough,” said I. “We keep you for our reputation; 
as soon as you shall have publicly disgraced yourself by some of 
your misconduct, we shall pack you forth again. 

“You are become an impudent rogue,” said the Master, bending 

his brows at me dangerously. 

“I learned in a good school,” I returned. “And you must have 
perceived yourself, that with my old lord’s death your power is 
quite departed. I do not fear you now, Mr. Bally; I think even— 
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God forgive me—that I take a certain pleasure in your company.” 

He broke out in a burst of laughter, which I clearly saw to be 
assumed. 


“1 have come with empty pockets,” says he, after a pause. 

I do not think there will be any money going,” I replied. “I 
would advise you not to build on that.” 

“I sha11 have something to say on the point,” he returned. 

Indeed? ’ said I. ‘‘I have not a guess what it will be, then.” 

“Oh, you affect confidence,” said the Master. “I have still one 
strong position,—that you people fear a scandal, and I enjoy it.” 

“Pardon me, Mr. Bally,” says I. “We do not in the least fear a 
scandal against you.” 

He laughed again. “You have been studying repartee,” he said. 
“But speech is very easy, and sometimes very deceptive. I warn 
you fairly: you will find me vitriol in the house. You would do 
wiser to pay money down, and see my back.” And with that, he 
waved his hand to me and left the room. 


A little after, my lord came with the lawyer, Mr. Carlyle; a 
bottle of old wine was brought, and we all had a glass before we 
fell to business. The necessary deeds were then prepared and exe¬ 
cuted, and the Scotch estates made over in trust to Mr. Carlyle and 
myself. 

“There is one point, Mr. Carlyle,” said my lord, when these 
affairs had been adjusted, “on which I wish that you would do us 
justice. This sudden departure coinciding with my brother’s re¬ 
turn will be certainly commented on. I wish you would discourage 
any conjunction of the two.” 

“I will make a point of it, my lord,” said Mr. Carlyle. “The Mas 
—Mr. Bally does not then accompany you?” 

“It is a point I must approach,” said my lord. “Mr. Bally re¬ 
mains at Durrisdeer under the care of Mr. Mackellar; and I do 
not mean that he shall even know our destination.” 

“Common report, however-” began the lawyer. 

“Ah, but, Mr. Carlyle, this is to be a secret quite among our¬ 
selves,” interrupted my lord. “None but you and Mackellar are to 
be made acquainted with my movements.” 

“And Mr. Bally stays here? Quite so,” said Mr. Carlyle. “The 

powers you leave-” Then he broke off again. Mr. Mackellar, 

we have a rather heavy weight upon us.” 

“No doubt, sir,” said I. 
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«.xt i ” cniH he “Mr. Bally will have no voice? 

“He will have no voice,” said my lord, “and I hope no influence. 

Mr. Bally is not a good adviser.” ?- 

“I see,” said the lawyer. “By the way, has Mr. Bally means 

"I understand him to have nothing, replied my lord. g 

him table, fire, and candle in this house. ’ 

“And in the matter of an allowance?—if I am to sha e 

responsibility, you will see how highly desirable it is that I should 

understand y^ur views,” said the lawyer. “On the question of an 

al “ewill be no allowance,” said my lord. “I wish Mr. Bally 
to live very private. We have not always been gratified with h.s 

be “Andin the matter of money,” I added, “he has shown himself 
an infamous bad husband. Glance your eye upon that docket, Mr. 
Carlyle, where I have brought together the different sums the man 
has drawn from the estate in the last fifteen or twenty years. The 


total is pretty. 

Mr. Carlyle made the motion of whistling. “I had no guess of 
this,” said he. “Excuse me once more, my lord, if I appear to pus i 
you’ but it is really desirable I should penetrate your intentions: 
Mr.’ Mackellar might die, when I should find myself alone upon 
this trust. Would it not be rather your lordship’s preference that 

Mr. Bally should—ahem—should leave the country? 

My lord looked at Mr. Caryle. “Why do you ask that?” said he. 
“I gather, my lord, that Mr. Bally is not a comfort to his fam¬ 
ily,” says the lawyer with a smile. . 

My lord’s face became suddenly knotted. “I wish he was in hell, 

cried he, and filled himself a glass of wine, but with a hand so 
tottering that he spilled the half into his bosom. This was the 
second time that, in the midst of the most regular and wise be¬ 
haviour, his animosity had spirted out. It startled Mr. Carlyle, 
who observed my lord thenceforth with covert curiosity, and to me 
it restored the certainty that we were acting for the best in view of 


my lord’s health and reason. 

Except for this explosion, the interview was very successfully 
conducted. No doubt Mr. Carlyle would talk; as lawyers do, little 
by little. We could thus feel we had laid the foundations of a 
better feeling in the country; and the man’s own misconduct 
would certainly complete what we had begun. Indeed, before hia 
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departure, the lawyer showed us there had already gone aboard 
sonic glimmerings of the truth. B aboard 

• I Should perhaps explain to you, my lord.” said he, pausing 
wuh his hat in his hand, “that I have not been altogether sur 
pusec tut i your lordship’s dispositions in the case of Mr. Bally 
Something of tins nature cored out when he was last in Durris- 

I "a 1 hele "' as some talk o£ a "Oman at St. Bride's, to whom you 
had behaved extremely handsome, and Mr. Bally with no small 

degree of cruelty. There was the entail again, which was much 
controverted. In short, there was no want of talk, back and for¬ 
ward; and some of our wiseacres took up a strong opinion. I 
remained in suspense, as became one of my cloth; but Mr. 
Mackellar s docket here has finally opened my eyes. I do not think, 
Mr. Mackellar, that you and I will give him that much rope.” 


The rest of that important day passed prosperously through. It 
was our policy to keep the enemy in view, and I took my turn to 
be his watchman with the rest. I think his spirits rose as he per¬ 
ceived us to be so attentive; and I know that mine insensibly 
declined. What chiefly daunted me was the man’s singular dexter¬ 
ity to worm himself into our troubles. You may have felt (after 
a horse accident) the hand of a bone-setter artfully divide and 
interrogate the muscles, and settle strongly on the injured place? 
It was so with the Master’s tongue that was so cunning to question, 
and his eyes that were so quick to observe. I seemed to have said 
nothing, and yet to have let all out. Before I knew where I was, 
the man was condoling with me on my lord’s neglect of my lady 
and myself, and his hurtful indulgence to his son. On this last 
point I perceived him (with panic fear) to return repeatedly. The 
boy had displayed a certain shrinking from his uncle; it was 
strong in my mind his father had been fool enough to indoctrinate 
the same, which was no wise beginning: and when I looked upon 
the man before me, still so handsome, so apt a speaker, with so great 
a variety of fortunes to relate, I saw he was the very personage to 
captivate a boyish fancy. John Paul had left only that morning; it 
was not to be supposed he had been altogether dumb upon his 
favourite subject; so that here would be Mr. Alexander in the part 
of Dido, with a curiosity inflamed to hear; and there would be the 
Master like a diabolical ALneas, full of matter the most pleasing in 
the world to any youthful ear, such as battles, sea-disasters, flights. 
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chit, ol Ike Indie.. How cunnmgly b*,l. ' S , 

and what an empire might U '“,'""7'"',.'"i'.e', ».U. 

r d 2^«r^:heh„n r 

hood not very long m breeches. \ Whins (I believe he 

who dwelt in a lone house beyond the Tigga K . 

called it after Portobello) . and how the boys would troop out of 
Le th on a Saturday, and sit and listen to his swearing tales, as luck 
i crows about a carrion: a thing 1 often remarked as I went by a 
young student, on my own more mediative holiday diversion. Many 
of thfse boys tvent, no doubt, in the face of an express command, 
many feared and even hated the old brute of whom they made their 
hero and I have seen them flee from him when he was “P** 
stone him when he was drunk. And yet there they came each 
Saturday! How much more easily would a boy like r. exanc er 
fall under the influence of a high-looking, high-spoken gentleman- 
adventurer, who should conceive the fancy to entrap him, and, the 
influence gained, how easy to employ it for the child's perversion! 

I doubt if our enemy had named Mr. Alexander three times, be¬ 
fore I perceived which way his mind was aiming—all this tiain o 
thought and memory passed in one pulsation through my own- 
and you may say I started back as though an open hole had gaped 
across a pathway. Mr. Alexander: there was the weak point there 
was the Eve in our perishable paradise; and the serpent was already 

hissing on the trail. . 

I promise you I went the more heartily about the preparations, 

my last scruple gone, the danger of delay written before me in 
huge characters. From that moment forth, I seem not to have sat 
down or breathed. Now I would be at my post with the Master 
and his Indian; now in the garret buckling a valise; now sending 
forth Macconochie by the side postern and the wood-path to bear 
it to the trysting-place; and again, snatching some words of counsel 
with my lady. This was the verso of our life in Durrisdeer that day v 
but on the recto all appeared quite settled, as of a family at home 
in its paternal seat; and what perturbation may have been ob¬ 
servable, the Master would set down to the blow of his unlooked 
for coming and the fear he was accustomed to inspire. 
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Supper went creditably off. cold salutations passed, and the 
company trooped to their respective chambers. I attended the 

north' “ t, ' aSt ' h3d PUl him " CXt door 10 his Indian, in the 
north wing: because tuat was the most distant and could be severed 

Iroin the body of the house with doors. I saw he was a kind friend 
or a good master (whichever it was) to his Secundra Dass: seeing to 
his comfort; mending the fire with his own hand, for the Indian 
complained of cold; inquiring as to the rice on which the stranger 
made his diet; talking with him pleasantly in the Hindustanee, 
while I stood by, my candle in my hand, and affected to be over¬ 
come with slumber. At length the Master observed my signals of 
distiess. I perceive, ’ says he, “that you have all your ancient 
habits; early to bed and early to rise. Yawn yourself away!” 

Once in my own room, I made the customary motions of un¬ 
dressing, so that I might time myself; and when the cycle was com¬ 
plete, set my tinder-box ready and blew out my taper. The matter 
of an hour afterward, I made a light again, put on my shoes of list 
that I had worn by my lord’s sick-bed, and set forth into die house 


to call the voyagers. All were dressed and waiting—my lord, my 
lady. Miss Katharine, Mr. Alexander, my lady’s woman Christie; 
and I observed die effect of secrecy even upon quite innocent per¬ 
sons, that one after another showed in the chink of the door a face 
as white as paper. We slipped out of die side postern into a night 
of darkness, scarce broken by a star or two; so that at first we 
groped and stumbled and fell among the bushes. A few hundred 
yards up the wood-path, Macconochie was waiting us with a great 
lantern; so die rest of the way we went easy enough, but still in a 
kind of guilty silence. A little beyond the abbey, the path de¬ 
bouched on the main road; and some quarter of a mile farther, at 
the place called Eagles, where the moors begin, we saw the lights 
of the two carriages stand shining by the wayside. Scarce a word or 
two was uttered at our parting, and these regarded business: a 
silent grasping of hands, a turning of faces aside, and die thing 
was over; the horses broke into a trot, the lamplight sped like Will 
o* the Wisp upon the broken moorland, it dipped beyond Stony 


Brae; and there were Macconochie and I alone with our lantern 
on the road. There was one thing more to wait for; and that was 
the reappearance of the coach upon Cartmore. It seems they must 
have pulled up upon the summit, looked back for a last time, and 
seen our lantern not yet moved away from the place of separation. 
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For a lamp was taken from a carriage, and waved three 

and down by way of a farewell. And ^en they we g ; 

sasss:i r sir£~s. tr- 

- rrj -f r r 

felt, before, my own dependency upon the countenance of othe^ 

The sense of isolation burned in my bowels like a file, 
that we who remained at home were the true exiles; and that D 
risdeer and Solwayside, and all that made my country native, its 
Ih good to me, and its language welcome, had gone forth and 

was far over the sea with my old masters. smooth 

The remainder of that night I paced to and ro on the smooth 

highway, reflecting on the future and the past. My thoughts, which 

at first dwelled tenderly on those who were just gone, took a m °^ 

manly temper as I considered what remained for me to do. Day 

came upon the inland mountaintops, and the fowls began to ay 

and the smoke of homesteads to arise in the brown bosom of the 

moors, before I turned my face homeward and went down the path 

to where the roof of Durrisdeer shone in the morning by the sea. 


At the customary hour I had the Master called, and awaited his 
coming in the hall with a quiet mind. He looked about him at the 

empty room and the three covers set. ^ , 

“We are a small party,” said he. ‘‘How comes that! 

“This is the party to which we must grow accustomed, I replied. 
He looked at me with a sudden sharpness. “What is all this? 

said he. 

“You and I and your friend Mr. Dass are now all the company, 

I replied. “My lord, my lady, and the children are gone upon a 

voyage.” . 

“Upon my word!” said he. “Can this be possible? I have indeed 

fluttered your Volscians in Corioli! But this is no reason why our 

breakfast should go cold. Sit down, Mr. Mackellar, if you please 

taking, as he spoke, the head of the table, which I had designed to 

occupy myself—“and as we eat, you can give me the details of this 

evasion.” 

I could see he was more affected than his language carried, and I 
determined to equal him in coolness. “I was about to ask you to 
take the head of the table,” said I; “for though I am now thrust 
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■ nto the position of your host, I could never forget that you were 
alter all, a member of the family.” S y ’ 

For awhile he played the part of entertainer, giving directions to 

’- h ' re h “ "* —r »<■ 

Ah’ M'- Bally that is another point!” said I. ”1 have no orders 
to communicate their destination.” 

“To me,” he corrected. 

“To any one,” said I. 


“It is the less pointed,” said the Master; “c>est de bon ton: my 

brother improves as he continues. And I, dear Mr. Mackellar?” 

‘\ou will have bed and board, Mr. Bally,” said I “I am per 

muted to give you the run of the cellar, which is pretty reasonably 

stocked. \ou have only to keep well with me, which is no very 

difficult matter, and you shall want neither for wine nor a saddle- 
horse.” 


He made an excuse to send Macconochie from the room. 

“And for money?” he inquired. “Have I to keep well with my 
good friend Mackellar for my pocket-money also? This is a 
pleasing return to the principles of boyhood.” 

“There was no allowance made,” said I; “but I will take it on 
myself to see you are supplied in moderation.” 

In moderation? ’ he repeated. “And you will take it on your¬ 
self?” He drew himself up and looked about the hall at the dark 
rows of portraits. “In the name of my ancestors, I thank you,” says 
he; and then, with a return to irony: “But there must certainly be 
an allowance for Secundra Dass?” he said. “It is not possible they 
have omitted that.” 

“I will make a note of it and ask instructions when I write,” 
said I. 

And he, with a sudden change of manner, and leaning forward 
with an elbow on the table: “Do you think this entirely wise?” 

“I execute my orders, Mr. Bally,” said I. 

“Profoundly modest,” said the Master: “perhaps not equally in¬ 
genuous. You told me yesterday my power was fallen with my 
father’s death. How comes it, then, that a peer of the realm flees 
under cloud of night out of a house in which his fathers have stood 
several sieges? that he conceals his address, which must be a matter 
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Oi toncern to hi. Grad™. and ■■> *« 

“ “ - * - 

.ion. b„. ha waved down I« I 

i, .mad. oi he .a‘d Si. hoo„ wi.h „o= 

think the apprehension groun • departure, nothing 

=s=s Ssrfes: 

5=a=5=r;E 

wedg e into that family that shall 

shall see then whether my Lord Durnsde { , -ii 

able scorn and rage) "will choose to buy my absence; and you wtll 

all see whether, by that time, I decide for profit or revenge. 

I was amazed to hear the man so open. The ruth is he 

consumed with anger at my lord’s successful ^g h -^ f “ mSe 
fieure as a dupe, and was in no humour to weigh language. 
S “do"ou consider this entirely wise?” said I, copying his word, 
"These twenty years 1 have lived by my poor wisdom he an¬ 
swered with a smile that seemed almost foolish in ns vanity 
•‘And come out a beggar in the end,’ said I, if beggar be 

M„ Mackellar," ™dh. ; wi.h a 

sudden, imperious heat in which I could not but admire him 
"that I am scrupulously civil; copy me in that, and we shall be the 


better friends.” . , , , > 

Throughout this dialogue I had been incommoded by the ob¬ 
servation of Secundra Dass. Not one of us, since the first word, had 
made a feint of eating: our eyes were in each other’s faces you 
might say, in each other’s bosoms; and those of the Indian troubled 
me with a certain changing brightness, as of comprehension. But I 
brushed the fancy aside: telling myself once more he understood 
no English; only, from the gravity of both voices and the oc¬ 
casional scorn and anger in the Master’s, smelled out there was 
something of import in the wind. 
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the 'house ' of' Du rd sdeen “"“"T' l ° live to S et her in 

At first he ,as som^^el SS! ^ 

measme to keep with the man; and I was never afraid of black 
hi ows, on y of naked swords. So that I found a certain entertain 
ment in these bouts of incivility, and was not always ill-inspired 

pre^on eJ thaJ derS ’- "V ( “ ^ 3t su PP er ) 1 had a droll ex- 

Sn "ml ‘XVh 6 y ,'. al ?‘l Ulshed hin >- He ^“ghed again and 
again and Who would have guessed,” he cried, “that this old 

wite had any wit under his petticoats?” 

“W is no wit, Mr. Bally,” said I: “a dry Scot’s humour, and some- 

ling of the dryest. And indeed I never had the least pretension 
to be thought a wit. 


From that hour he was never rude with me, but all passed be¬ 
tween us in a manner of pleasantry. One of our chief times of 
daffing * was when he required a horse, another bottle, or some 
money; he would approach me then after the manner of a school¬ 
boy, and I would carry it on by way of being his father: on both 
sides, with an infinity of mirth. I could not but perceive that he 
thought more of me, which tickled that poor part of mankind, the 
vanity. He dropped besides (I must suppose unconsciously) into a 
manner that was not only familiar, but even friendly; and this, on 
the part of one who had so long detested me, I found the more 
insidious. He went little abroad; sometimes even refusing invita¬ 
tions. No, he would say, “what do I care for these thick-headed 
bonnet-lairds? I will stay at home, Mackellar; and we shall share a 
bottle quietly and have one of our good talks.” And indeed meal¬ 
time at Durrisdeer must have been a delight to any one, by reason 
of the brilliancy of the discourse. He would often express wonder 
at his former indifference to my society. “But you see,” he would 
add, “we were upon opposite sides. And so we are to-day; but let 
us never speak of that. I would think much less of you if you were 
not staunch to your employer.” You are to consider, he seemed to 
me quite impotent for any evil; and how it is a most engaging 
form of flattery when (after many years) tardy justice is done to 
a man’s character and parts. But I have no thought to excuse 


• Fooling. 
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myself. I was to blame; I let him^ ’£ was sud- 

think the watchdog was going sound asleep. 

sss* - -i" 

tzzzxs ,sr^r» f> -it a ts 

np o£ his grovelling obeisances. He seemed so quiet so frail, ana 

EHsis r=*E “ 

5; S op^ n gT y and n witllTrubt U was through his stealth and my 

security that our secret reached the Mastei. 

It was one very wild night, after supper, and when we had bee 
making more than usually merry, that the blow fell on me. 

“This is all very fine,” says the Master, “but we should do better 

to be buckling our valise.” 

“Why so?” I cried. “Are you leaving?” , 

“We are all leaving to-morrow in the morning,” said he. or t ie 
port of Glascow first: thence for the province of New York. 

I suppose I must have groaned aloud. 

“Yes/' he continued, "I boasted; I said a week, and it has taken 
me near twenty days. But never mind; I shall make it up; I will go 


the faster.” 

“Have you the money for this voyage?” I asked. 

“Dear and ingenuous personage, I have,” said he. “Blame me, 
if you choose, for my duplicity; but while I have been wringing 
shillings from my daddy, I had a stock of my own put by against a 
rainy day. You will pay for your own passage, if you choose to ac¬ 
company us on our flank march; I have enough for Secundra and 
myself, but not more: enough to be dangerous, not enough to be 
generous. There is, however, an outside seat upon the chaise which 
I will let you have upon a moderate commutation; so that the 
whole menagerie can go together, the house-dog, the monkey, and 

the tiger.” 

“I go with you,” said I. 

“I count upon it,” said the Master. “You have seen me foiled, I 
mean you shall see me victorious. To gain that I will risk wetting 
you like a sop in this wild weather.” 
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throwleoiT'" 1 addCd ' “ y ° U kn ° W Vei >' wc " >' ou could not 


I suppose it is useless to appeal to you,” said I. 

_ Believe me. perfectly,” said he. 

“And yet if you would give me time, I could write-” I beean 

And what would be my Lord Durrisdcers answer?" asks he’ 
A>c, said I, that is the rub.” 

“And at any rate, how much more expeditious that I should go 
myself! says he. "But all this is quite a waste of breath. At seven 
to-morrow the cha.se will be at the door. For I start from the 

door, Mackellar; I do not skulk through woods and take my chaise 
upon the wayside—shall we say, at Eagles?” 

My mind was now thoroughly made up. “Can you spare me 

quarter of an hour at St. Brides?” said I. “I have a little necessary 
business with Carlyle.” 7 


“An hour, if you prefer,” said he. "I do not seek to deny that 
the money for your seat is an object to me; and you could always 
get the first to Glascow with saddle-horses.” 

“Well,” said I, “I never thought to leave old Scotland.” 

“It will brisken you up,” says he. 

“This will be an ill journey for some one,” I said. “I think, sir, 
for you. Something speaks in my bosom; and so much it says plain, 
That this is an ill-omened journey.” 

“If you take to prophecy,” says he, “listen to that.” 


There came up a violent squall off the open Solway, and the 
rain was dashed on the great windows. 

“Do ye ken what that bodes, warlock?” said he, in a broad ac¬ 
cent: “that there'll be a man Mackellar unco sick at sea.” 

When I got to my chamber, I sat there under a painful excita¬ 


tion, hearkening to the turmoil of the gale which struck full upon 
that gable of the house. What with the pressure on my spirits, the 
eldritch cries of the wind among the turret-tops, and the perpetual 
trepidation of the masoned house, sleep fled my eyelids utterly. I 
sat by my taper, looking on the black panes of the window where 
the storm appeared continually on the point of bursting in its 
entrance; and upon that empty field I beheld a perspective of 
consequences that made the hair to rise upon my scalp. The child 
corrupted, the home broken up, my master dead or worse than 
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peared to mock at my inaction. 


Mr. Mackellar’s Journey with the Master 

_ to THF DOOR IN A STRONG DRENCHING MIST. 

Tw\^rourTave in™ence: the house oj DurHsdeer standing 

with dropping gutters and windows closed, like a place dcdica 
to melancholy. I -observed the Master kept his headout poking 

back on these splashed walls and glimmertng rools, t ‘ l the J ^ re 
suddenly swallowed in the mist; and I must suppose some natar 
sadness fell upon the man at this departure; or was it some pre¬ 
vision of the end? At least, upon our mounting the long brae from 
Durrisdeer, as we walked side by side in the wet, he began first to 
whistle and then to sing the saddest of our country tunes wh d 
sets folk weeping in a tavern, Wandering Wtllie. The set of woids 
he used withVl have not heard elsewhere, and could never come 
by any copy; but some of them which were the most appropriate 
to our departure linger in my memory. One verse began: 

Home was home then, my dear, full of kindly faces; 

Home was home then, my dear, happy for the child. 


And ended somewhat thus: 

Now, when day dawns on the brow of the moorland. 

Lone stands the house and the chimney-stone is cold. 

Lone let it stand, now the folks are all departed. 

The kind hearts, the true hearts, that loved the place 

of old. 

I could never be a judge of the merit of these verses; they were so 
hallowed by the melancholy of the air, and were sung (or rather 
“soothed”) to me by a master singer at a time so fitting. He looked 
in my face when he had done, and saw that my eyes watered. 

“Ah, Mackellar,” said he, “do you think I have never a regret?” 
“I do not think you could be so bad a man,” said I, “if you had 

not all the machinery to be a good one.” 

“No, not all,” says he: “not all. You are there in error. The 

malady of not wanting, my evangelist.” But methought he sighed 

as he mounted again into the chaise. 
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± ~ X 

IK.U1. i lie load lay over moorish Mile ,„k av . r 6 y 

the eying Of moor-fowl in thet Ltheand T "° ^ bUt 
swollen burns. Sometimes I would7o!e off t <1 T”' the 
would find myself plunged at once in some foul "nd'ominou! 
night mate*, from the which I would awaken strangling Some 
imes, if the way was steep and the wheels turning slowly,^ would 
overhear the voices from within, talking in thaf tropical « 

time T S 1° mC ^ lnarticulate as the P^ing of the fowls. Some- 
times, at a longer ascent, the Master would set foot to the ground 

and yalk by my side, mostly without speech. And all the time, 
s ecping or waking, I beheld the same black perspective of ap¬ 
proaching ruin; and the same pictures rose in my view, only they 
were now painted upon hillside mist. One, I remember, stood be¬ 
fore me with the colours of a true illusion. It showed me my lord 
seated at a table in a small room; his head, which was at first 
buried in his hands, he slowly raised, and turned upon me a 
countenance from which hope had fled. I saw it first on the black 
window-panes, my last night in Durrisdeer; it haunted and re¬ 
turned upon me half the voyage through; and yet it was no effect 
of lunacy, for I have come to a ripe old age with no decay of my 
intelligence; nor yet (as I was then tempted to suppose) a heaven¬ 
sent warning of the future, for all manner of calamities befell, not 
that calamity—and I saw many pitiful sights, but never that one. 

It was decided we should travel on all night; and it was singu¬ 
lar, once the dusk had fallen, my spirits somewhat rose. The bright 
lamps, shining forth into the mist and on the smoking horses and 
the hodding post-boy, gave me perhaps an outlook intrinsically 
more cheerful than what day had shown; or perhaps my mind had 
become wearied of its melancholy. Aj: least, I spent some waking 
hours, not without satisfaction in my thoughts, although wet and 
weary in my body; and fell at last into a natural slumber without 
dreams. Yet I must have been at work even in the deepest of my 
sle*ep; and at work with at least a measure of intelligence. For I 
started broad awake, in the very act of crying out to myself 

Home was home then, my dear, happy for the child, 

stricken to find in it an appropriateness, which I had not yesterday 
observed, to the Master’s detestable purpose in the present journey. 
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we were then Cose upon the city of G^scow, were 

soon breakfasting together at an inn, a ( too k 

have it) we found a ship in the very article of sailing, v 
our places in the cabin; and, two days after, carried our effects M 
hoard Her name was the Nonesuch, a very ancient ship and y 
iannilv named. By all accounts this should be her last voyage, 
pe^.ho.k .hd/he.d, upon ,he ,na„, and I “ “ 

ings offered me by strangers in the street to the foun der 

rotten as a cheese, too deeply loaden, and must infallibly founder 

if we met a gale. From this it fell out we were the only passengers 

iTcZL McMurtrie, was a silent, absorbed man with he 

Glascow or Gaelic accent; the mates ignorant, rough seafarers 

come in through the hawsehole; and the Master and I were 

UP Th ZtoTe^h ca3T fair wind out of the Clyde, and for 

near upon a week we enjoyed bright weather and a sense of 
progress. I found myself (to my wonder) a born seaman, in so fa 
at least as I was never sick; yet I was far from tasting t te usua 
serenity of my health. Whether it was the motion of the ship on 
the billows, the confinement, the salted food, or all of these to¬ 
gether, I suffered from a blackness of spirit and a painful strai 
upon my temper. The nature of my errand on that ship perhaps 
contributed; I think it did no more: the malady (whatever it was) 
sprang from my environment; and if the ship were not to blame, 
then it was the Master. Hatred and fear are ill bedfellows: but^ (to 
my shame be it spoken) I have tasted those in other places, rain 
down and got up with them, and eaten and drunk with them, and 
yet never before, nor after, have I been so poisoned through and 
through, in soul and body, as I was on board the Nonesuch. 1 
freely confess my enemy set me a fair example of forbearance; m 
our worst days displayed the most patient geniality, holding me m 
conversation as long as I would suffer, and when I had rebuffed his 
civility, stretching himself on deck to read. The book he had on 
board with him was Mr. Richardson’s famous Clarissa; and among 
other small attentions he would read me passages aloud; nor 
could any elocutionist have given with greater potency the pathetic 
portions of that work. I would retort upon him with passages out 
of the Bible, which was all my library—and very fresh to me, my 
religious duties (I grieve to say it) being always and even to this 
day extremely neglected. He tasted the merits of the work like 
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the connoisseur he was; and would sometimes take it from mv 
hand, tu.n ihc leaves over like a man that knew his way, and give 
me, with his fine declamation, a Roland for my Oliver. But it was 
singular how little he applied his reading to himself; it passed 

thl mles'of D d ad hkC SUmmer thunder: Lovelace and Clarissa, 
the tales of Davids generosity, the psalms of his penitence the 

solemn questions of the book of Job, the touching poetry of Daiah 

e ? wc ^ e to hlm a source of entertainment only, like the 
scraping of a fiddle in a change-house. This outer sensibility and 
inner toughness set me against him; it seemed of a piece with that 
impudent grossness which I knew to underlie the veneer of his 
fine manners; and sometimes my gorge rose against him as though 
he were deformed—and sometimes I would draw away as though 
fiom something partly spectral. I had moments when I thought of 
him as of a man of pasteboard—as though, if one should strike 
smartly through the buckram of his countenance, there would be 
found a mere vacuity within. This horror (not merely fanciful, 
I think) vastly increased my detestation of his neighbourhood; I 
began to feel something shiver within me on his drawing near; I 
had at times a longing to cry out; there were days when I thought 
I could have struck him. This frame of mind was doubtless helped 
by shame, because I had dropped during our last days at Durris- 
deer into a certain toleration of the man; and if any one had then 
told me I should drop into it again, I must have laughed in his 
face. It is possible he remained unconscious of this extreme fever 
of my resentment; yet I think he was too quick; and rather that he 
had fallen, in a long life of idleness, into a positive need of com¬ 
pany, which obliged him to confront and tolerate my uncon¬ 
cealed aversion. Certain at least, that he loved the note of his own 
tongue, as indeed he entirely loved all the parts and properties of 
himself: a sort of imbecility which almost necessarily attends on 
wickedness. I have seen him driven, when I proved recalcitrant, to 
long discourses with the skipper: and this, although the man 
plainly testified his weariness, fiddling miserably with both hand 
and foot, and replying only with a grunt. 

After the first week out, we fell in with foul winds and heavy 
weather. The sea was high. The Nonesuch, being an old-fashioned 
ship and badly loaden, rolled beyond belief; so that the skipper 
trembled for his masts and I for my life. We made no progress on 
our course. An unbearable ill-humour settled on the ship; men. 
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mates and master, girding at one another all day long^ A saucy 
word on the one hand, and a blow on the other, made ad V 
cident. There were times when the whole crew le u 
and we of the afterguard were twice got under arms ( ei g 
first time that ever I bore weapons) in the fear of mutiny 

In the midst of our evil season sprang up a hurricane of * 1 , 

so that all supposed she must go down. I was shut in t e ca in ro 
»°„ .1 on "ay dll «t die 

where lashed on deck. Secundra had eaten o£ some drug and lay 
insensible; so you may say I passed these hours in an unbroken 
solitude. At first I was terrified beyond motion and almost beyond 
thought, my mind appearing to be frozen. Presently there stole 
on me a ray of comfort. If the Nonesuch foundered she would 
carry down with her into the deeps of that unsounded sea the 
creature whom we all so feared and hated; there would be no 
more Master of Ballantrae, the fish would sport among his ribs, 
his schemes all brought to nothing, his harmless enemies at peace. 
At first, I have said, it was but a ray of comfort; but it had soon 
grown to be broad sunshine. The thought of the man s death, of 
his deletion from this world which he embittered for so many, 
took possession of my mind. I hugged it, I found it sweet m my 
belly. I conceived the ship’s last plunge, the sea bursting upon all 
sides into the cabin, the brief mortal conflict there, all by myself, in 
that closed place; I numbered the horrors, I had almost said with 
satisfaction; I felt I could bear all and more, if the Nonesuch car¬ 
ried down with her, overtook by the same ruin, the enemy of my 
poor master’s house. Towards noon of the second day, the scream¬ 
ing of the wind abated; the ship lay not so perilously over; and it 
began to be clear to me that we were past the height of the tem¬ 
pest. As I hope for mercy, I was singly disappointed. In the self¬ 
ishness of that vile, absorbing passion of hatred, I forgot the case 
of our innocent shipmates and thought but of myself and my 
enemy. For myself, I was already old, I had never been young, I 
was not formed for the world’s pleasures, I had few affections; it 
mattered not the toss of a silver tester whether I was drowned there 
and then in the Atlantic, or dribbled out a few more years, to die, 
perhaps no less terribly, in a deserted sickbed. Down I went upon 
my knees—holding on by the locker, or else I had been instantly 
dashed across the tossing cabin—and, lifting up my voice in the 
midst of that clamour of the abating hurricane, impiously prayed 
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for my own death “O fnrl ” t • , 

rose and struck this creatur’e L™ i be Hker a « I 

from my mother’s womb O Lord"^^ 1 * °a madest me a “ward 

^ £££ XZSLT. 

r5KK.5 -1» :i 

the tarpaulin cover, let the light of the sunset pour into the cabin 
I tumbled to my feet ashamed, and was seized with surprise to 

the m k °S tOU 7 a 'r! aChC hkE ° nC that had been retched upon 
the lack. Secundra Dass, who had slept off the effects of his drug 

stood in a corner not far off, gazing at me with wild eyes; and 

from the open skylight the captain thanked me for my supplica- 
tions. 1 rr 

“It's you that saved the ship, Mr. Mackellar,” says he. “There is 

no craft of seamanship that could have kept her floating: well may 

we say; ‘Except the Lord the city keep, the watchmen watch in 
vain!’ ” 


I was abashed by the captain’s error; abashed, also, by the sur¬ 
prise and fear with which the Indian regarded me at first, and the 
obsequious civilities with which he soon began to cumber me. I 
know now that he must have overheard and comprehended the 
peculiar nature of my prayers. It is certain, of course, that he at 
once disclosed the matter to his patron; and looking back with 
greater knowledge, I can now understand, what so much puzzled 
me at the moment, those singular and (so to speak) approving 
smiles with which the Master honoured me. Similarly, I can 
understand a word that I remember to have fallen from him in 


conversation that same night; when, holding up his hand and 
smiling, “Ah, Mackellar,” said he, “not every man is so great a 
coward as he thinks he is—nor yet so good a Christian.” He did 
not guess how true he spoke! For the fact is, the thoughts which 
had come to me in the violence of the storm retained their hold 


upon my spirit; and the words that rose to my lips unbidden in 
the instancy of prayer continued to sound in my ears: with what 
shameful consequences, it is fitting I should honestly relate; for I 
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could not support a part o£ such disloyalty as to describe the stns 

of others and conceal my own. . , t , 

The wind fell, but the sea hove ever the higher Ml nig 
Nonesuch rolled outrageously; the next day dawned, and the next, 
and brought no change. To cross the cabin was scarce possible, 
old experienced seamen were cast down upon the deck, and one 
cruelly mauled in the concussion; every board and block in t 
old ship cried out aloud; and the great bell by the anchor-bitts 
continually and dolefully rang. One of these days the Master andII 
sate alone together at the break of the poop. I should say the 
Nonesuch carried a high, raised poop. About the top of it ran 
considerable bulwarks, which made the ship unweatherly, and 
these, as they approached the front on each side, ran down in a 
fine, old-fashioned, carven scroll to join the bulwarks of the waist. 
From this disposition, which seems designed rather for ornament 
than use, it followed there was a discontinuance of protection: 
and that, besides, at the very margin of the elevated part where (in 
certain movements of the ship) it might be the most needful. It was 
here we were sitting: our feet hanging down, the Master betwixt 
me and the side, and I holding on with both hands to the grating 
of the cabin skylight; for it struck me it was a dangerous position, 
the more so as I had continually before my eyes a measure of our 
evolutions in the person of the Master, which stood out in the 
break of the bulwarks against the sun. Now his head would be in 
the zenith and his shadow fall quite beyond the Nonesuch on the 
further side; and now he would swing down till he was under¬ 
neath my feet, and the line of the sea leaped high above him like 
the ceiling of a room. I looked on upon this with a growing fascina¬ 
tion, as birds are said to look on snakes. My mind besides was 
troubled with an astonishing diversity of noises; for now that we 
had all sails spread in the vain hope to bring her to the sea, the 
ship sounded like a factory with their reverberations. We spoke 
first of the mutiny with which we had been threatened; this led 
us on to the topic of assassination; and that offered a temptation 
to the Master more strong than he was able to resist. He must tell 
me a tale, and show me at the same time how clever he was and 
how wicked. It was a thing he did always with affectation and dis¬ 
play; generally with a good effect. But this tale, told in a high key 
in the midst of so great a tumult, and by a narrator who was one 
moment looking down at me from the skies and the next peering 



hold upon me in a degree quite sing^T"'^ *'*’ 1 ^ t0 ° k 
"had for an'enemy 

matters not .hat was the ground of the counts J5Z£2£ 

‘ k " ‘ m r <ICS, " n t0 be revenged, and that with safety to himsdf 
he kep tt secret even from the baron. Indeed that is the firs, 

I mop c o \cngcance; and hatred betrayed is hatred impotent 
he count was a man of a curious, searching mind- he had some 

done 8 amSt: ^ a ” ything fel1 for him to do, it must always be 

done with an exact perfection, not only as to the result but in 

^ery means and instruments, or he thought the thing miscar- 

ed. It chanced he was one day riding in the outer suburbs, when 

ie came to a disused by-road branching off into the moor which 

les about Rome. On the one hand was an ancient Roman tomb- 

on the other a deserted house in a garden of evergreen trees. This 

road brought him presently into a field of ruins, in the midst of 

which, in the side of a hill, he saw an open door and (not far ofT) 

a single stunted pine no greater than a currant-bush. The place 

was desert and very secret: a voice spoke in the count’s bosom that 

there was something here to his advantage. He tied his horse to 

the pine-tree, took his flint and steel in his hand to make a light, 

and entered into the hill. The doorway opened on a passage of old 

Roman masonry, which shortly after branched in two. The count 

took the turning to the right, and followed it, groping forward in 

the dark, till he was brought up by a kind of fence, about elbow- 


high, which extended quite across the passage. Sounding forward 
with his foot, he found an edge of polished stone, and then 
vacancy. All his curiosity was now awakened, and, getting some 
rotten sticks that lay about the floor, he made a fire. In front of 
him was a profound well: doubtless some neighbouring peasant 
had once used it for his water, and it was he that had set up the 
fence. A long while the count stood leaning on the rail and look¬ 
ing down into the pit. It was of Roman foundation, and, like all 
that nation set their hands to, built as for eternity: the sides were 
still straight and the joints smooth; to a man who should fall in, 
no escape was possible. ‘Now,’ the count was thinking, ‘a strong 
impulsion brought me to this place: what for? what have I gained? 
why should I be sent to gaze into this well?’—when the rail of the 
fence gave suddenly under his weight, and he came within an ace 
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of failin' 1 ' headlong in. Leaping back to save himself, he trod out 
1“,. Sicker of L fire, which gave him iheneeforward no more 
light, only an incommoding smoke. Was I sent here to my 
says he, and shook from head to foot. And then a though'Hashed 
in his mind. He crept forth on hands and knees to the brink of the 
pit and felt above him in the air. The rail had been fast to a pair 
of uprights; it had only broken from the one, and still depended 
fronTthe other. The count set it back again as he had found it so 
that the place meant death to the first comer; and groped out of 
the catacomb like a sick man. The next day, riding in the Cor so 
with the baron, he purposely betrayed a strong preoccupation The 
other (as he had designed) inquired into the cause; and he (a 
some fencing) admitted that his spirits had been dashed by an 
unusual dream. This was calculated to draw on the baron-a 
superstitious man who affected the scorn of superstition. Some 
rallying followed; and then the count (as if suddenly carried 
away) called on his friend to beware, for it was of him that he 
had dreamed. You know enough of human nature, my excellent 
Mackellar, to be certain of one thing: I mean, that the baron di 
not rest till he had heard the dream. The count (sure that he 
would never desist) kept him in play till his curiosity was highly 
inflamed, and then suffered himself with seeming reluctance to 
be overborne. ‘I warn you,’ says he, ‘evil will come of it; something 
tells me so. But since there is to be no peace either for you or me 
except on this condition, the blame be on your own head! This 
was the dream. I beheld you riding, I know not where, yet I think 
it must have been near Rome, for on your one hand was an ancient 
tomb and on the other a garden of evergreen trees. Methought I 
cried and cried upon you to come back in a very agony of tenor, 
whether you heard me, I know not, but you went doggedly on. 
The road brought you to a desert place among ruins: where was 
a door in a hillside, and hard by the door a misbegotten pine. 
Here you dismounted (I still crying on you to beware), tied your 
horse to the pine-tree, and entered resolutely in by the door. 
Within it was dark; but in my dream I could still see you, and still 
besought you to hold back. You felt your way along the right- 
hand wall, took a branching passage to the right, and came to a 
little chamber, where was a well with a railing. At this (I know 
not why) my alarm for you increased a thousandfold, so that I 
seemed to scream myself hoarse with warnings, crying it was still 
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time and bidding you begone at once from that vestibule Such 

7 s the "7 d 1 used >«y dream, and it seemed then to hate a 
C ' al SlgIUfltan cy ; but to day and awake, I profess I know not 

'' la .t “ "’ eanS ' Fo a11 ln >' outcry you rendered not the least at¬ 
tention. leanmg the while upon the rail and looking down intently 
m the water And then there was made to you a communication I 
do not think I even gathered what it was, but the fear of it 
plucked me clean out of my slumber, and I awoke shaking and 
sobbing. And now,’ continues the count, ‘I thank you from my 
heart for your insistency. This dream lay on me like a load; and 
now I have told it in plain words and in the broad daylight, it 
seems no great matter. 1 —‘I do not know,’ says the baron. ‘It is in 


some points strange. A communication, did you say? Oh, it is an 
odd dream. It will make a story to amuse our friends.’—‘I am not 
so sure,’ says the count. ‘I am sensible of some reluctancy. Let us 
rather forget it.’—‘By all means,’ says the baron. And (in fact) the 
dream was not again referred to. Some days after, the count pro¬ 
posed a ride in the fields, which the baron (since they were daily 
glowing faster friends) very readily accepted. On the way back to 
Rome, the count led them insensibly by a particular route. Pres¬ 
ently he reined in his horse, clapped his hand before his eyes, and 
cried out aloud. Then he showed his face again (which was now 
quite white, for he was a consummate actor) and stared upon the 
baron. ‘What ails you?’ cries the baron. ‘What is wrong with you?’ 
—‘Nothing,’ cries the count. ‘It is nothing. A seizure, I know not 
what. Let us hurry back to Rome.* But in the meanwhile the baron 
had looked about him; and there, on the left-hand side of the 
way as they went back to Rome, he saw a dusty by-road with a 
tomb upon the one hand and a garden of evergreen trees upon the 
sither.—‘Yes,’ says he, with a changed voice. ‘Let us by all means 
hurry back to Rome. I fear you are not well in health.’—‘Oh, for 
God’s sake!’ cries the count, shuddering. ‘Back to Rome and let 
me get to bed.’ They made their return with scarce a word; and 
the count, who should by rights have gone into society, took to his 
bed and gave out he had a touch of country fever. The next day 
the baron’s horse was found tied to the pine, but himself was 
never heard of from that hour.—And now, was that a murder?” 
says the Master, breaking sharply off. 

“Are you sure he was a count?” I asked. 

“I am not certain of the title,” said he, “but he was a genderaan 
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of family: and the Lord deliver you, Mackellar, from an enemy 

0 

S °These^ast words he spoke down at me smiling, from high above; 
the next, he was under my feet. I continued to follow his evol 
lions with a childish fixity, they made me giddy and vacant, and 

spoke as in a dream. 

•'He hated the baron with a great hatred? I asked. ^ 

"His belly moved when the man came near him, said the 

Master. 

"I have felt that same,” said I. 

“Verily!” cries the Master. ‘‘Here is news indeed! I wonder 
do I flatter myself? or am I the cause of these ventral perturba- 

tions?” 

U<> He was quite capable of choosing out a graceful posture even 
with no one to behold him but myself, and all the more if there 
were any element of peril. He sat now with one knee flung across 
the other, his arms on his bosom, fitting the swing of the ship with 
an exquisite balance, such as a featherweight might overthrow. 
All at once I had the vision of my lord at the table with his ea 
upon his hands; only now, when he showed me his countenance, it 
was heavy with reproach. The words of my own prayer—I were 
liker a man if I struck this creature down —shot at the same time 
into my memory. I called my energies together, and (the ship then 
heeling downward toward my enemy) thrust at him swiftly with 
my foot. It was written I should have the guilt of this attempt 
without the profit. Whether from my own uncertainty or his in¬ 
credible quickness, he escaped the thrust, leaping to his feet and 
catching hold at the same moment of a stay. 

I do not know how long a time passed by: I lying where I was 
upon the deck, overcome with terror and remorse and shame: he 
standing with the stay in his hand, backed against the bulwarks, 
and regarding me with an expression singularly mingled. At last he 

spoke. 

“Mackellar,” said he, “I make no reproaches, but I offer you a 
bargain. On your side, I do not suppose you desire to have this 
exploit made public; on mine, I own to you freely I do not care 
to draw my breath in a perpetual terror of assassination by the 
man I sit at meat with. Promise me—but no,” says he, breaking off, 
“you are not yet in the quiet possession of your mind; you might 
think I had extorted the promise from your weakness; and I would 
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cave no door open for casuistry to come in—that dishonesty of 
ihc conscientious. Take time to meditate.” ^ 

With that he made off up the sliding deck like a squirrel and 

plunged into the cabin. About half an hour later he returned- I 
still lying as he had left me. 

No "'> ’ says he. "will you give me your troth as a Christian and 

a faithful servant of my brother's, that I shall have no more to fear 
from your attempts?” 

“I give it you,” said I. 

I shall require your hand upon it,” says he. 

"You have the right to make conditions,” I replied, and we 
shook hands. 

He sat down at once in the same place and the old perilous at¬ 
titude. 


“Hold on!” cried I, covering my eyes. “I cannot bear to see you 
in that posture. The least irregularity of the sea might plunge you 
overboard.” 

“You are highly inconsistent,” he replied, smiling, but doing as 
I asked. For all that, Mackellar, I would have you to know you 
have risen forty feet in my esteem. You think I cannot set a price 
upon fidelity? But why do you suppose I carry that Secundra 
Dass about the world with me? Because he would die or do murder 
for me tomorrow; and I love him for it. Well, you may think it 
odd, but I like you the better for this afternoon’s performance. I 
thought you were magnetised with the Ten Commandments; but 
no—God damn my soul!”—he cries, “the old wife has blood in his 
body after all!—Which does not change the fact,” he continued, 
smiling again, “that you have done well to give your promise; for 
I doubt if you would ever shine in your new trade.” 

“I suppose,” said I, “I should ask your pardon and God’s for 
my attempt. At any rate I have passed my word, which I will keep 
faithfully. But when I think of those you persecute-” I paused. 

“Life is a singular thing,” said he, “and mankind a very singular 
people. You suppose yourself to love my brother. I assure you it is 
merely custom. Interrogate your memory; and when first you came 
to Durrisdeer, you will find you considered him a dull, ordinary 
youth. He is as dull and ordinary now, though not so young. Had 
you instead fallen in with me, you would to-day be as strong upon 
my side.” 

“I would never say you were ordinary, Mr. Bally,” I returned; 
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“but here you prove yourself dull. You have just ^ence-Z 

same which starts instinctively back from you, l.ke the eye fr 

Str '°Ah-” S says he, "but 1 mean otherwise. I mean, had I met you in 
my youth. You are to consider I was not always as I am to-day, nor 
(hid I met in with a friend of your description) should 

cver becn^o. L “you would have made a mock of me 

_you would never have spent ten civil words on such a square- 

t0 But he was now fairly started on his new course of justification 
with which he wearied me throughout the remainder of the pas¬ 
sage. No doubt in the past he had taken pleasure to paint himsel 
unnecessarily black, and made a vaunt of his wickedness, bearing i 
for a coat of arms. Nor was he so illogical as to abate one item o^ 
his old confessions. “But now that I know you are a human being, 
he would say, “I can take the trouble to explain myself. Foi I 
assure you I am human too, and have my virtues like my neigh- 
hours.” I say he wearied me, for I had only the one word to say in 
answer: twenty times I must have said it: “Give up your present 
purpose and return with me to Durrisdeer; then I will believe 


Thereupon he would shake his head at me. “Ah, Mackellar, you 
might live a thousand years and never understand my nature, he 
would say. “This battle is now committed, the hour of reflection 
quite past, the hour for mercy not yet come. It began between 
us when we span a coin in the hall of Durrisdeer now twenty years- 
ago; we have had our ups and downs, but never either of us 
dreamed of giving in; and as for me, when my glove is cast, life 
and honour go with it.” 

“A fig for your honour!” I would say. “And by your leave, these 
warlike similitudes are something too high-sounding for the matter 
in hand. You want some dirty money, there is the bottom of your 
contention; and as for your means, what are they?—to stir up 
sorrow in a family that never harmed you, to debauch (if you can) 
your own born nephew, and to wring the heart of your born 
brother! A footpad that kills an old granny in a woollen mutch 
with a dirty bludgeon, and that for a shilling-piece and a paper o£ 
snuff—there is all the warrior that you are.” 



324 


sm 


THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 
When I would attack him thus (or somewhat thus) he would 
itie and sigh like a man misunderstood. Once I remember he 
delended himself more at large, and had some curious sophistries 

O' h lepeating for a light upon his character. 

“You are very like a civilian to think war consists in drums and 
banners, said he. War (as the ancients said very wisely) is 
ultnna ratio. When we take our advantage unrelentingly, then 
we make war. Ah, Mackellar, you are a devil of a soldier in the 
steward s room at Durrisdeer, or the tenants do you sad injustice!'’ 

“I think little of what war is or is not,” I replied. “But you 
weary me with claiming my respect. Your brother is a good man, 
and you are a bad one—neither more nor less.” 

“Had I been Alexander-” he began. 

“It is so we all dupe ourselves,” I cried. “Had I been St. Paul, 
it would have been all one; I would have made the same hash of 
that career that you now see me making of my own.” 

“I tell you,” he cried, bearing down my interruption, “had I 
been the least petty chieftain in the highlands, had I been the 
least king of naked Negroes in the African desert, my people would 
ha\e adored me. A bad man, am I? Ah, but I was born for a good 
tyrant! Ask Sccundra Dass; he will tell you I treat him like a son. 
Cast in your lot with me to-morrow, become my slave, my chattel, 
a thing I can command as I command the powers of my own limbs 
and spirit—you will see no more that dark side that I turn upon 
the world in anger. I must have all or none. But where all is given, 
I give it back with usury. I have a kingly nature: there is my loss!” 

“It has been hitherto rather the loss of others,” I remarked: 
“which seems a little on the hither side of royalty.” 

“Tilly-vally!” cried he. “Even now, I tell you I would spare 
that family in which you take so great an interest: yes, even now— 
to-morrow I would leave them to their petty welfare, and disap¬ 
pear in that forest of cut-throats and thimble-riggers that we call 
the world. I would do it tomorrowl” says he. “Only—only ” 

“Only what?” I asked. 

“Only they must beg it on their bended knees. I think in public 
too,” he added, smiling. “Indeed, Mackellar, I doubt if there be a 
hall big enough to serve my purpose for that act of reparation.” 

“Vanity, vanity!” I moralised. “To think that this great force 
for evil should be swayed by the same sentiment that sets a lassie 
mincing to her glass!” 
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“O there are double words for everything; the word that swe s, 
,„e word*,, belittles: ,o« cannot fight tn. with , 

-Von aid the other d,y that 1 relied o„ yet 
in your humour of detraction, I might say I ^ u P° n 
vanity It is your pretension to be tin homme de pmole m 

not to' accept defeat. Call it vanity, call it virtue, call U greatness 
of soul— what signifies the expression? But recognise in ea 

a common strain; that we both live for an idea. 

It will be gathered from so much familiar talk, and so much 
p,d.:« on ‘nth sides, ,1„. we now lived together upon excelie* 

Lots, Such was again the iaet, and this tn«e “ 

before Apart from disputations such as that which I have tried 

to reproduce, not only consideration reigned, but I am tempted 
to say even kindness. When I fell sick (as I did shortly after our 
great storm) he sat by my berth to entertain me with his conveisa 
tion, and treated me with excellent remedies, which I accepted 
with security. Himself commented on the circumstance. You se , 
says he, “you begin to know me better. A very little while ago, 
upon this lonely ship, where no one but myself has any smattering 
of science, you would have made sure I had designs upon your 
life. And observe, it is since I found you had designs upon my own, 
that I have shown you most respect. You will tell me if this speaks 
of a small mind.” I found little to reply. In so far as regarded my- 
self I believed him to mean well; I am perhaps the more a dupe o 
his dissimulation, but I believed (and I still believe) that he re¬ 
garded me with genuine kindness. Singular and sad fact! so soon 
as this change began, my animosity abated, and these haunting 
visions of my master passed utterly away. So that, perhaps, there 
was truth in the man’s last vaunting word to me, uttered on the 
second day of July, when our long voyage was at last brought al¬ 
most to an end, and we lay becalmed at the sea-end of the vast 
harbour of New York in a gasping heat which was presently ex¬ 
changed for a surprising waterfall of rain. I stood on the poop 
regarding the green shores near at hand, and now and then the 
light smoke of the little town, our destination. And as I was even 
then devising how to steal a march on my familiar enemy, I was 
conscious of a shade of embarrassment when he approached me 
with his hand extended. 

“I am now to bid you farewell,” said he, “and that for ever. For 
now you go among my enemies, where all your former prejudices 
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Passages at New York 

T HAVE MENTIONED I WAS RESOLVED TO STEAL A MARCH UPON THE 

J. Master; and this, with the complicity of Captain MacMurtrie 
was mighty easily effected: a boat being partly loaded on the one 
side of our ship and the Master placed on board of it, the while a 
skiff put off from the other carrying me alone. I had no more 
trouble m finding a direction to my lord’s house, whither I went at 
top speed, and which I found to be on the outskirts of the place, a 
very suitable mansion, in a fine garden, with an extraordinary large 
barn, byre and stable all in one. It was here my lord was walking 
when I arrived; indeed it had become his chief place of frequenta- 
tion, and his mind was now filled with farming. I burst in upon 
him breathless, and gave him my news: which was indeed no news 
at all, several ships having outsailed the Nonesuch in the interval. 

“We have been expecting you long,” said my lord; “and indeed, 
of late days, ceased to expect you any more. I am glad to take your 
hand again, Mackellar. I thought you had been at the bottom of 
the sea.” 

“Ah, my lord, would God I had!” cried I. “Things would have 
been better for yourself.” 

“Not in the least,” says he grimly. “I could not ask better. There 
is a long score to pay, and now—at—last—I can begin to pay it.” 

I cried out against his security. 

“O,” says he, “this is not Durrisdeer, and I have taken my pre¬ 
cautions. His reputation awaits him, I have prepared a welcome for 
my brother. Indeed fortune has served me; for I found here a 
merchant of Albany who knew him after the ’45 and had mighty 
convenient suspicions of a murder: some one of the name of Chew 
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it was, another Albanian. No one here will be surprised if I deny 
him my door; he will not be suffered to address my children, nor 
even to salute my wife: as for myself, I make so much exception 
for a brother that he may speak to me. I should lose my pleasure 


else,” says my lord, rubbing his palms. . 

Presently he bethought himself, and set men off running, \ 
billets, to summon the magnates of the province I cannot recall 
what pretext he employed; at least it was successful; and when ou 
ancient enemy appeared upon the scene, he found my lord pacing 
in front of his house under some trees of shade, with the g overn ° r 
upon one hand and various notables upon the other. My lady, 
who was seated in the verandah, rose with a very pinched ex¬ 
pression and carried her children into the house. 

The Master, well dressed and with an elegant walking-sword, 
bowed to the company in a handsome manner and nodded to my 
lord with familiarity. My lord did not accept the salutation, but 


looked upon his brother with bended brows. 

“Well, sir,” says he, at last, “what ill wind brings you hither of 
all places, where (to our common disgrace) your reputation has 

preceded you?” 

“Your lordship is pleased to be civil,” cries the Master, with a 


fine start. 

“I am pleased to be very plain,” returned my lord; “because 
it is needful you should clearly understand your situation. At 
home, where you were so little known, it was still possible to keep 
appearances: that would be quite vain in this province, and I have 
to tell you that I am quite resolved to wash my hands of you. You 
have already ruined me almost to the door, as you ruined my 
father before me—whose heart you also broke. Your crimes escape 
the law; but my friend the governor has promised protection to 
my family. Have a care, sir!” cries my lord, shaking his cane at 
him: “if you are observed to utter two words to any of my innocent 
household, the law shall be stretched to make you smart for it.” 

“Ah!” says the Master, very slowly. “And so this is the advantage 
of a foreign land! These gentlemen are unacquainted with our 
story, I perceive. They do not know that I am the Lord Durrisdeer; 
they do not know you are my younger brother, sitting in my place 
under a sworn family compact; they do not know (or they would 
not be seen with you in familiar correspondence) that every acre is 
mine before God Almightv—and every doit of the money you 
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brotherr* fr ° m ^ d ° " " 3 ,hief ' 3 P^urer and a disloyal 

“ Ge nc r al Glin'cn,” J cried, “do not listen to his lie, I am the 
steward of the estate, and there is not one word of truth in it The 

"Two word?”' rCbCl tUmed im ° 3 ' lirCd SPy: thtre " his — 

, It ,."’ 3S th ,“ S lhat ( in the hcat of th ^ moment) I let slip his infamy 
Fellow, said the governor, turning his face sternly on the 

Master, “I know more of you than you think for. We have sonic 
broken ends of your adventures in the provinces, which you will do 
very wll not to drive me to investigate. There is the'disappear¬ 
ance of Mr. Jacob Chew with all his merchandise; there is the mat¬ 
ter of where you came ashore from with so much money and 
jewels, when you were picked up by a Bermudan out of Albany. 
Believe me, if I let these matters lie, it is in commiseration for 

your family and out of respect for my valued friend. Lord Durris- 
deer.” 


There was a murmur of applause from the provincials. 

“I should have remembered how a title would shine out in such 
a hole as this,” says the Master, white as a sheet: "no matter how 
unjustly come by. It remains for me.then to die at my lord's door, 
where my dead body will form a very cheerful ornament.” 

"Away with your affectations!” cries my lord. "You know very 
well I have no such meaning; only to protect myself from calumny 
and my home from your intrusion. I ofTer you a choice. Either I 
shall pay your passage home on the first ship, when you may per¬ 
haps be able to resume your occupations under government, al¬ 
though God knows I would rather see you on the highway! Or, if 
that likes you not, stay here and welcome! I have inquired the least 
sum on which body and soul can be decently kept together in New 
York; so much you shall have, paid weekly; and if you cannot 
labour with your hands to better it, high time you should betake 
yourself to learn! The condition is, that you speak with no mem¬ 
ber of my family except myself,” he added. 

I do not think I have ever seen any man so pale as was the 
Master; but he was erect and his mouth firm. 

"I have been met here with some very unmerited insults,” said 
he, “from which I have certainly no idea to take refuge by flight 
Give me your pittance; I take it without shame, for it is mine 
already—like the shirt upon your back, and I choose to stay until 
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intonation and his forefinger very conspicuously lifted up. Be a 

rest: it will not fail you. It now retna.ns that I should salute these 

gentlemen whom we have wearied with our family affairs. 

R And he bowed to each in succession, settled his walking-sword, 
and took himself off, leaving every one amazed at his behaviour, 

and me not less so at my lord’s. 

We were now to enter on a changed phase of this family division. 
The Master was by no manner of means so helpless as my lord 
supposed having at his hand and entirely devoted to his service 
an excellent artist in all sorts of goldsmith work. With my lord s 
allowance, which was not so scanty as he had described it, the pa 
could support life; and all the earnings of Secundra Dass might 
be laid upon one side for any future purpose. That this was done, 

I have no doubt. It was in all likelihood the Master’s design to 
gather a sufficiency, and jihen proceed in quest of that treasure 
which he had buried long before among the mountains; to which, 
if he had confined himself, he would have been more happily in¬ 
spired. But unfortunately for himself and all of us, he took counsel 
of his anger. The public disgrace of his arrival (which I some¬ 
times wonder he could manage to survive) rankled in his bones; 
he was in that humour when a man (in the words of the old adage) 
will cut off his nose to spite his face; and he must make himself 
a public spectacle, in the hopes that some of the disgrace might 

spatter on my lord. 

He chose, in a poor quarter of the town, a lonely, small house of 
boards, overhung with some acacias. It was furnished in front with 
a sort of hutch opening, like that of a dog s kennel, but about as 
high as a table from the ground, in which the poor man that built 
it had formerly displayed some wares; and it was this which took 
the Master’s fancy and possibly suggested his proceedings. It ap- 
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pears on board the pirate ship, he had acquired some quickness 
uul the needle enough at least to play the part of tailor in the 
public eye; winch was all that was required by the nature of hi! 
sengeance. A placard was hung above the hutch, bearing these 
woids in something of the following disposition: b 


James Durif 

formerly MASTER of BALLANTRAE 
Clothes Neatly Clouted 

SECUNDRA DASS 

Decayed Gentleman of India 

FINE GOLDSMITH WORK. 


Underneath this, when he had a job, my gentleman sat within- 
side tailor-wise and busily stitching. I say, when he had a job, but 
such customers as came were rather for Secundra, and the Master’s 
sewing would be more in the manner of Penelope’s. He could 
never have designed to gain even butter to his bread by such a 
means of livelihood: enough for him, that there was the name of 
Durie dragged in the dirt on the placard, and the sometime heir 
of that proud family set up cross-legged in public for a reproach 
upon his brother’s meanness. And in so far his device succeeded, 
that there was murmuring in the town and a party formed highly 
inimical to my lord. My lord’s favour with the governor laid him 
more open on the other side; my lady (who was never so well re¬ 
ceived in the colony) met with painful innuendoes; in a party of 
women, where it would be the topic most natural to introduce, she 
was almost debarred from the naming of needlework; and I have 
seen her return with a flushed countenance and vow that she 
w r ould go abroad no more. 

In the meanwhile, my lord dwelled in his decent mansion, im¬ 
mersed in farming: a popular man with his intimates, and careless 
or unconscious of the rest. He laid on flesh; had a bright, busy 
face; even the heat seemed to prosper with him; and my lady (in 
despite of her own annoyances) daily blessed heaven her father 
should have left her such a paradise. She had looked on from a 
window upon the Master's humiliation; and from that hour ap- 
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condition; happy he was, beyond a doubt but tg ed 

felicity were secret; even in the bosom of his_ family, ne 
with manifest delight upon some pr'vate though d l 
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with us I did well to be upon my guard. According y ma 
pretext had the hour changed at which I taught Mr Alexander 
die foundation of cyphering and the mathematic, and set myse 

instead to dog my master’s footsteps. _ 

Every morning! fair or foul, he took his gold-headed cane, set 

his hat on the back of his head-a recent habitude which I 
thought to indicate a burning brow—and betook himself to m 
a certain circuit. At the first his way was among pleasant trees 
and beside a graveyard, where he would sit awhile, if the day were 
fine, in meditation. Presently the path turned down to the water¬ 
side and came back along the harbour front and past the Master s 
booth. As he approached this second part of his circuit my Lord 
Durrisdeer began to pace more leisurely, like a man delighted with 
the air and scene; and before the booth, half-way between that and 
the water’s edge, would pause a little leaning on his staff. It was 
the hour when the Master sate within upon his board and plied 
his needle. So these two brothers would gaze upon each other with 
hard faces; and then my lord move on again, smiling to him¬ 
self. . . 

It was but twice that I must stoop to that ungrateful necessity 

of playing spy. I was then certain of my lord’s purpose in his 
rambles and of the secret source of his delight. Here was his mis¬ 
tress: it was hatred and not love that gave him healthful colours. 
Some moralists might have been relieved by the discovery; I con¬ 
fess that I was dismayed. I found this situation of two brethren not 
only odious in itself, but big with possibilities of further evil, and 
I made it my practice, in so far as many occupations would allow. 
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to go by a shorter path and be secretly present at their meetine 

Coining down one day a little late, after I had been near a week 

c\cited, I was struck with surprise to find a new development 

Should say there was a bench against the Master’s house P where 
customers might sit to parley with the shopman; and here I found 
my lord seated nursmg his cane and looking pleasantly forth 
upon tire bay. Not three feet from him sate the Master stitching 
Neithet spoke; nor (in this new situation) did my lord so much f s 
cast a glance upon his enemy. He tasted his neighbourhood I 
must suppose, less indirectly in the bare proximity of person; and 
without doubt, drank deep of hateful pleasures. 

He had no sooner come away than I openly joined him. 

^ My lord, my lord,” said I, "this is no manner of behaviour.” 

’ I glow fat upon it,” he replied; and not merely the words, 

which were strange enough, but the whole character of his ex- 
pression shocked me. 

“I warn you, my lord, against this indulgency of evil feeling,” 
said I. I know not to which it is more perilous, the soul or the 
reason: but you go the way to murder both.” 

You cannot understand,’ said he. “You had never such moun¬ 
tains of bitterness upon your heart.” 

“And if it were no more,” I added, “you will surely goad the 
man to some extremity.” 

“To the contrary: I am breaking his spirit,” says my lord. 

Every morning for hard upon a week, my lord took his same 
place upon the bench. It was a pleasant place, under the green 
acacias, with a sight upon the bay and shipping, and a sound 
(from some way off) of mariners singing at their employ. Here the 


two sate without speech or any external movement, beyond that 
of the needle or the Master biting off a thread, for he still clung to 
his pretence of industry; and here I made a point to join them, 
wondering at myself and my companions. If any of my lord’s 
friends went by, he would hail them cheerfully, and cry out he 
was there to give some good advice to his brother, who was now 
(to his delight) grown quite industrious. And even this, the 
Master accepted with a steady countenance: what was in his mind, 
God knows, or perhaps Satan only. 

All of a sudden, on a still day of what they call the Indian 
Summer, when the woods were changed into gold and pink and 
scarlet, the Master laid down his needle and burst into a fit of mer- 
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breaking suddenly from so extreme a silence and m e 

so averse from mirth, it sounded ominously on my ear. 

•'Henry " said he, “I have for once made a false step, and ot 
once rij: had Jbe wit to profit by it. The farce of the cobbler 
ends to-day and I confess to you (with my compliments) that you 
St Sd b«. of i,. mood Will out; and you h,.o e.mtnly « 

choice idea of how to make yourself unpleasant. 

Never a word said my lord; it was just as though the Master ha 

n °“Come ” resumed the Master, “do not be sulky, it will spoil your 
attimd" You can now afford (believe me) to be a little gracious; 
for I have not merely a defeat to accept. I had meant to ^ontinu 
this performance till I had gathered enough money for a certa 
purpose; I confess ingenuously, I have not the courage. You natu¬ 
rally desire my absence from this town; I have come round by 
another way to the same idea. And I have a proposition to make, 
or if your lordship prefers, a favour to ask." 

"Ask it," says my lord. 

“You may have heard that I had once in this country a con- 
siderable treasure,” returned the Master: ‘‘it matters not whether 
or no _such is the fact; and I was obliged to bury it in a spot of 
which I have sufficient indications. To the recovery of this, has my 
ambition now come down; and as it is my own, you will not 


grudge it me." . . >t 

“Go and get it," says my lord. "I make no opposition. 

"Yes," said the Master, "but to do so I must find men and car¬ 
riage. The way is long and rough, and the country infested with 
wild Indians. Advance me only so much as shall be needful: either 
as a lump sum, in lieu of my aUowance; or if you prefer it, as a 
loan, which I shall repay on my return. And then, if you so de¬ 
cide, you may have seen the last of me. 

My lord stared him steadily in the eyes; there was a hard smile 

upon his face, but he uttered nothing. 

“Henry," said the Master, with a formidable quietness, and 
drawing at the same time somewhat back Henry, I had the 
honour to address you." 

"Let us be stepping homeward," says my lord to me, who was 
plucking at his sleeve; and with that he rose, stretched himself. 
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settled his hat, and still without a syllable f 

walk Steadily along the shore. Y f response ' be S an to 

3 CHmaX 

cupation, his eyes lowered, his hand ° C ‘ 

and I decided to pursue my lord. g Y 35 ever; 

“Are you mad?” I cried, so soon as I had overtook him “Would 
you cast away so fair an opportunity?” d 

"Is it possible you should still believe in him?” inquired my 
ioid, almost with a sneer. M 

and 1 W1S b hi K f0rth u of . this tou ' n ’” 1 cried. “I Wish him anywhere 
and anyhow but as he is.” 7 

" I h3 '. C Sai , d my Say ’” returne d my lord, “and you have said 
yours. 7 here let it rest. 

But I was bent on dislodging the Master. That sight of him pa¬ 
tiently returning to his needlework was more than my imagination 
could digest. There was never a man made, and the Master the 
east of any, that could accept so long a series of insults. The air 
smelt blood to me. And I vowed there should be no neglect of 
mine if, through any chink of possibility, crime could yet be 
turned aside. 7 hat same day, therefore, I came to my lord in his 
business room, where he sat upon some trivial occupation. 

My lord, said I, I have found a suitable investment for my 
small economies. But these are unhappily in Scotland; it will 
take some time to lift them, and the affair presses. Could your 
lordship see his way to advance me the amount against my note?” 

He read me awhile with keen eyes. ‘7 have never inquired into 
the state of your affairs, Mackellar,” says he. “Beyond the amount 
of your caution, you may not be worth a farthing, for what I 
know.” 


“I have been a long while in your service, and never told a lie, 
nor yet asked a favour for myself,” said I, “until to-day.” 

“A favour for the Master,” he returned quietly. “Do you take me 
for a fool, Mackellar? Understand it once and for all; I treat this 
beast in my own way; fear nor favour shall not move me; and be¬ 
fore I am hoodwinked, it will require a trickster less transparent 
than yourself. I ask service, loyal service; not that you should 
make and mar behind my back, and steal my own money to defeat 
me.” 

“My lord,* said I, “these are very unpardonable expressions.” 
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“Think once more, Mackellar,” he replied, and you i " ’ 1 
thev fit the fact It is your own subterfuge that is unpardonable. 
Deny (if you can) that you designed this money to evade myorj^ 
with and I will ask your pardon freely. If you canno , y 
have’the resolution to hear your conduct go by its own nam ^ 

“If you think I had any design but to save you . . ■ g 

“O. rny old friend,” said he, "you know very well what I think! 

Here is my hand to you with all my heart; but of money, not one 

^Defeated upon this side, I went straight to my room, wrote a 
letter ran with it to the harbour, for I knew a ship was on the 
point of sailing: and came to the Master's door a little before dusk 
Entering without the form of any knock, I found him sitting with 
his Indian at a simple meal of maize porridge with some milk. The 
house within was clean and poor; only a few books upon she f 
distinguished it, and (in one corner) Secundra s little bench. 

“Mr. Bally,” said I, ‘‘I have near five hundred pounds laid by in 
Scotland, the economies of a hard life. A letter goes by yon ship to 
have it lifted; have so much patience till the return ship comes in, 
and it is all yours, upon the same condition you offered to my 

lord this morning.” , n 

He rose from the table, came forward, took me by the shoulders, 

and looked me in the face, smiling. 

“And yet you are very fond of money!” said he. And yet you 

love money beyond all things else, except my brother! 

“I fear old age and poverty,” said I, “which is another matter. 

“I will never quarrel'for a name. Call it so!” he replied. Ah, 
Mackellar, Mackellar, if this were done from any love to me, how 

gladly would I close upon your offer!” 

“And yet,” I eagerly answered—“I say it to my shame, but I 

cannot see you in this poor place without compunction. It is not 
my single thought, nor my first; and yet it’s there! I would gladly 
see you delivered. I do not offer it in love, and far from that; but 
as God judges me—and I wonder at it too!—quite without en¬ 
mity.” 

“Ah,” says he, still holding my shoulders and now gently shaking 
me, “you think of me more than you suppose. ‘And I wonder at it 
too,’ ” he added, repeating my expression and I suppose some¬ 
thing of my voice. “You are an honest man, and for that cause I 
spare you.” 
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poriunuv, I built up a place for myself in India with an infinhe 
patience; and then Clive came, my rajah was swallowed up, and I 
escaped out of the convulsion, like another Tineas, with Secundra 

1 J | * • j my hand upon the 

ghcst station; and I am not yet three and forty. I know the world 

as few men know it when they come to die, court and camp the 

east and west; I know where to go, I see a thousand openings. I am 

now at the height of my resources, sound of health, of inordinate 

ambition. Well, all this I resign; I care not if I die and the world 

never hear of me; I care only for one thing, and that I will have. 

Mind yourself; lest, when the roof falls, you too should be crushed 
under the ruins.” 


As I came out of his house, all hope of intervention quite de¬ 
stroyed, I was aware of a stir on the harbour-side, and raising my 
eyes, there was a great ship newly come to anchor. It seems strange 
I could have looked upon her with so much indifference, for she 
brought death to the brothers of Durrisdeer. After all the des¬ 
perate episodes of this contention, the insults, the opposing in¬ 
terests, the fraternal • duel in the shrubbery, it was reserved for 
some poor devil in Grub Street, scribbling for his dinner and not 
caring what he scribbled, to cast a spell across four thousand miles 
of the salt sea, and send forth both these brothers into savage and 
wintry deserts, there to die. But such a thought was distant from 
my mind; and while all the provincials were fluttered about me 
by the unusual animation of their port, I passed throughout their 
midst on my return homeward, quite absorbed in the recollection 
of my visit and the Master’s speech. 

The same night there was brought to us from the ship a little 
packet of pamphlets. The next day, my lord was under engage¬ 
ment to go with the governor upon some party of pleasure; the 
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time was nearly due, and I left him for a moment alone in his 
room and skimming through the pamphlets. When I returned 
head had fallen upon the table, his arms lying abroad amongst the 


crumpled papers. 

“My lord, my lord!” I cried as I ran forward, tor 


I supposed he 


was in some fit. ^ . 

He sprang up like a figure upon wires, his countenance deformed 

with fury, so that in a strange place I should scarce have known 

him His hand at the same time flew above his head, as thoug \ to 

strike me down. “Leave me alone!” he screeched; and I fled as fast 

as my shaking legs would bear me, for my lady. She too lost no 

time; but when we returned he had the door locked within, and 

only cried to us from the other side to leave him be. We looked 

in each other's faces, very white: each supposing the blow had 

come at last. 

“I will write to the governor to excuse him,” says she. We must 
keep our strong friends.” But when she took up the pen, it hew out 
of her fingers. “I cannot write,” said she. “Can you?’ 

“I will make a shift, my lady,” said I. 

She looked over me as I wrote. “That will do,” she said, when I 
had done. “Thank God, Mackellar, I have you to lean upon! But 


what can it be now? what, what can it be? 

In my own mind, I believed there was no explanation possible 
and none required: it was ipy fear that the man s madness had now 
simply burst forth its way, like the long-smothered flames of a 
volcano; but to this (in mere mercy to my lady) I durst not give 


“It is more to the purpose to consider our own behaviour,” said 
I. “Must we leave him there alone?” 

“I do not dare disturb him,” she replied. “Nature may know 
best; it may be nature that cries to be alone—and we grope in 
the dark. O yes, I would leave him as he is.” 

“I will then despatch this letter, my lady, and return here, if 
you please, to sit with you,” said I. 

“Pray do,” cries my lady. 

All afternoon we sat together, mostly in silence, watching my 
lord’s door. My own mind was busy with the scene that had just 
passed, and its singular resemblance to my vision. I must say a 
word upon this, for the story has gone abroad with great exag¬ 
geration, and I have even seen- it printed and my own name re- 
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fcrrcd to for particulars. So much was the same: here was mv lord 
in a room, with his head upon the table, and when he raised hit 

’ "° 1C such an expression as distressed me to the soul But 

the room was different, my lord's attitude at the table Zt at all 
the same and his face, when he disclosed it, expressed a painful 
degree of fury instead of that haunting despair which had always 
(except once, already referred to) characterised it in the vision 
There is the whole truth at last before the public; and if the 
1 ferences be great, the cotncidence was yet enough to fill me with 
uneasiness. All afternoon, as I say, I sat and pondered upon this 
quite to myself; for my lady had trouble of her own, and it was my 
last thought to vex her with fancies. About the midst of our time 
of waiting, she conceived an ingenious scheme, had Mr. Alexander 
fetched and bid him knock at his father’s door. My lord sent the 
boy about his business, but without the least violence whether of 

manner or expression; so that I began to entertain a hope the fit 
was over. 


At last, as the night fell and I was lighting a lamp that stood 
theie trimmed, the door opened and my lord stood within upon 
the threshold. The light was not so strong that we could read his 
countenance; when he spoke, methought his voice a little altered 
but yet perfectly steady. 

Mackellar, said he, “carry this note to its destination with 
your own hand. It is highly private. Find the person alone when 
you deliver it.” 

“Henry,” says my lady, “you are not ill?” 

“No, no,” says he, querulously, “I am occupied. Not at all; I am 
only occupied. It is a singular thing a man must be supposed to be 
ill when he has any business! Send me supper to this room, and a 
basket of wine: I expect the visit of a friend. Otherwise I am not 
to be disturbed.” 

And with that he once more shut himself in. 

The note was addressed to one Captain Harris, at a tavern on 
the portside. I knew Harris (by reputation) for a dangerous ad¬ 
venturer, highly suspected of piracy in the past, and now following 
the rude business of an Indian trader. What my lord should have 
to say to him, or he to my lord, it passed my imagination to con¬ 
ceive: or yet how my lord had heard of him, unless by a disgraceful 
.trial from which the man was recently escaped. Altogether I went 
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upon the errand with reluctance, and from the little I saw o*e 

captain returned from it with sorrow. I found him m foul 

smelling chamber, sitting by a guttering candle andancm, 

bottle- he had the remains of a military carriage, or rather perhap 

it was an affectation, for his manners were low. _ 

-Tell my lord, with my service, that I will wait upon his lord 

ship in the inside of half an hour,” says he, when he had read the 

note; and then had the servility, pointing to his empty bottle, to 

propose that I should buy him liquor. f . 

Although X returned with my best speed, the Ca P tam ^°' C 
close upon my heels, and he stayed late into the night. The cock 

was crowing a second time when I saw (from my chamber window) 
my lord lighting him to the gate, both men very much affecteo 
with their potations and sometimes leaning one upon the oth 
to confabulate. Yet the next morning my lord was abroad again 
early with a hundred pounds of money in his pocket. I never sup¬ 
posed that he returned with it; and yet I was quite sure it did not 
find its way to the Master, for I lingered all morning within view 
of the booth. That was the last time my Lord Durnsdeer passed 
his own enclosure till we left New York; he walked in his barn or 
sat and talked with his family, all much as usual; but the town 
saw nothing of him, and his daily visits to the Master seemed for¬ 
gotten. Nor yet did Harris reappear; or not until the end. 

I was now much oppressed with a sense of the mysteries in which 
we had begun to move. It was plain, if only from his change of 
habitude, my lord had something on his mind of a grave nature; 
but what it was, whence it sprang, or why he should now keep 
the house and garden, I could make no guess at. It was clear, even 
to probation, the pamphlets had some share in this revolution; I 
read all I could find, and they were all extremely insignificant and 
of the usual kind of party scurrility; even to a high politician, I 
could spy out no particular matter of offence, and my lord was a 
man rather indifferent on public questions. The truth is, the 
pamphlet which was the spring of this affair, lay all the time on 
my lord’s bosom. There it was that I found it at last, after he was 
dead, in the midst of the north wilderness: in such a place, in such 
dismal circumstances, I was to read for the first time these idle,, 
lying words of a whig pamphleteer declaiming against indulgency 
to Jacobites: “Another notorious Rebel, the M- r of B - e, is 
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to have his Title restored,” the passage ran. “This Business has 
cn long in hand, since he rendered some very disgraceful Serv¬ 
ices in Scotland and France. His Brother, L - d D -r, is known 

to be no better than himself in Inclination; and the supposed Heir 

P ° '. S , nOW T t0 , bc set aslde > was br ed up in the most detestable 
ri.ncples. In the old Phrase, it is six of the one and half a dozen 

of the other; but the Favour of such a Reposition is too extreme 

to be passed over.” A man in his right wits could not have cared 

two straws for a tale so manifestly false; that government should 

ever entertain die notion, was inconceivable to any reasoning 

creature, unless possibly the fool that penned it; and my lord, 

though never brilliant, was ever remarkable for sense. That he 

should credit such a rodomontade, and carry the pamphlet on his 

bosom and the words in his heart, is the clear proof of the man’s 

lunacy. Doubtless the mere mention of Mr. Alexander, and the 

threat directly held out against the child's succession, precipitated 

that which had so long impended. Or else my master had been 

truly mad for a long time, and we were too dull or too much 


used to him, and did not perceive the extent of his infirmity. 

About a week after the day of the pamphlets I was late upon 
the harbour-side, and took a turn towards the Master’s, as I often 
did. The door opened, a flood of light came forth upon the road, 
and I beheld a man taking his departure with friendly salutations. 
I cannot say how singularly I was shaken to recognise the ad¬ 
venturer Harris. I could not but conclude it was the hand of my 
lord that had brought him there; and prolonged my walk in very 
serious and apprehensive thought. It was late when I came home, 
and there was my lord making up his portmanteau for a voyage. 

“Why do you come so late?” he cried. “We leave to-morrow for 
Albany, you and I together; and it is high time you were about 
your preparations.” 

“For Albany, my lord?” I cried. “And for what earthly purpose?” 

“Change of scene,” said he. 

And my lady, who appeared to have been weeping, gave me the 
signal to obey without more parley. She told me a little later 
(when we found occasion to exchange some words) that he had sud¬ 
denly announced his intention after a visit from Captain Harris, 
and her best endeavours, whether to dissuade him from the 
journey or to elicit some explanation of its purpose, had alike 
proved unavailing. 
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57 te Journey in the IVilderness 

A XTE made a prosperous voyage up that fine river of the 
W Hudson, the weather grateful, the hills singularly bea ““ 
with the colours of the autumn. At Albany we had our residen 
at an inn, where I was not so blind and my lord not so cunning but 
that I could see he had some design to hold me prisoner. The 
work he found for me to do was not so pressing that we should 
transact it apart from necessary papers in the chamber of an inn, 
nor was it of such importance that I should be set upon as many 
as four or five scrolls of the same document. I submitted in ap¬ 
pearance; but I took private measures on my own side, and ha 
the news of the town communicated to me daily by the politeness 
of our host. In this way I received at last a piece of intelligence 
for which, I may say, I had been waiting. Captain Harris (I was 
told) with “Mr. Mountain the trader” had gone by up the river 
in a boat. I would have feared the landlord’s eye, so strong the 
sense of some complicity upon my master’s part oppressed me. But 
I made out to say I had some knowledge of the captain, although 
none of Mr. Mountain, and to inquire who else was of the party. 
My informant knew not; Mr. Mountain had come ashore upon 
some needful purchases; had gone round the town buying, drink¬ 
ing, and prating; and it seemed the party went upon some likely 
venture, for he had spoken much of great things he would do 
when he returned. No more was known, for none of the rest had 
come ashore, and it seemed they were pressed for time to reach a 

certain spot before the snow should fall. 

And sure enough, the next day, there fell a sprinkle even in 
Albany; but it passed as it came, and was but a reminder of what 
lay before us. I thought of it lightly then, knowing so little as I 
did of that inclement province: the retrospect is different; and I 
wonder at times if some of the horror of these events which I must 
now rehearse flowed not from the foul skies and savage winds 
to which we were exposed, and the agony of cold that we must 

suffer. 

The boat having passed by, I thought at first we should have 
left the town. But no such matter. My lord continued his stay in 
Albany, where he had no ostensible affairs, and kept me by him, 
far from my due employment, and making a pretence of occupy 
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SCC the nlaster ««"»« himself into the hands of HarrisTnS not 
suspect some under-hand contrivance. Harris bore a villa 

reputation, and he had been tampered with in private by my ,or" 

Lme"kT W ; ,adCr Pr ° Ved ’ l ' POn ,n ^ U,r y' to be another of the 
same kidney; the errand they were all gone upon, being the re 

covery of ill-gotten treasures, offered in itself a Cery sfrong 

1 1 1 •• _ _ i . country where they 

journeyed promised impunity to deeds of blood. Well: it is true I 

had all these thoughts and fears, and guesses of the Master’s fate 

But you aie to consider I was the same man that sought to dash 

him from the bulwarks of a ship in the mid-sea; the same that, a 

little before, very impiously but sincerely offered God a bargain 

seeking to hire God to be my bravo. It is true again that I had a 

good deal melted toward our enemy. But this I always thought of 

as a weakness of the flesh and even culpable; my mind remaining 

steady and quite bent against him. True yet again, that it was one 

thing to assume on my own shoulders the guilt and danger of a 

criminal attempt, and another to stand by and see my lord imperil 

and besmirch himself. But this was the very ground of my inaction. 

For (should I anyway stir in the business) I might fail indeed to 

have the Master, but I could not miss to make a by-word of my 

lord. 

Thus it was that I did nothing; and upon the same reasons, I 
am still strong to justify my course. We lived meanwhile in Al¬ 
bany, but though alone together in a strange place, had little 
traffic beyond formal salutations. My lord had carried with him 
several introductions to chief people of the town and neighbour¬ 
hood; others he had before encountered in New York: with this 


consequence, that he went much abroad, and I am sorry to say was 
altogether too convivial in his habits. I was often in bed, but 
never asleep, when he returned; and there was scarce a night when 
he did not betray the influence of liquor. By day he would still 
lay upon me endless tasks, which he showed considerable in¬ 
genuity to fish up and to renew, in the manner of Penelope’s web. 
I never refuse, as I say, for I was hired to do his bidding; but I 
took no pains to keep my penetration under a bushel, and would 
sometimes smile in his face. 

“I think I must be the devil and you Michael Scott,” I said to 
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him one day. “I have bridged Tweed and split the Eildons; and 

now you set me to the rope of sand.” 

He^looked at me with shining eyes and looked away again, 

iaw chewing; but without words. 

“Well well, my lord,” said I, “your will is my pleasure. I wil 

do this thing for the fourth time; but I would beg of you to invent 

another task against to-morrow, for by my troth, I am weary of 

this one ** 

' "You do not know what you are saying,” returned my lord, put¬ 
ting on his hat and turning his back to me. “It is a strange thing 
you should take a pleasure to annoy me. A friend—but that is 
a different affair. It is a strange thing. I am a man that has had 
ill-fortune all my life through. I am still surrounded by con¬ 
trivances. I am always treading in plots,” he burst out. The whole 


world is banded against me.” „ . 

“I would not talk wicked nonsense if I were you, said I; but 

I will tell you what I would do—I would put my head in cold 
water, for you had more last night than you could carry.” 

“Do ye think that?” said he, with a manner of interest highly 
awakened. “Would that be good for me? It’s a thing I never tried. 

“I mind the days when you had no call to try, and I wish, my 
lord, that they were back again,” said I. “But the plain truth is, 
if you continue to exceed, you will do yourself a mischief. 

“I don’t appear to carry drink the way I used to,” said my lord. 
“I get overtaken, Mackellar. But I will be more upon my guard.” 

“That is what I would ask of you,” I replied. “You are to bear 
in mind that you are Mr. Alexander’s father: give the bairn a 

chance to carry his name with some responsibility.” 

“Ay, ay,” said he. “Ye’re a very sensible man, Mackellar, and 
have been long in my employ. But I think, if you have nothing 
more to say to me, I will be stepping. If you have nothing more to 
say?” he added, with that burning, childish eagerness that was now 
so common with the man. 

“No, my lord, I have nothing more,” said I, drily enough. 

| “Then I think I will be stepping,” says my lord, and stood and 
looked at me fidgeting with his hat, which he had taken off again. 
“I suppose you will have no errands? No? I am to meet Sir 
William Johnson, but I will be more upon my guard.” He was 
silent for a time, and then, smiling: “Do you call to mind a place, 
Mackellar—it’s a little below Engles—where the burn runs very 
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deep under a wood of rowans? I mind being there when I was a 
lad-dear it comes over me like an old song!-I was after the 
hslnng and I made a bonny cast. Eh. but I was happy. I WO nder, 
Mackellar, why I am never happy now?” 

My lord,” said I, “if you would drink with more moderation 
you would have the better chance. It is an old by-word that the 
bottle is a false consoler.” 

“No doubt," said he, “no doubt. Well, I think I will be going ” 

“Good-morning, my lord,” said I. 

"Good-morning, good-morning,” said he, and so got himself at 
last from the apartment. 

I give that for a fair specimen of my lord in the morning; and 
I must have described my patron very ill if the reader does not 
perceive a notable falling off. To behold the man thus fallen; to 
know him accepted among his companions for a poor, muddled 
toper, welcome (if he were welcome at all) for the bare considera¬ 
tion of his title; and to recall the virtues he had once displayed 
against such odds of fortune: was not this a thing at once to rage 
and to be humbled at? 


In his cups, he was more excessive. I will give but the one scene, 
close upon the end, which is strongly marked upon my memory to 
this day, and at the time affected me almost witfy horror. 

I was in bed, lying there awake, when I heard him stumbling on 
the stair and singing. My lord had no gift of music, his brother had 
all the graces of the family, so that when I say singing, you are 
to understand a manner of high, carolling utterance, which was 
truly neither speech nor song.,Something not unlike is to be heard 
upon the lips of children, ere they learn shame; from those of 
a man grown elderly, it had a strange effect. He opened the door 
with noisy precaution; peered in, shading his candle; conceived me 
to slumber; entered, set his light upon the table, and took off his 
hat. I saw him very plain; a high, feverish exultation appeared to 
boil in his veins, and he stood and smiled and smirked upon the 
candle. Presently he lifted up his arm, snapped his fingers, and fell 
to undress. As he did so, having once more forgot my presence, he 
took back to his singing; and now I could hear the words, which 
were those from the old song of the Twa Corbies endlessly re¬ 
peated: 

And over his banes when they are bare 
The wind sail blaw for evermairl 
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I have said there was no music in the man. His strains had no 
logical succession except in so far as they inclined a little to the 
minor mode; but they exercised a rude potency upon the feelings, 
and followed the words, and signified the feelings of the singer 
with barbaric fitness. He took it first in the time and manner of a 
rant; presently this ill-favoured gleefulness abated, he began to 
dwell upon the notes more feelingly, and sank at last into a degree 
of maudlin pathos that was to me scarce bearable. By equal steps, 
the original briskness of his acts declined; and when he was 
stripped to his breeches, he sat on the bedside and fell to whimper¬ 
ing. I know nothing less respectable than the tears of drunkenness, 
and turned my back impatiently on this poor sight. 

But he had started himself (I am to suppose) on that slippery 
descent of self-pity; on the which, to a man unstrung by old sor¬ 
rows and recent potations, there is no arrest except exhaustion. 
His tears continued to flow, and the man to sit there, three parts 
naked, in the cold air of the chamber. I twitted myself alternately 
with inhumanity and sentimental weakness, now half rising in my 
bed to interfere, now reading myself lessons of indifference and 
courting slumber, until, upon a sudden, the quantum mutatus ab 
illo shot into my mind; and calling to remembrance his old wis¬ 
dom, constancy, and patience, I was overborne with a pity almost 
approaching the passionate, not for my master alone but for the 
sons of man. 

At this I leaped from my place, went over to his side and laid 
a hand on his bare shoulder, which was cold as stone. He un¬ 
covered his face and showed it me all swollen and begrutten* 
like a child’s; and at the sight my impatience partially revived. 

“Think shame to yourself,” said I. “This is bairnly conduct. 
I might have been snivelling myself, if I had cared to swill my 
belly with wine. But I went to my bed sober like a man. Come: 
get into yours and have done with this pitiable exhibition.” 

“Oh, Mackellar,” said he, “my heart is wae!” 

“Wae?” cried I. “For a good cause, I think. What words were 
these you sang as you came in? Show pity to others, we then can 
talk of pity to yourself. You can be the one thing or the other, but 
I will be no party to half-way houses. If you’re a striker, strike, 
and if you’re a bleater, bleat!” 

“Cry!” cries he, with a burst, “that’s it—strike! that’s talking! 

• Tear-marked. 
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I .'. C St °° d it u a " tDO lon S- Bu ‘ "’hen they laid a hand upon 
the child, when the child's threatened”—his momentary vigour 

whimpering off-''my child, my Alexander!”-and he was at his 
'cars again. 


I took him by the shoulders and shook him. “Alexander!” said 

. Do you cven think of him? Not you! Look yourself in the face 
like a brave man, and you'll find you’re but a self-deceiver The 
wife, the friend, the child, they’re all equally forgot, and you 
sunk in a mere log of selfishness.” 

Mackellar,” said he, with a wonderful return to his old man¬ 
ner and appearance, “you may say what you will of me, but one 
thing I never was—I was never selfish.” 

“I will open your eyes in your despite,” said I. “How long have 
we been here? and how often have you written to your family? 
I think this is the first time you were ever separate: have you 
written at all? Do they know if you are dead or living?” 

I had caught him here too openly; it braced his better nature; 
there was no more weeping, he thanked me very penitently, got 
to bed and was soon fast asleep; and the first thing he did the 
next morning was to sit down and begin a letter to my lady: a 
very tender letter it was too, though it was never finished. Indeed 
all communication with New York was transacted by myself; and 
it will be judged I had a thankless task of it. What to tell my lady 
and in what words, and how far to be false and how far cruel, was 
a thing that kept me often from my slumber. 

All this while, no doubt, my lord waited with growing im- 
patiency for news of his accomplices. Harris, it is to be thought, 
had promised a high degree of expedition; the time was already 
overpast when word was to be looked for; and suspense was a very 
evil counsellor to a man of an impaired intelligence. My lord’s 
mind throughout this interval dwelled almost wholly in the 
Wilderness, following that party with whose deeds he had so 
much concern. He continually conjured up their camps and prog¬ 
resses, the fashion of the country, the perpetration in a thousand 
different manners of the same horrid fact, and that consequent 
spectacle of the Master's bones lying scattered in the wind. These 
private, guilty considerations I would continually observe to peep 
forth in the man’s talk, like rabbits from a hill. And it is the less 
wonder if the scene of his meditations began to draw him bodily. 
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It is well known what pretext he took. Sir William Johnson had 
a diplomatic errand in these parts; and my lord and I (trom 
curiosity, as was given out) went in his company. Sir William was 
well attended and liberally supplied. Hunters brought us venison, 
fish was taken for us daily in the streams, and brandy ran like 
water. We proceeded by day and encamped by night in the mi 1 - 
tary style; sentinels were set and changed; every man had his 
named duty; and Sir William was the spring o£ all. There was 
much in this that might at times have entertained me; but for 
our misfortune, the weather was extremely harsh, the days were 
in the beginning open, but the nights frosty from the first. A 
painful keen wind blew most of the time, so that we sat in the 
boat with blue fingers, and at night, as we scorched our faces at 
the fire, the clothes upon our back appeared to be of paper. A 
dreadful solitude surrounded our steps; the land was quite dis¬ 
peopled, there was no smoke of fires, and save for a single boat of 
merchants on the second day, we met no travellers. The season 
was indeed late, but this desertion of the waterways impressed Sir 
William himself; and I have heard him more than once express a 
sense of intimidation. “I have come too late I fear; they must have 
dug up the hatchet,” he said; and the future proved how justly he 

had reasoned. 

I could never depict the blackness of my soul upon this journey. 
I have none of those minds that are in love with the unusual: to 
see the winter coming and to lie in the field so far from any house, 
oppressed me like a nightmare; it seemed, indeed, a kind of awful 
braving of God’s power; and this thought, which I dare say only 
writes me down a coward, was greatly exaggerated by my private 
knowledge of the errand we were come upon. I was besides en¬ 
cumbered by my duties to Sir William, whom it fell upon me to 
entertain; for my lord was quite sunk into a state bordering 
on pervigilium, watching the woods with a rapt eye, sleeping 
scarce at all, and speaking sometimes not twenty words in a whole 
day. That which he said was still coherent; but it turned almost 
invariably upon the party for whom he kept his crazy lookout. 
He would tell Sir William often, and always as if it were a new 
communication, that he had “a brother somewhere in the woods,” 
and beg that the sentinels should be directed “to inquire for him.” 
“I am anxious for news of my brother,” he would say. And some- 
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layoff I'* 0 " T ^ UndCr Way ' he would fanc r he spied a canoe 
fa. off upon the water or a camp on the shore, and exhibit painful 

agitation. It was impossible but Sir William should be struck with 
these singularities; and at last he led me aside, and hinted his un¬ 
easiness. I touched my head and shook it; quite rejoiced to pre¬ 
pare a little testimony against possible disclosures. 

-But in that case," cries Sir William, "is it wise to let him go 
at large?” 6 

"Those that know him best,” said I, “are persuaded that he 
should be humoured.” 

Well, well, replied Sir William, “it is none of my affairs. But 
if I had understood, you would never have been here.” 

Our advance into this savage country had thus uneventfully 
proceeded for about a week, when we encamped for a night at a 
place where the river ran among considerable mountains clothed 
in wood. The fires were lighted on a level space at the water’s 
edge; and we supped and lay down to sleep in the customary 
fashion. It chanced the night fell murderously cold; the stringency 
of the frost seized and bit me through my coverings, so that pain 
kept me wakeful; and I was afoot again before the peep of day, 
crouching by the fires or trotting to and fro at the stream’s edge, to 
combat the aching of my limbs. At last dawn began to break upon 
hoar woods and mountains, the sleepers rolled in their robes, and 
the boisterous river dashing among spears of ice. I stood looking 
about me, swaddled in my stiff coat of a bull’s fur, and the breath 
smoking from my scorched nostrils, when, upon a sudden, a singu¬ 
lar, eager cry rang from the borders of the wood. The sentries 
answered it, the sleepers sprang to their feet; one pointed, the 
rest followed his direction with their eyes, and there, upon the 
edge of the forest and betwixt two trees, we beheld the figure of a 
man reaching forth his hands like one in ecstasy. The next mo¬ 
ment he ran forward, fell on his knees at the side of the camp, and 
burst in tears. 

This was John Mountain, the trader, escaped from the most 
horrid perils; and his first word, when he got speech, was to ask if 
we had seen Secundra Dass. 

“Seen what?” cries Sip William. 

“No,” said I, “we have seen nothing of him. Why?” 

“Nothing?” says Mountain. “Then I was right after all.” With 
that he struck his palm upon his brow. “But what takes him 
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back?” he cried. “What takes the man back among dead bodies? 

There is some damned mystery here.” tin 

This was a word which highly aroused our curiosity, but 1 shall 

be more perspicacious if I narrate these incidents in their true 

order. Here follows a narrative which I have compiled out of* three 

sources, not very consistent in all points: 

First, a written statement by Mountain, in which everything 

criminal is cleverly smuggled out of view; 

Second, two conversations with Secundra Dass; and, 

Third many conversations with Mountain himself, in which he 
was pleased to be entirely plain; for the truth is he regarded me 

as an accomplice. 


NARRATIVE OF THE TRADER, MOUNTAIN 

The crew that went up the river under the joint command of 
Captain Harris and the Master numbered in all nine persons, of 
whom (if I except Secundra Dass) there was not one that had not • 
merited the gallows. From Harris downward the voyagers were 
notorious in that colony for desperate, bloody-minded miscreants; 
some were reputed pirates, the most hawkers of rum; all ranters 
and drinkers; all fit associates, embarking together without re¬ 
morse, upon this treacherous and murderous design. I could not 
hear there was much discipline or any set captain in the gang; 
but Harris and four others, Mountain himself, two Scotchmen— 
Pinkerton and Hastie—and a man of the name of Hicks, a 
drunken shoemaker, put their heads together and agreed upon the 
course. In a material sense, they were well enough provided; and 
the Master, in particular, brought with him a tent where he might 
enjoy some privacy and shelter. 

Even this small indulgence told against him in the minds of his 
companions. But indeed he was in a position so entirely false (and 
even ridiculous) that all his habit of command and arts of pleasing 
were here thrown away. In the eyes of all, except Secundra Dass, 
he figured as a common gull and designated victim; going uncon¬ 
sciously to death; yet he could not but suppose himself the con¬ 
triver and the leader of the expedition; he could scarce help but 
so conduct himself; and at the least hint of authority or con¬ 
descension, his deceivers would be laughing in their sleeves. I was 
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party had advanced into the Wilderness beyond the refch of aJv 
iclp, eie lie was fully awakened to the truth. ^ 

It fell thus. Harris and some others had drawn apart into the 
the°i l' 5°" sultatl ° n ’ when the y "’ere startled by a rustling in 

and Mountain had not only lived and hunted, but fought and 
earned some reputation, with the savages. He could move in the 
woods without noise, and follow a trail like a hound; and upon 
the emergence of this alert, he was deputed by the rest to plunge 
into the thicket for intelligence. He was soon convinced there was 
a man in his close neighbourhood, moving with precaution but 
without art among the leaves and branches; and coming shortly to 
a place of advantage, he was able to observe Secundra Dass crawl¬ 
ing briskly off with many backward glances. At this he knew not 
whether to laugh or cry; and his accomplices, when he had re¬ 
turned and reported, were in much the same dubiety. There was 
now no danger of an Indian onslaught; but on the other hand, 
since Secundra Dass was at the pains to spy upon them, it was 
highly probable he knew English, and if he knew English it was 
certain the whole of their design was in the Master's knowledge. 
There was one singularity in the position. If Secundra Dass knew 


and concealed his knowledge of English, Harris was a proficient in 
several of the tongues of India, and as his career in that part of 
the world had been a great deal worse than profligate, he had not 
thought proper to remark upon the circumstance. Each side had 
thus a spy-hole on the counsels of the other. The plotters, so soon 
as this advantage was explained, returned to camp; Harris, hearing 
the Hindustani was once more closeted with his master, crept to 
the side of the tent; and the rest, sitting about the fire with their 
tobacco, awaited his report with impatience. When he came at 
last, his face was very black. He had overheard enough to con¬ 
firm the worst of his suspicions. Secundra Dass was a good English 
scholar; he had been some days creeping and listening, the Master 
was now fully informed of the conspiracy, and the pair proposed 
on the morrow to fall out of line at a carrying-place and plunge at 
a venture in the woods: preferring the full risk of famine, savage 
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beasts, and savage men to their position in the midst of traitors. 

What, then, was to be done? Some were for killing the Master on 
the spot; but Harris assured them that would be a crime without 
profit, since the secret of the treasure must die along with him 
that buried it. Others were for desisting at once from the whole 
enterprise and making for New York; but the appetising name of 
treasure, and the thought of the long way they had already trav¬ 
elled dissuaded the majority. I imagine they were dull fellows for 
the most part. Harris, indeed, had some acquirements, Mountain 
was no fool, Hastie was an educated man; but even these had 
manifestly failed in life, and the rest were the dregs of colonial 
rascality. The conclusion they reached, at least, was more the off¬ 
spring of greed and hope, than reason. It was to temporise, to be 
wary and watch the Master, to be silent and supply no furthei 
aliment to his suspicions, and to depend entirely (as well as I make 
out) on the chance that their victim was as greedy, hopeful, and 
irrational as themselves, and might, after all, betray his life ana 

treasure. 

Twice, in the course of the next day, Secundra and the Master 
must have appeared to themselves to have escaped; and twice they 
were circumvented. The Master, save that the second time he grew 
a little pale, displayed no sign of disappointment, apologised for 
the stupidity with which he had fallen aside, thanked his re- 
capturers as for a service, and rejoined the caravan with all his 
usual gallantry and cheerfulness of mien and bearing. But it is 
certain he had smelled a rat; for from thenceforth he and Secundra 
spoke only in each other’s ear, and Harris listened and shivered 
by the tent in vain. The same night it was announced they were to 
leave the boats and proceed by foot: a circumstance which (as 
it put an end to the confusion of the portages) greatly lessened the 
chances of escape. 

And now there began between the two sides a silent contest, for 
life on the one hand, for riches on the other. They were now 
near that quarter of the desert in which the Master himself must 
begin to play the part of guide; and using this for a pretext of 
prosecution, Harris and his men sat with him every night about 
the fire, and laboured to entrap him into some admission. If he 
let slip his secret, he knew well it was the warrant for his death; 
on the other hand, he durst not refuse their questions, and must 
appear to help them to the best of his capacity, or he practically 
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published his mistrust. And yet Mountain assures me the man’s 

n°'\ " “ " eVer , rUffled ’ He Sat in the midst o£ t£lese jackals, his 
Me depending by a thread, like some easy, witty householder at 

home by his own fire; an answer he had for everything—as often 
as not a jesting answer; avoided threats, evaded insults; talked, 
laughed, and listened with an open countenance; and, in short, 
conducted himself in such a manner as must have disarmed 
suspicion, and went near to stagger knowledge. Indeed Mountain 
confessed to me they would soon have disbelieved the captain’s 
story, and supposed their designated victim still quite innocent 
of their designs; but for the fact that he continued (however in¬ 
geniously) to give the slip to questions, and the yet stronger con¬ 
firmation of his repeated efforts to escape. The last of these, which 
brought things to a head, I am now to relate. And first I should 
say that by this time the temper of Harris’s companions was utterly 
worn out; civility was scarce pretended; and for one very signifi¬ 
cant circumstance, the Master and Secundra had been (on some 
pretext) deprived of weapons. On their side, however, the threat¬ 
ened pair kept up the parade of friendship handsomely; Secundra 
was all bows, the Master all smiles; and on the last night of the 
truce he had even gone so far as to sing for the diversion of the 
company. It was observed that he had also eaten with unusual 
heartiness, and drank deep: doubtless from design. 

At least, about three in the morning, he came out of the tent 
into the open air, audibly mourning and complaining, with all 
the manner of a sufferer from surfeit. For some while, Secundra 
publicly attended on his patron, who at last became more easy, 


and fell asleep on the frosty ground behind the tent: the Indian 
returning within. Some time after, the sentry was changed; had 
the Master pointed out to him, where he lay in what is called a 
robe of buffalo; and thenceforth kept an eye upon him (he de¬ 
clared) without remission. With the first of the dawn, a draught of 
wind came suddenly and blew open one side the corner of the 
robe; and with the same puff, the Master’s hat whirled in the 
air and fell some yards away. The sentry, thinking it remarkable 
the sleeper should not awaken, thereupon drew near; and the next 
moment, with a great shout, informed the camp their prisoner was 
escaped. He had left behind his Indian, who (in the first vivacity 
of the surprise) came near to pay the forfeit of his life, and was, 
in fact, inhumanly mishandled; but Secundra, in the midst of 
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threats and cruelties, stuck to it ;vith extraordinary loyalty, that 
he was quite ignorant of his master’s plans, which might indeed 
be true, and of the manner of his escape, which was demonstrably 
false Nothing was therefore left to the conspirators but to re y 
entirely on the skill of Mountain. The night had been frosty, the 
ground quite hard; and the sun was no sooner up than a strong 
thaw set in. It was Mountain’s boast that few men could have 
followed that trail, and still fewer (even of the native Indians) 
found it. The Master had thus a long start before his pursuers had 
the scent, and he must have travelled with surprising energy for a 
pedestrian so unused, since it was’near noon before Mountain had 
a view of him. At this conjuncture the trader was alone, all his 
companions following, at his own request, several hundred yards 
in the rear; he knew the Master was unarmed; his heart was be¬ 
sides heated with the exercise and lust of hunting; and seeing the 
quarry so close, so defenceless, and seemingly so fatigued, he vain- 
gloriously determined to effect the capture with his single hand. A 
step or two further brought him to one margin of a little clearing; 
on the other, with his arms folded and his back to a huge stone, 
the Master sat. It is possible Mountain may have made a rustle : 
it is certain, at least, the Master raised his head and gazed directly 
at that quarter of the thicket where his hunter lay. “I could not 
be sure he saw me,” Mountain said; “he just looked my way like 
a man with his mind made up, and all the courage ran out of 
me like rum out of a bottle.” And presently, when the Master 
looked away again, and appeared to resume those meditations in 
which he had sat immersed before the trader’s coming, Mountain 
slunk stealthily back and returned to seek the help of his com¬ 
panions. 

And now began the chapter of surprises, for the scout had 
scarce informed the others of his discovery, and they were yet 
preparing their weapons for a rush upon the fugitive, when the 
man himself appeared in their midst, walking openly and quietly, 
with his hands behind his back. 

“Ah, menl” says he, on his beholding them. “Here is a fortunate 
encounter. Let us get back to camp.” 

Mountain had not mentioned his own weakness or the Master’s 
disconcerting gaze upon the thicket, so that (with all the rest) his 
return appeared spontaneous. For all that, a hubbub arose; oaths 
flew, fists were shaken, and guns pointed. 
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•ion to make! 

•vhUe I would put up these weapons ^ 

easily g° off and blow away your hopes of treasure. I would not 
ktll sa>s he, smiling, "the goose with the golden eggs." 

he charm of his superiority once more triumphed; and the 
party. ,n no particular order, set off on their return. B the wav 
he found occasion to get a word or two apart with Mountain. 

You are a clever fellow and a bold,” says he, “but I am not so 
su.e that you are doing yourself justice. I would have you to con¬ 
sider whether you would not do better, ay, and safer, to serve me 
instead of serving so commonplace a rascal as Mr. Harris. Consider 
o it he concluded, dealing the man a gentle tap upon the 

shoulder, “and don’t be in haste. Dead or alive, you will find me 
an ill man to quarrel with.” 


When they were come back to the camp, where Harris and 
I inkerton stood guard over Sccundra, these two ran upon the 
Master like viragoes, and were amazed out of measure when they 
were bidden by their comrades to “stand back and hear what the 
gentleman had to say.” The Master had not flinched before their 


onslaught; nor, at this proof of the ground he had gained, did he 
betray the least sufficiency. 

“Do not let us be in haste,” says he. “Meat first and public 
speaking after.” 


With that they made a hasty meal: and as soon as it was done, 
the Master, leaning on one elbow, began his speech. He spoke 
long, addressing himself to each except Harris, finding for each 
(with the same exception) some particular flattery. He called them 
“bold, honest blades,” declared he had never seen a more jovial 
company, work better done, or pains more merrily supported. 
“Well, then,” says he, “some one asks me. Why the devil I ran 
away? But that is scarce worth answer, for I think you all know 
pretty well. But you know only pretty well: that is a point I shall 
arrive at presently, and be you ready to remark it when it comes. 
There is a traitor here: a double traitor: I will give you his name 
before I am done; and let that suffice for now. But here comes 
some other gentleman and asks me. Why in the devil I came back? 
Well, before I answer that question, I have one to put to you. It 
was this cur here, this Harris, that speaks Hindustani?” cries he, 
rising on one knee, and pointing fair at the man's face, with a 



THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 355 

gesture indescribably menacing; and when he had been answered 
in the affirmative, “Ahl” says he, “then are all my suspicions veri¬ 
fied, and I did rightly to come back. Now, men, hear the truth for 
the first time.” Thereupon he launched forth in a long story, told 
with extraordinary skill, how he had all along suspected Harris, 
how he had found the confirmation of his fears, and how Harris 
must have misrepresented what passed between Secundra and 
himself. At this point he made a bold stroke with excellent effect. 
“I suppose,” says he, “you think you are going shares with Harris, 
I suppose you think you will see to that yourselves; you would 
naturally not think so flat a rogue could cozen you. But have a 
care! These half idiots have a sort of cunning, as the skunk has its 
stench; and it may be news to you that Harris has taken care of 
himself already. Yes, for him the treasure is all money in the 
bargain. You must find it or go starve. But he has been paid be¬ 
forehand; my brother paid him to destroy me; look at him, if you 
doubt—look at him, grinning and gulping, a detected thief!” 
Thence, having made this happy impression, he explained how he 
had escaped, and thought better of it, and at last concluded to 
come back, lay the truth before the company, and take his chance 
with them once more: persuaded as he was, they would instantly 
depose Harris and elect some other leader. “There is the whole 
truth,” said he: “and with one exception, I put myself entirely in 
your hands. What is the exception? There he sits,” he cried, point¬ 
ing once more to Harris; “a man that has to die! Weapons and 
conditions are all one to me; put me face to face with him, and if 
you give me nothing but a stick, in five minutes I will show you 
a sop of broken carrion, fit for dogs to roll in.” 

It was dark night when he made an end; they had listened in 
almost perfect silence; but the fire-light scarce permitted any one to 
judge, from the look of his neighbours, with what result of persua¬ 
sion or conviction. Indeed, the Master had set himself in the bright¬ 
est place, and kept his face there, to be the centre of man’s eyes: 
doubtless on a profound calculation. Silence followed for awhile, 
and presently the whole party became involved in disputation: 
the Master lying on his back, with his hands knit under his head 
and one knee flung across the other, like a person unconcerned in 
the result. And here, I dare say, his bravado carried him too far 
and prejudiced his case. At least, after a cast or two back and for¬ 
ward, opinion settled finally against him. It’s possible he hoped to 
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repoaf the business of the pirate ship, and be himself, perhaps 
on hard enough conditions, elected leader; arid things went so far 

th e ioTl ‘ , Untam actuall y threw out the proposition. But 

he lock he split upon was Hastie. This fellow was not well liked 

emg sour and slow, with an ugly, glowering disposition, but he 
had studied some time for the church at Edinburgh College be¬ 
fore ill-conduct had destroyed his prospects, and he now remem¬ 
bered and applied what he had learned. Indeed he had not pro¬ 
ceeded very far, when the Master rolled carelessly upon one side, 
which was done (in Mountain’s opinion) to conceal the beginnings 
of despair upon his countenance. Hastie dismissed the most of 
what they had heard as nothing to the matter; what they wanted 
was the treasure. All that was said of Harris might be true, and 
they would have to see to that in time. But what had that to do 
with the treasure? They had heard a vast of words; but the truth 


was just this, that Mr. Durie was damnably frightened and had 
several times run off. Here he was—whether caught or come back 
was all one to Hastie: the point was to make an end of the busi¬ 
ness. As for the talk of deposing and electing captains, he hoped 
they were all free men and could attend their own affairs. That 
was dust flung in their eyes, and so was the proposal to fight 
Harris. “He shall fight no one in the camp, I can tell him that,” 
said Hastie. “VVe had trouble enough to get his arms away from 
him, and we should look pretty fools to give them back again. But 
if it’s excitement the gentleman is after, I can supply him with 
more than perhaps he cares about. For I have no intention to 
spend the remainder of my life in these mountains; already I have 
been too long; and I propose that he should immediately tell us 
where that treasure is, or else immediately be shot. And there,” says 
he, producing his weapon, “there is the pistol that I mean to use.” 

“Come, I call you a man,” cries the Master, sitting up and look¬ 
ing at the speaker with an air of admiration. 

“I didn’t ask you to call me anything,” returned Hastie; “which 
is it to be?” 

“That’s an idle question,” said the Master. “Needs must when 
the devil drives. The truth is, we are within easy walk of the place, 
and I will show it you to-morrow.” 

With that, as if all were quite settled, and settled exactly to his 
mind, he walked off to his tent, whither Secundra had preceded 
him. 
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I cannot think of these last turns and wriggles of my old enemy 
except with admiration; scarce even pity is mingled with the senti¬ 
ment, so strongly the man supported, so boldly resisted his mis¬ 
fortunes. Even at that hour, when he perceived himself quite lost, 
when he saw he had but effected an exchange of enemies, and over¬ 
thrown Harris to set Hastie up, no sign of weakness appeared in 
his behaviour, and he withdrew to his tent, already determined (I 
must suppose) upon affronting the incredible hazard of his last 
expedient, with the same easy, assured, genteel expression and de¬ 
meanour as he might have left a theatre withal to join a supper of 
the wits. But doubtless within, it we could see there, his soul 

trembled. 

Early in the night, word went about the camp that he was sick, 
and the first thing the next morning he called Hastie to his side, 
and inquired most anxiously if he had any skill in medicine. As 
a matter of fact, this was a vanity of that fallen divinity student’s, 
to which he had cunningly, addressed himself. Hastie examined 
him; and being flattered, ignorant, and highly suspicious, knew 
not in the least whether the man was sick or malingering. In this 
state, he went forth again to his companions; and (as the thing 
which would give himself most consequence either way) an¬ 
nounced that the patient was in a fair way to die. 

“For all that,” he added with an oath, “and if he bursts by the 
wayside, he must bring us this morning to the treasure.” 

But there were several in, the camp (Mountain among the num¬ 
ber) whom this brutality revolted. They would have seen the 
Master pistol’d, or pistol’d him themselves, without the smallest 
sentiment of pity; but they seem to have been touched by his gal¬ 
lant fight and unequivocal defeat the night before; perhaps, too, 
they were even already beginning to oppose themselves to their 
new leader: at least, they now declared that (if the man was sick) 
he should have a day’s rest in spite of Hastie’s teeth. 

The next morning he was manifestly worse, and Hastie himself 
began to display something of humane concern, so easily does even 
the pretence of doctoring awaken sympathy. The third, the Master 
called Mountain and Hastie to the tent, announced himself to be 
dying, gave them full particulars as to the position of the cache, 
and begged them to set out incontinently on the quest, so that they 
might see if he deceived them, and (if they were at first unsuc¬ 
cessful) he should be able to correct their error. 
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But here arose a difficulty on which he doubtless counted. None 

/ I I hC , S ° "’ C " Would trust another, none would consent to stay 
behind. On the other hand, although the Master seemed extremely 

low spoke scarce above a whisper, and lay much of the time in¬ 
sensible, it was still possible it was a fraudulent sickness; and if all 
went treasure-hunting, it might prove they had gone upon a wild- 
goo5>e chase, and return to find their prisoner flown. They con¬ 
cluded, therefore, to hang idling round the camp, alleging sym¬ 
pathy to their reason; and certainly, so mingled are our disposi¬ 
tions, several were sincerely (if not very deeply) affected by the 
natural peril of the man whom they callously designed to murder. 
In the afternoon, Hastie was called to the bedside to pray: the 
which (incredible as it must appear) he did with unction; about 
eight at night, the wailing of Secundra announced that all was 
over; and before ten, the Indian, with a link stuck in the ground, 
was toiling at the grave. Sunrise of next day beheld the Master’s 
buiial, all hands attending with great decency of demeanour; and 
the body was laid in the earth wrapped in a fur robe, with only the 
face uncovered; which last was of a waxy whiteness, and had the 
nostrils plugged according to some oriental habit of Secundra’s. 
No sooner was the grave filled than the lamentations of the Indian 
once more struck concern to every heart; and it appears this gang 
of murderers, so far from resenting his outcries, although both dis¬ 
tressful and (in such a country) perilous to their own safety, 
roughly but kindly endeavoured to console him. 

But if human nature is even in the worst of men occasionally 
kind, it is still, and before all things, greedy; and they soon turned 
from the mourner to their own concerns. The cache of the treasure 
being hard by, although yet unidentified, it was concluded not to 
break camp; and the day passed, on the part of the voyagers, in un¬ 
availing exploration of the woods, Secundra the while lying on his 


master’s grave. That night they placed no sentinel, but lay all to¬ 
gether about the fire, in the customary woodman fashion, the 
heads outward, like the spokes of a wheel. Morning found them in 
the same disposition; only Pinkerton, who lay on Mountain's 
right, between him and Hastie, had (in the hours of darkness) 
been secretly butchered, and there lay, still wrapped as to his body 
in his mantle, but offering above that ungodly and horrific spec¬ 
tacle of the scalped head. The gang were that morning as pale as 
a company of phantoms, for the pertinacity of Indian war (or. 
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to speak more correctly, Indian murder) was well known to all 
But they laid the chief blame on their unsentinel d posture, and 
fired with the neighbourhood of the treasure, determined to con¬ 
tinue where they were. Pinkerton was buried hard by the Master, 
the survivors again passed the day in exploration, and returned in 
a mingled humour of anxiety and hope, being partly certain they 
were now close on the discovery of what they sought, and on the 
other hand (with the return of darkness) were infected with the 
fear of Indians. Mountain was the first sentry; he declares he 
neither slept nor yet sat down, but kept his watch with a perpetual 
and straining vigilance, and it was even with unconcern that 
(when he saw by the stars his time was up) he drew near the fire 
to waken his successor. This man (it was Hicks the shoemaker) 
slept on the lee side of the circle, something farther off in con¬ 
sequence than those to windward, and in a place darkened by the 
blowing smoke. Mountain stooped and took him by the shoulder; 
his hand was at once smeared by some adhesive wetness; and (the 
wind at the moment veering) the fire-light shone upon the sleeper 
and showed him, like Pinkerton, dead and scalped. 

It was clear they had fallen in the hands of one of those match¬ 
less Indian bravos, that will sometimes follow a party for days, 
and in spite of indefatigable travel and unsleeping watch, con¬ 
tinue to keep up with their advance and steal a scalp at ever} 
resting-place. Upon this discovery, the treasure-seekers, already 
reduced to a poor half-dozen, fell into mere dismay, seized a few 
necessaries, and deserting the remainder of their goods, fled out¬ 
right into the forest. Their fire, they left still burning, and their 
dead comrade unburied. All day they ceased not to flee, eating by 
the way, from hand to mouth; and since they feared to sleep, con¬ 
tinued to advance at random even in the hours of darkness. But 
the limit of man’s endurance is soon reached; when they rested 
at last, it was to sleep profoundly; and when they woke, it was to 
find that the enemy was still upon their heels, and death and 
mutilation had once more lessened and deformed their company. 

By this, they had become light-headed, they had quite missed 
their path in the Wilderness, their stores were already running 
low. With the further horrors, it is superfluous that I should swell 
this narrative, already too prolonged. Suffice it to say, that when at 
length a night passed by innocuous, and they might breathe 
again in the hope that the murderer had at last desisted from 



THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 
pursuit, Mountain and Secundra were alone. The trader is firmly 
persuaded their unseen enemy was some warrior of his own ac¬ 
quaintance, and that he himself was spared by favour. The mercy 
extended to Secundra he explains on the ground that the East 
Indian was thought to be insane; partly from the fact that, 
through all the horrors of the flight and while others were casting 
away their very food and weapons, Secundra continued to stagger 
forward with a mattock on his shoulder; and partly because, in the 
last days and with a great degTee of heat and fluency, he per¬ 
petually spoke with himself in his own language. But he was sane 
enough when it came to English. 

“You think he will be gone quite away?” he asked, upon their 
blest awakening in safety. 

“I pray God so, I believe so, I dare to believe so,” Mountain had 
replied almost with incoherence, as he described the scene to me. 

And indeed he was so much distempered that until he met us, 
the next morning, he could scarce be certain whether he had 
dreamed, or whether it was a fact, that Secundra had thereupon 
turned directly about and returned without a word upon their 
footprints, setting his face for these wintry and hungry solitudes, 
along a path whose every stage was mile-stoned with a mutilated 
corpse. 


The Journey in the Wilderness—Concluded 

M ountain's story, as it was laid before sir william johnson 
and my lord, was shorn, of course, of all the earlier partic¬ 
ulars, and the expedition described to have proceeded unevent¬ 
fully, until the Master sickened. But the latter part was very 
forcibly related, the speaker visibly thrilling to his recollections; 
and our then situation, on the fringe of the same desert, and the 
private interests of each, gave him an audience prepared to share 
in his emotions. For Mountain’s intelligence not only changed the 
world for my Lord Durrisdeer, but materially affected the designs 

of Sir William Johnson. 

These I find I must lay more at length before the reader. Word 
had reached Albany of dubious import; it had been rumoured 
some hostility was to be put in act; and the Indian diplomatist ha 
thereupon sped into the Wilderness, even at the approach ot 
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winter, to nip that mischief in the bud. Here, on the borders he 
learned that he was come too late; and a difficult choice was thus 
presented to a man (upon the whole) not any more bold than 
prudent. His standing with the painted braves may be compared 
to that of my Lord President Culloden among the chiefs of oui 
own Highlanders at the ’forty-five; that is as much as to say, ic 
was, to these men, reason’s only speaking-trumpet, and counsels ot 
peace and moderation, if they were to prevail at all, must prevail 
singly through his influence. If, then, he should return, the prov¬ 
ince must lie open to all the abominable tragedies of Indian war— 
the houses blaze, the wayfarer be cut off, and the men of the woods 
collect their usual disgusting spoil of human scalps. On the other 
side, to go further forth, to risk so small a party deeper in the 
desert, to carry words of peace among warlike savages already ie- 
joicing to return to war: here was an extremity from which it was 

easy to perceive his mind revolted. 

“I have come too late,” he said more than once, and would fall 
into a deep consideration, his head bowed in his hands, his foot 


patting the ground. 

At length he raised his face and looked upon us, that is to say, 
upon my lord, Mountain, and myself, sitting close round a small 
fire, which had been made for privacy in one corner of the camp. 

“My lord, to be quite frank with you, I find myself in two 
minds,” said he. “I think it very needful I should go on, but not 
at all proper I should any longer enjoy the pleasure of your com¬ 
pany. We are here still upon the water-side; and I think the risk 
to southward no great matter. Will not yourself and Mr. Mac- 
kellar take a single boat’s crew and return to Albany?” 

My lord, I should say, had listened to Mountain’s narrative re¬ 
garding him throughout with a painful intensity of gaze; and since 
the tale concluded, had sat as in a dream. There was something 
very daunting in his look; something to my eyes not rightly hu¬ 
man; the face, lean, and dark, and aged, the mouth painful, the 
teeth disclosed in a perpetual rictus; the eyeball swimming clear 
of the lids upon a field of blood-shot white. I could not behold 
him myself without a jarring irritation, such as (I believe) is too 
frequently the uppermost feeling on the sickness of those dear to 
us. Others, I could not but remark, were scarce able to support 
his neighbourhood—Sir William eviting to be near him. Moun¬ 
tain dodging his eye, and, when he met it, blenching and halting 
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in his story. At this appeal, however, my lord appeared to recover 
his command upon himself. 

T o Albany? said he, with a good voice. 

“Not short of it, at least,” replied Sir William. “There is no 
safety nearer hand.” 

“I would be very sweir * to return,” says my lord. “I am not 
afraid—of Indians,” he added, with a jerk. 

“I wish that I could say so much,” returned Sir William, smil¬ 
ing; “although, if any man durst say it, it should be myself. But 
you are to keep in view my responsibility, and that as the voyage 
has now become highly dangerous, and your business—if you 
ever had any,” says he, “brought quite to a conclusion by the dis¬ 
tressing family intelligence you have received, I should be hardly 
justified if I even suffered you to proceed, and run the risk of some 
obloquy if anything regrettable should follow.” 

My lord turned to Mountain. “What did he pretend he died 
of?” he asked. 

“I don’t think I understand your honour,” said the trader, 
pausing, like a man very much affected, in the dressing of some 
cruel frost-bites. 

For a moment my lord seemed at a full stop; and then, with 
some irritation, “I ask you what he died of. Surely that’s a plain 
question,” said he. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Mountain. “Hastie even never knew. 
He seemed to sicken natural, and just pass away.” 

“There it is, you see!” concluded my lord, turning to Sir 

William. 

“Your lordship is too deep for me,” replied Sir William. 
“Why,” says my lord, “this is a matter of succession; my son’s 
title may be called in doubt; and the man being supposed to be 
dead of nobody can tell what, a great deal of suspicion would be 

naturally roused.” 

“But, God damn me, the man’s buriedl” cried Sir William. 

“I will never believe that,” returned my lord, painfully trem- 
bling. “I’ll never believe it!” he cried again, and jumped to his 
feet. “Did he look dead?” he asked of Mountain. 

“Look dead?” repeated the trader. “He looked white. Why, what 

would he be at? I tell you, I put the sods upon him.” 

My lord caught Sir William by the coat with a hooked hand. 

* Unwilling. 
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“This man has the name of my brother,” says he, but it s "-ell 

understood that he was never canny.” 

“Canny?” says Sir William. “What is that?” 

“He’s not of this world,” whispered my lord, “neither him nor 
the black deil that serves him. I have struck my sword throughout 
his vitals,” he cried, “I have felt the hilt dirl * on his breastbone, 
and the hot blood spirt in my very face, time and again, time and 
again!” he repeated, with a gesture indescribable. “But he was 
never dead for that,” said he, and I sighed aloud. “Why should I 
think he was dead now? No, not till I see him rotting,” says he. 

Sir William looked across at me, with a long face. Mountain 

forgot his wounds, staring and gaping. 

“My lord,” said I, “I wish you would collect your spirits.” But 
my throat was so dry, and my own wits so scattered, I could add 

no more. 

“No,” says my lord, “it’s not to be supposed that he would un¬ 
derstand me. Mackellar does, for he kens all, and has seen him 
buried before now. This is a very good servant to me, Sir William, 
this man Mackellar; he buried him with his own hands—he and 
my father—by the light of two siller candlesticks. The other man 
is a familiar spirit; he brought him from Coromandel. I would 
have told ye this long syne, Sir William, only it was in the family. ’ 
These last remarks he made with a kind of a melancholy com¬ 
posure, and his time of aberration seemed to pass away. “You can 
ask yourself what it all means,” he proceeded. “My brother falls 
sick, and dies, and is buried, as so they say; and all seems very 
plain. But why did the familiar go back? I think ye must see for 
yourself it’s a point that wants some clearing.” 

“I will be at your service, my lord, in half a minute,” said Sir 
William, rising. “Mr. Mackellar, two words with you,” and he led 
me without the camp, the frost crunching in our steps, the trees 
standing at our elbow hoar with frost, even as on that night in the 
Long Shrubbery. “Of course, this is midsummer madness?” said 
Sir William, so soon as we were gotten out of hearing. 

“Why, certainly,” said I. “The man is mad. I think that mani¬ 
fest.” 

“Shall I seize and bind him?” asked Sir William. “I will upon 
your authority. If these are all ravings, that should certainly be 
done.” 


* Ring. 
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I looked down upon the ground, back at the camp with its 

bright fires and the folk watching us, and about me on the woods 

and mountains; there was just the one way that I could not look 
and that was in Sir William’s face. 


Sir William,’ said I at last, “I think my lord not sane, and have 
long thought him so. But there are degrees in madness; and 
whether he should be brought under restraint—Sir William, I am 
no fit judge,” I concluded. 


“I wiU be the judge,” said he. “I ask for facts. Was there, in all 
that jargon, any word of truth or sanity? Do you hesitate?” he 

asked. “Am I to understand you have buried this gentleman be¬ 
fore?” 


Not buried,” said I; and then, taking up courage at last, “Sir 
William, said I, unless I were to tell you a long story, which 
much concerns a noble family (and myself not in the least), it 
would be impossible to make this matter clear to you. Say the 
word, and I will do it, right or wrong. And, at any rate, I will 
say so much, that my lord is not so crazy as he seems. This is a 
strange matter, into the tail of which you are unhappily drifted.” 

“I desire none of your secrets,” replied Sir William; “but I will 
be plain at the risk of incivility, and confess that I take little 
pleasure in my present company.” 

“I would be the last to blame you,” said I, “for that.” 

“I have not asked either for your censure or your praise, sir,” 
returned Sir William. “I desire simply to be quit of you; and to 
that effect, I put a boat and complement of men at your disposal.” 

“This is fairly offered,” said I, after reflection. “But you must 
suffer me to say a word upon the other side. We have a natural 
curiosity to learn die truth of this affair; I have some of it myself; 
my lord (it is very plain) has but too much. The matter of the 
Indian’s return is enigmatical.” 

“I think so myself,” Sir William interrupted, “and I propose 
(since I go in that direction) to probe it to the bottom. Whether 
or not the man has gone like a dog to die upon his master’s grave, 
his life, at least, is in great danger, and I propose, if I can, to save 
it. There is nothing against his character?” 

“Nothing, Sir William,” I replied. 

“And the other?” he said. “I have heard my lord, of course; but, 
from the circumstances of his servant’s loyalty, I must suppose he 
had some noble qualities.” 
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“You must not ask me that!” I cried. “Hell may have noble 
flames. I have known him a score of years, and always hated, and 

always admired, and always slavishly feared him. 

“I appear to intrude again upon your secrets,” said Sir William, 
“believe me, inadvertently. Enough that I will see the grave, and 
(if possible) rescue the Indian. Upon these terms, can you persuade 

your master to return to Albany?” 

“Sir William,” said I, “I will tell you how it is. You do not see 
my lord to advantage; it will seem even strange to you that I 
should love him; but I do, and I am not alone. If he goes back to 
Albany, it must be by force, and it will be the death-warrant of 
his reason, and perhaps his life. That is my sincere belief; but I 
am in your hands, and ready to obey, if you will assume so much 
responsibility as to command.” 

“I will have no shred of responsibility; it is my single endeavour 
to avoid the same,” cried Sir William. “You insist upon following 
this journey up; and be it so! I wash my hands of the whole mat¬ 
ter.” 

With which word, he turned upon his heel and gave the order 
to break camp; and my lord, who had been hovering near by, 
came instantly to my side. 

“Which is it to be?” said he. 

“You are to have your way,” I answered. “You shall see the 
grave.” 

The situation of the Master’s grave was, between guides, easily 
described; it lay, indeed, beside a chief landmark of the Wilder¬ 
ness, a certain range of peaks, conspicuous by their design and 
altitude, and the source of many brawling tributaries to that in¬ 
land sea, Lake Champlain. It was therefore possible to strike for 
it direct, instead of following back the blood-stained trail of the 
fugitives, and to cover, in some sixteen hours of march, a distance 
which their perturbed wanderings had extended over more than 
sixty. Our boats we left under a guard upon the river; it was, 
indeed, probable we should return to find them frozen fast; and 
the small equipment with which we set forth upon the expedition, 
included not only an infinity of furs to protect us from the cold, 
but an arsenal of snow-shoes to render travel possible, when the 
inevitable snow should fall. Considerable alarm was manifested at 
our departure; the march was conducted with soldierly precaution. 
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the camp at night sedulously chosen and patrolled; and it was a 
consideration of this sort that arrested us, the second day, within 
not many hundred yards of our destination—the night being 
already imminent, the spot in which we stood well qualified to be 
a strong camp for a party of our numbers; and Sir William, there¬ 
fore, on a sudden thought, arresting our advance. 

Before us was the high range of mountains toward which we had 
been all day deviously drawing near. From the first light of the 
dawn, their silver peaks had been the goal of our advance across 
a tumbled lowland forest, thrid with rough streams, and strewn 
with monstrous boulders; the peaks (as I say) silver, for already at 
the higher altitudes the snow fell nightly; but the woods and the 
low ground only breathed upon with frost. All day heaven had 
been charged with ugly vapours, in the which the sun swam and 
glimmered like a shilling piece; all day the wind blew on our left 
check, barbarous cold, but very pure to breathe. With the end of 
the afternoon, however, the wind fell; the clouds, being no longer 
reinforced, w*ere scattered or drunk up; the sun set behind us with 
some wintry splendour, and the white brow of the mountains 
shared its dying glow. 

It was dark ere we had supper; we ate in silence, and the meal 
was scarce despatched before my lord slunk from the fireside to the 
margin of the camp; whither I made haste to follow him. The 
camp was on high ground, overlooking a frozen lake, perhaps a 
mile in its longest measurement; all about us, the forest lay in 
heights and hollows; above rose the white mountains; and higher 
yet, the moon rode in a fair sky. There was no breath of air; no- 
w r here a twig creaked; and the sounds of our own camp were 
hushed and swallowed up in the surrounding stillness. Now that 
the sun and the wind were both gone down, it appeared almost 
warm, like a night of July: a singular illusion of the sense, when 
earth, air, and water were strained to bursting with the extremity 

of frost. 

My lord (or what I still continued to call by his loved name) 
stood with his elbow in one hand, and his chin sunk in the other, 
gazing before him on the surface of the wood. My eyes followed 
his, and rested almost pleasantly upon the frosted contexture of 
the pines, rising in moonlit hillocks, or sinking in the shadow of 
small glens. Hard by, I told myself, was the grave of our enemy, 
now gone where the wicked cease from troubling, the earth heaped 
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for ever on his once so active limbs. I could not but think o im 

somehow fortunate, to be thus done with man s anxiety and 

weariness, the daily expense of spirit, and that daily r,. c 
cumstance to be swum through, at any hazard, under the penahy 
of shame or death. I could not but think how good was the end o 
that long travel; and with that, my mind swung at a tangent o 
my lord S For was not my lord dead also? a maimed S okherkx>k,g 
vahily for discharge, lingering derided in the line of battle? A kin 
man, I remembered him; wise, with a decent pride, a son perhap 
too dutiful, a husband only too loving, one that could suffer an 
be silent, one whose hand I loved to press. Of a sudden, pi y 
caught in my windpipe with a sob; I could have wept aloud to 
remember and behold him; and standing thus by his elbow, under 
the broad moon, I prayed fervently either that he should e 

released, or X strengthened to persist in my affection. 

“O God,” said I, “this was the best man to me and to himselt, 

and now I shrink from him. He did no wrong, or not till he was 
broke with sorrows; these are but his honourable wounds that 
we begin to shrink from. O cover them up, O take him away, 

before we hate himl” 

I was still so engaged in my, own bosom, when a sound broke 
suddenly upon the night. It was neither very loud, nor very near; 
yet, bursting as it did from so profound and so prolonged a silence, 
it startled the camp like an alarm of trumpets. Ere I had taken 
breath, Sir William was beside me, the main part of the voyagers 
clustered at his back, intently giving ear. Methought, as I glanced 
at them across my shoulder, there was a whiteness, other than 
moonlight, on their cheeks; and the rays of the moon reflected 
with a sparkle on the eyes of some, and the shadows lying black 
under the brows of others (according as they raised or bowed the 
head to listen) gave to the group a strange air of animation and 
anxiety. My lord was to the front, crouching a little forth, his 
hand raised as for silence; a man turned to stone. And still the 
sounds continued, breathlessly renewed, with a precipitate rhythm. 

Suddenly Mountain spoke in a loud, broken whisper, as of a 
man relieved. “I have it now,” he said; and, as we all turned to 
hear him, “the Indian must have known the cache,” he added. 
“That is he—he is digging out the treasure.” 

“Why, to be sure!” exclaimed Sir William. “We were geese not 
to have supposed so much.” 



7 HE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE 
The only thing is,” Mountain resumed, “the sound is very 
close to our old camp. And, again, I do not see how he is there 
before us, unless the man had wings!” 

“Greed and fear are wings,” remarked Sir William. “But this 

logue has given us an alert, and I have a notion to return the 

compliment. What say you, gentlemen, shall we have a moonlight 
hunt?” 6 

It was so agreed; dispositions were made to surround Secundra 
at his task; some of Sir William’s Indians hastened in advance; and 
a strong guard being left at our headquarters, we set forth along 
the uneven bottom of the forest; frost crackling, ice sometimes 
loudly splitting underfoot; and overhead the blackness of pine- 
woods, and the broken brightness of the moon. Our way led 
down into a hollow' of the land; and as we descended, the sounds 
diminished and had almost died away. Upon the other slope it 
was more open, only dotted with a few pines, and several vast 
and scattered rocks, that made inky shadows in the moonlight. 
Here the sounds began to reach us more distinctly; we could now 
perceive the ring of iron, and more exactly estimate the furious 
degree of haste with which the digger plied his instrument. As we 
neared the top of the ascent, a bird or two winged aloft and 
hovered darkly in the moonlight; and the next moment, we were 
gazing through a fringe of trees upon a singular picture. 

A narrow plateau, overlooked by the white mountains, and en¬ 
compassed nearer at hand by woods, lay bare to the strong radiance 
of the moon. Rough goods, such as make the wealth of foresters, 
were sprinkled here and there upon the ground in meaningless 
disarray. About the midst a tent stood, silvered with frost; the door 
open, gaping on the black interior. At the one end of this small 
stage, lay what seemed the tattered remnants of a man. Without 
doubt we had arrived upon the scene of Harris’s encampment; 
there were the goods scattered in the panic of flight; it was in yon 
tent the Master breathed his last; and the frozen carrion that lay 
before us was the body of the drunken shoemaker. It was always 
moving to come upon the theatre of any tragic incident; to come 
upon it after so many days, and to find it (in the seclusion of a 
desert) still unchanged, must have impressed the mind of the most 
careless. And yet it was not that which struck us into pillars of 
stone; but the sight (which yet we had been half expecting) of 
Secundra, ankle deep in the grave of his late master. He had cast 
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the main part of his raiment by, yet his frail arms and shoulders 
glistered in the moonlight with a copious sweat; his face was con¬ 
tracted with anxiety and expectation; his blows resounded on the 
grave, as thick as sobs; and behind him, strangely deformed and 
ink-black upon the frosty ground, the creature’s shadow repeated 
and parodied his swift gesticulations. Some night birds arose from 
the boughs upon our coming, and then settled back; but Secundra, 

absorbed in his toil, heard or heeded not at all. 

I heard Mountain whisper to Sir William: “Good God, it s the 
gravel He’s digging him up!’’ It was what we had all guessed, and 
yet to hear it put in language thrilled me. Sir William violently 

started. 

“You damned sacrilegious hound!” he cried. “What s this? 

Secundra leaped in the air, a little breathless cry escaped him, 
the tool flew from his grasp, and he stood one instant staring at 
the speaker. The next, swift as an arrow, he sped for the woods 
upon the farther side; and the next again, throwing up his hands 
with a violent gesture of resolution, he had begun already to re¬ 
trace his steps. 

“Well, then, you come, you help-” he was saying. But by now 

my lord had stepped beside Sir William; the moon shone fair 
upon his face, and the words were still upon Secundra’s lips, when 
he beheld and recognised his master’s enemy. “Him!” he screamed, 
clasping his hands and shrinking on himself. 


“Come, come,” said Sir William, “there is none here to do you 
harm, if you be innocent; and if you be guilty, your escape is quite 
cut off. Speak, what do you here among the graves of the dead and 
the remains of the unburied?” 

“You no murderer?” inquired Secundra. “You true man? You 
see me safe?” 

“I will see you safe if you be innocent,” returned Sir William. 
“I have said the thing; I see not wherefore you should doubt it.” 

“There all murderers,” cried Secundra, “that is why! He kill— 
murderer,” pointing to Mountain; “there two hire-murderers,”— 
pointing to my lord and myself—’’all gallows-murderers! Ah, I see 
you all swing in a rope. Now I go save the Sahib; he see you swing 
in a rope. The Sahib,” he continued, pointing to the grave, “he not 
dead. He bury, he not dead.” 

My lord uttered a little noise, moved nearer to the grave, and 
stood and stared in it. 
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ranf, U s1ht? and dead? ” eXclaimed Sir Willi ™. "What kind of 

"See, Sahibl” said Secundra. "The Sahib and I alone with mur¬ 
derers; try all way to escape, no way good. Then try this way- 
good way in warm climate, good way in India; here in this damn 
cold place, who can tell? I tell you pretty good hurry: you help 
you light a fire, help rub.” ^ 

“What is the creature talking of?” cried Sir William. “My head 
goes round.” 

“I tell you I bury him alive,” said Secundra. “I teach him swallow 
his tongue. Now dig him up pretty good hurry, and he not much 
worse. You light a fire.” 

Sir William turned to the nearest of his men. “Light a fire,” 
said he. “My lot seems to be cast with the insane.” 

“You good man,” returned Secundra. “Now I go dig the Sahib 
up.” 

He returned as he spoke to the grave, and resumed his former 
toil. My lord stood rooted, and I at my lord’s side: fearing I knew 
not what. 

The frost was not yet very deep, and presently the Indian threw 
aside his tool and began to scoop the dirt by handfuls. Then he 
disengaged a corner of a buffalo robe: and then I saw hair catch 
among his fingers; yet a moment more', and the moon shone on 
something white. Awhile Secundra crouched upon his knees, scrap¬ 
ing with delicate fingers, breathing with, puffed lips; and when he 
moved aside I beheld the face of the Master wholly disengaged. 
It was deadly white, the eyes closed, the ears and nostrils plugged, 
the cheeks fallen, the nose sharp as if in death; but for all he had 
lain so many days under the sod, corruption had not approached 
him and (what strangely affected all of us) his lips and chin were 
mantled with a swarthy beard. 

“My GodI” cried Mountain, “he was as smooth as a baby when 
we laid him there!” 

“They say hair grows upon the dead,” observed Sir William, but 
his voice was thick and weak. 

Secundra paid no heed to our remarks, digging swift as a terrier, 
in the loose earth; every moment, the form of the Master, swathed 
in his buffalo robe, grew more distinct in the bottom of that 
shallow trough; the moon shining strong, and the shadows of the 
standers-by, as they drew forward and back, falling and flitting 
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over his emergent countenance. The sight held us with a horror 
not before experienced, I dared not look my lord in the face, but 
for as long as it lasted, I never observed him to draw breath and a 
little in the background one of the men (1 know not whom) burst 


into a kind of sobbing. ff 

“Now," said Secundra, “you help me lift him out. 

Of the flight of time I have no idea; it may have been three 
hours, and it may have been five, that the Indian laboured to 
reanimate his master's body. One thing only I know, that it was 
still night, and the moon was not yet set, although it had sunk low, 
and now barred the plateau with long shadows, when Secundra 
uttered a small cry of satisfaction; and, leaning swiftly forth, I 
thought I could myself perceive a change upon that icy counte¬ 
nance of the unburied. The next moment I beheld his eyelids 
flutter; the next they rose entirely, and the week-old corpse looked 


me for a moment in the face. 

So much display of life I can myself swear to. I have heard from 
others that he visibly strove to speak, that his teeth showed in his 
beard, and that his brow was contorted as with an agony of pain 
and effort. And this may have been; I know not, I was otherwise 
engaged. For, at that first disclosure of the dead man’s eyes, my 
Lord Durrisdeer fell to the ground, and when I raised him up, he 


was a corpse. 


Day came, and still Secundra could not be persuaded to desist 
from his unavailing efforts. Sir William, leaving a small party 
under my command, proceeded on his embassy with the first light; 
and still the Indian rubbed the limbs and breathed in the mouth 
of the dead body. You would think such labours might have 
vitalised a stone; but, except for that one moment (which was my 
lord’s death), the black spirit of the Master held aloof from its 
discarded clay; and by about the hour of noon, even the faithful 
servant was at length convinced. He took it with unshaken 
quietude. 

“Too cold," said he, “good way in India, no good here." And, 
asking for some food, which he ravenously devoured as soon as it 
was set before him, he drew near to the fire and took his place at 
my elbow. In the same spot, as soon as he had eaten, he stretched 
himself out, and fell into a childlike slumber, from which I must 
arouse him, some hours afterward, to take his part as one of the 
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mourners at the double funeral. It was the same throughout; he 
seemed to have outlived at once and with the same effort, his grief 
for his master and his terror of myself and Mountain. 

One of the men left with me was skilled in stone-cutting; and 
before Sir William returned to pick us up, I had chiselled on a 
boulder this inscription, with a copy of which I may fitly bring 
my narrative to a close: 


J. D., 

HEIR TO A SCOTTISH TITLE, 

A MASTER OF THE ARTS AND GRACES, 
ADMIRED IN EUROPE, ASIA, AMERICA, 

IN WAR AND PEACE, 

IN THE TENTS OF SAVAGE HUNTERS AND THE 
CITADELS OF KINGS. AFTER SO MUCH 
ACQUIRED, ACCOMPLISHED. AND 
ENDURED, LIES HERE FOR¬ 
GOTTEN. 


H. D., 

HIS BROTHER. 

AFTER A LIFE OF UNMERITED DISTRESS, 

BRAVELY SUPPORTED. 

DIED ALMOST IN THE SAME HOUR, 
AND SLEEPS IN THE SAME GRAVE 
WITH HIS FRATERNAL ENEMY. 


THE PIETY OF HIS WIFE AND ONE OLD 
SERVANT RAISED THIS STONE 

TO BOTH. 



Weir of Hermiston 



To My Wife 


I saw lain falling and the rainbow drawn 
On Lammermuir. Hearkening I heard again 
In my precipitous city beaten bells 
Winnow the keen sea wind. And here afar, 
Intent on my own race and place, I wrote. 

Take thou the writing: thine it is. For who 
Burnished the sword, blew on the drowsy coal. 
Held still the target higher, chary of praise 
And prodigal of counsel—who but thou? 

So now, in the end, if this the least be good. 

If any deed be done, if any fire 

Burn in the imperfect page, the praise be thine. 



introductory 


In the wild end of a moorland parish, far out of the sight of any 
house, there stands a cairn among the heather, and a little by east 
of it, in the going down of the braeside, a monument with some 
verses half defaced. It was here that Claverhouse shot with his own 
hand the Praying Weaver of Balweary, and the chisel of Old 
Mortality has clinked on that lonely gravestone. Public and do¬ 
mestic history have thus marked with a bloody finger this hollow 
among the hills; and since the Cameronian gave his life there, two 
hundred years ago, in a glorious folly, and without comprehension 
or regret, the silence of the moss has been broken once again by 
the report of firearms and the cry of the dying. 

The Deil’s Hags was the old name. But the place is now called 
Francie’s Cairn. For a while it was told that Francie walked. Aggie 
Hogg met him in the gloaming by the cairnside, and he spoke to 
her, with chattering teeth, so that his words were lost. He pursued 
Rob Todd (if anyone could have believed Robbie) for the space 
of half a mile with pitiful entreaties. But the age is one of in¬ 
credulity; these superstitious decorations speedily fell off; and the 
facts of the story itself, like the bones of a giant buried there and 
half dug up, survived, naked and imperfect, in the memory of the 
scattered neighbours. To this day, of winter nights, when the sleet 
is on the window and the cattle are quiet in the byre, there will 
be told again, amid the silence of the young and the additions and 
corrections of the old, the tale of the Justice-Clerk and of his son, 
young Hermiston, that vanished from men's knowledge; of the two 
Kirsties and the Four Black Brothers of the Cauldstaneslap; and 
of Frank Innes, “the young fool advocate,” that came into these 
moorland parts to find his destiny. 
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Life and Death of Mrs . Weir 

HE LORD JUSTICE-CLERK WAS A STRANGER IN THAT PART OF THE 

_ country; but his lady wife was known there from a child, as 
her race had been before her. The old “riding Rutherfords of 
Hermiston,” of whom she was the last descendant, had been fa¬ 
mous men of yore, ill neighbours, ill subjects, and ill husbands to 
their wives though not their properties. Tales of them were rife 
for twenty miles about; and their name was even printed in the 
page of our Scots histories, not always to their credit. One bit the 
dust at Flodden; one was hanged at his peel door by James the 
Fifth; another fell dead in a carouse with Tom Dalzell; while a 
fourth (and that was Jean’s own father) died presiding at a Hell- 
Fire Club, of which he was the founder. There were many heads 
shaken in Crossmichael at that judgment; the more so as the man 
had a villainous reputation among high and low, and both with 
the godly and the worldly. At that very hour of his demise, he had 
ten going pleas before the session, eight of them oppressive. And the 
same doom extended even to his agents; his grieve, that had been 
his right hand in many a left-hand business, being cast from his 
horse one night and drowned in a peat-hag on the Kye skairs; and 
his very doer (although lawyers have long spoons) surviving him 
not long, and dying on a sudden in a bloody flux. 

In all these generations, while a male Rutherford was in the 
saddle with his lads, or brawling in a change-house, there would be 
always a white-faced wife immured at home in the old peel or the 
later mansion-house. It seemed this succession of martyrs bided 
long, but took their vengeance in the end, and that was in the 
person of the last descendant, Jean. She bore the name of the 
Rutherfords, but she was the daughter of their trembling wives. At 
the first she was not wholly without charm. Neighbours recalled 
in her, as a child, a strain of elfin wilfulness, gentle little mutinies, 
sad little gaieties, even a morning gleam of beauty that was not to 
be fulfilled. She withered in the growing, and (whether it was the 
sins of her sires or the sorrows of her mothers) came to her matu¬ 
rity depressed, and, as it were, defaced; no blood of life in her, 
no grasp or gaiety; pious, anxious, tender, tearful, and incom¬ 
petent. 

It was a wonder to many that she had married—seeming so 
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;r iy P f ' he . S . tuff that ,nakcs oId maid *- But chance cast her in 
‘ ° f Adam Wcir ’ thcn the new Lord-Advocate, a recog¬ 
nised, 1 isen man, the conqueror of many obstacles, and thus late in 

the day beg.nn.ng to think upon a wife. He was one who looked 
rather to obedience than beauty, yet it would seem he was struck 
with her at the first look. "Wha’s she?” he said, turning to his host- 
and. when he had been told, "Ay,” says he, "she looks menseful. 

She minds me-”; and then, after a pause (which some have been 

claiing enough to set down to sentimental recollections), “Is she 
rclccgious? he asked, and was shortly after, at his own request, 
piesentcd. The acquaintance, which it seems profane to call a 
courtship, was pursued with Mr. Weir’s accustomed industry, and 
was long a legend, or rather a source of legends, in the Parliament 
House. He was described coming, rosy with much port, into the 
drawing-room, walking direct up to the lady, and assailing her 
with pleasantries, to which the embarrassed fair one responded, in 
what seemed a kind of agony, “Eh, Mr. Weir!” or “O, Mr. Weir!” or 
Keep me, Mr. Weir! ’ On the very eve of their engagement it was 
related that one had drawn near to the tender couple, and had 
overheard the lady cry out, with the tones of one who talked for 
the sake of talking, “Keep me, Mr. Weir, and what became of 
him?” and the profound accents of the suitor’s reply, “Haangit, 
mem, haangit.” The motives upon either side were much debated. 
Mr. Weir must have supposed his bride to be somehow suitable; 
perhaps he belonged to that class of men who think a weak head 
the ornament of women—an opinion invariably punished in this 
life. Her descent and her estate were beyond question. Her wayfar¬ 
ing ancestors and her litigious father had done well by Jean. There 
was ready money and there were broad acres, ready to fall wholly 
to the husband, to lend dignity to his descendants, and to himself 


a title, when he should be called upon the Bench. On the side of 
Jean there was perhaps some fascination of curiosity as to this 
unknown male animal that approached her with the roughness of 
a ploughman and the aplomb of an advocate. Being so trenchantly 
opposed to all she knew, loved, or understood, he may well have 
seemed to her the extreme, if scarcely the ideal, of his sex. And 
besides, he was an ill man to refuse. A little over forty at the period 
of his marriage, he looked already older, and to the force of man¬ 
hood added the senatorial dignity of years; it was, perhaps, with an 
unreverend awe, but he was awful. The Bench, the Bar, and the 
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most experienced and reluctant witness, bowed to his authority— 

and why not Jeannie Rutherford? 

The heresy about foolish women is always punished, I have said, 

and Lord Hermiston began to pay the penalty at once. His house 
in George Square was wretchedly ill-guided; nothing answerable 
to the expense of maintenance but the cellar, which was his own 
private care. When things went wrong at dinner, as they con¬ 
tinually did, my lord would look up the table at his wife: I think 
these broth would be better to swim in than to sup.” Or else to the 
butler: “Here, M’Killop, awa’ wi’ this Raadical gigot—tak’ it to 
the French, man, and bring me some puddocks! It seems rather a 
sore kind of a business that I should be all day in Court haanging 
Raadicals, and get nawthing to my denner.” Of course this was but 
a manner of speaking, and he had never hanged a man for being a 
Radical in his life; the law, of which he was the faithful minister, 
directing otherwise. And of course these growls were in the nature 
of pleasantry, but it was of a recondite sort; and uttered as they 
were in his resounding voice, and commented on by that expres¬ 
sion which they called in the Parliament House “Hermiston’s 
hanging face”—they struck mere dismay into the wife. She sat 
before him speechless and fluttering; at each dish, as at a fresh 
ordeal, her eye hovered toward my lord’s countenance and fell 
again; if he but ate in silence, unspeakable relief was her portion; 
if there were complaint, the world was darkened. She would seek 
out the cook, who was always her sister in the Lord. “O, my dear, 
this is the most dreidful thing that my lord can never be contented 
in his own house!” she would begin; and weep and pray with the 
cook; and then the cook would pray with Mrs. Weir; and the next 
day’s meal would never be a penny the better—and the next cook 
(when she came) would be worse, if anything, but just as pious. It 
was often wondered that Lord Hermiston bore it as he did; indeed 
he was a stoical old voluptuary, contented with sound wine and 
plenty of it. But there were moments when he overflowed. Perhaps 
half-a-dozen times in the history of his married life—“Here! tak’ 
it awa’, and bring me a piece bread and kebbuck!” he had ex¬ 
claimed, with an appalling explosion of his voice and rare gestures. 
None thought to dispute or to make excuses; the service was 
arrested; Mrs. Weir sat at the head of the table whimpering with¬ 
out disguise; and his lordship opposite munched his bread and 
cheese in ostentatious disregard. Once only, Mrs. Weir had ven- 
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O’ f dorn! she wailed, in a voice tragic with tears, and reaching 
out to him both hands, in one of which she held a sopping pocket- 
handkerchief. r 

He paused and looked upon her with a face of wrath, into which 
there stole, as he looked, a twinkle of humour. 

Noan sense!” he said. “You and your noansense! What do I 
want with a Christian faim’ly? I want Christian broth! Get me a 
lass that can plain boil a potato, if she was a whiire off the streets.” 
And with these words, which echoed in her tender ears like blas¬ 
phemy, he had passed on to his study and shut the door behind 
him. 

Such was the housewifery in George Square. It was better at 
Hermiston, where Kirstie Elliott, the sister of a neighbouring 
bonnet-laird, and an eighteenth cousin of the lady’s, bore the 
charge of all, and kept a trim house and a good country table. 
Kirstie was a woman in a thousand, clean, capable, notable; once 
a moorland Helen, and still comely as a blood horse and healthy 
as the hill wind. High in flesh and voice and colour, she ran the 
house with her whole intemperate soul, in a bustle, not without 
buffets. Scarce more pious than decency in those days required, she 
was the cause of many an anxious thought and many a tearful 
prayer to Mrs. Weir. Housekeeper and mistress renewed the parts 
of Martha and Mary; and though with a pricking conscience, 
Mary reposed on Martha’s strength as on a rock. Even Lord 
Hermiston held Kirstie in a particular regard. There were few 
with whom he unbent so gladly, few whom he favoured with so 
many pleasantries. “Kirstie and me maun have our joke,” he 
would declare, in high good-humour, as he buttered Kirstie’s 
scones and she waited at table. A man who had no need either of 
love or of popularity, a keen reader of men and of events, there 
was perhaps only one truth for which he was quite unprepared: 
he would have been quite unprepared to learn that Kirstie hated 
him. He thought maid and master were well matched; hard, 
handy, healthy, broad Scots folk, without a hair of nonsense to the 
pair of them. And the fact was that she made a goddess and an 
only child of the effete and tearful lady; and even as she waited at 
table her hands would sometimes itch for my lord’s ears. 

Thus, at least, when the family were at Hermiston, not only my 
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lord, but Mrs. Weir too, enjoyed a holiday. Free from the dreadful 
looking-for of the miscarried dinner, she would mind her seam, 
read her piety books, and take her walk (which was my lords 
orders), sometimes by herself, sometimes with Archie, the only 
child of that scarce natural union. The child was her next bond 
to life. Her frosted sentiment bloomed again, she breathed deep 
of life, she let loose her heart, in that society. The miracle of her 
motherhood was ever new to her. The sight of the little man at 
her skirt intoxicated her with the sense of power, and froze her 
with the consciousness of her responsibility. She looked forward, 
and, seeing him in fancy grow up and play his diverse part on the 
world’s theatre, caught in her breath and lifted up her courage 
with a lively effort. It was only with the child that she forgot 
herself and was at moments natural; yet it was only with the child 
that she had conceived and managed to pursue a scheme of con¬ 
duct. Archie was to be a great man and a good; a minister if 
possible, a saint for certain. She tried to engage his mind upon her 
favourite books, Rutherford’s Letters, Scougal’s Grace Abounding, 
and the like. It was a common practice of hers (and strange to 
remember now) that she would carry the child to the Deil’s Hags, 
sit with him on the Praying Weaver’s stone and talk of the Cove¬ 
nanters till their tears ran down. Her view of history was wholly 
artless, a design in snow and ink; upon the one side, tender inno¬ 
cents with psalms upon their lips; upon the other, the persecutors, 
booted, bloody-minded, flushed with wine; a suffering Christ, a 
raging Beelzebub. Persecutor was a word that knocked upon the 
woman’s heart; it was her highest thought of wickedness, and the 
mark of it was on her house. Her great-great-grandfather had 
drawn the sword against the Lord’s anointed on the field of 
Rullion Green, and breathed his last (tradition said) in the arms of 
the detestable Dalzell. Nor could she blind herself to this, that had 
they lived in these old days, Hermiston himself would have been 
numbered alongside of Bloody MacKenzie and the politic Lauder¬ 
dale and Rothes, in the band of God's immediate enemies. The 
sense of this moved her to the more fervour; she had a voice for 
that name of persecutor that thrilled in the child’s marrow; and 
when one day the mob hooted and hissed them all in my lord’s 
travelling-carriage, and cried, “Down with the persecutor! down 
with Hanging Hermiston 1” and mamma covered her eyes and 
wept, and papa let down the glass and looked 1 out upon the rabble 
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with his droll formidable face, bitter and smiling, as they said he 
sometimes looked when he gave sentence, Archie was for the mo¬ 
ment too much amazed to be alarmed, but he had scarce got his 
mother by herself before his shrill voice was raised demanding an 
explanation; why had they called papa a persecutor? 

Keep me, my precious!” she exclaimed. “Keep me, my dear! 
this is polcetical. Ye must never ask me anything poleetical, Erchie 
Your faither is a great man, my dear, and it’s no for me or you to 
be judging him. It would be telling us all if we behaved ourselves 
in our several stations the way your faither does in his high office; 
and let me hear no more of any such disrespectful and undutiful 
questions! No that you meant to be undutiful, my lamb; your 
mother kens that—she kens it well, dearie!” and so slid off to safer 
topics, and left on the mind of the child an obscure but ineradi¬ 
cable sense of something wrong. 

Mrs. Weir’s philosophy of life was summed in one expression— 
tenderness. In her view of the universe, which was all lighted up 
with a glow out of the doors of hell, good people must walk there 
in a kind of ecstasy of tenderness. The beasts and plants had no 
souls; they were here but for a day, and let their day pass gently! 
And as for the immortal men, on what black, downward path 
were many of them wending, and to what a horror of an immortal¬ 
ity! “Are not two sparrows,” “Whosoever shall smite thee,” “God 
sendeth His rain,” “Judge not that ye be not judged”—these texts 
made her body of divinity; she put them on in the morning with 
her clothes and lay down to sleep with them at night; they haunted 
her like a favourite air, they clung about her like a favourite 
perfume. Their minister was a marrowy expounder of the law, 
and my lord sat under him with relish; but Mrs. Weir respected 
him from far off; heard him (like the cannon of a beleaguered city) 
usefully booming outside on the dogmatic ramparts; and mean¬ 
while, within and out of shot, dwelt in her private garden, which 
she watered with grateful tears. It seems strange to say of this 
colourless and ineffectual woman, but she was a true enthusiast, 
and might have made the sunshine and the glory of a cloister. Per¬ 
haps none but Archie knew she could be eloquent; perhaps none 
but he had seen her—her colour raised, her hands clasped or 
quivering—glow with gentle ardour. There is a corner of the 
policy of Hermiston, where you come suddenly in view of the 
summit of Black Fell, sometimes like the mere grass top of a hill. 
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sometimes (and this is her own expression) like a precious jewel 
in the heavens. On such days, upon the sudden view of it, her hand 
would tighten on the child’s fingers, her voice rise like a song. “I 
to the hills!" she would repeat. “And O, Erchie, are nae these like 
the hills of Naphtali?” and her easy tears would flow. 

Upon an impressionable child the effect of this continual and 
pretty accompaniment to life was deep. The woman s quietism and 
piety passed on to his different nature undiminished; but whereas 
in her it was a native sentiment, in him it was only an implanted 
dogma. Nature and the child’s pugnacity at times revolted. A cad 
from the Potterrow once struck him in the mouth; he struck back, 
the pair fought it out in the back stable lane towards the Mead¬ 
ows, and Archie returned with a considerable decline in the num¬ 
ber of his front teeth, and unregenerately boasting of the losses of 
the foe. It was a sore day for Mrs. Weir; she wept and prayed over 
the infant backslider until my lord was due from court, and she 
must resume that air of tremulous composure with which she 
always greeted him. The Judge was that day in an observant 
mood, and remarked upon the absent teeth. 

“I am afraid Erchie will have been fechting with some of they 
blagyard lads,” said Mrs. Weir. 

My lord’s voice rang out as it did seldom in the privacy of his 
own house. “I’ll have nonn of that, sir!” he cried. “Do you hear 
me?—nonn of that! No son of mine shall be speldering in the 
glaur with any dirty raibble.” 

The anxious mother was grateful for so much support; she had 
even feared the contrary. And that night when she put the child 
to bed—“Now, my dear, ye see!” she said, “I told you what your 
faither would think of it, if he heard ye had fallen into this dreid- 
ful sin; and let you and me pray to God that ye may be keepit 
from the like temptation or stren’thened to resist it!” 

The womanly falsity of this was thrown away. Ice and iron cam 
not be welded; and the points of view of the Justice-Clerk and 
Mrs. Weir were not less unassimilable. The character and position 
of his father had long been a stumbling-block to Archie, and 
with every year of his age the difficulty grew more instant. The 
man was mostly silent; when he spoke at all, it was to speak of the 
things of the world, always in a worldly spirit, often in language 
that the child had been schooled to think coarse, and sometimes 
with words that he knew to be sins in themselves. Tenderness was 
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the first duty, and my lord was invariably harsh. God was love; the 
name of my lord (to all who knew him) was fear. In the world 
as schematised for Archie by his mother, the place was marked for 
such a creature. There were some whom it was good to pity and 
wcU (though very likely useless) to pray for; they were named 
reprobates, goats, God’s enemies, brands for the burning; and 
Aichie tallied every mark of identification, and drew the inevitable 
private inference that the Lord Justice-Clerk was the chief of 
sinners. 

I he mother’s honesty was scarce complete. There was one in¬ 
fluence she feared for the child and still secretly combated; that 
was my lord’s; and half unconsciously, half in a wilful blindness, 
she continued to undermine her husband with his son. As long as 
Archie remained silent, she did so ruthlessly, with a single eye to 
heaven and the child’s salvation; but the day came when Archie 
spoke. It was 1801, and Archie was seven, and beyond his years for 
curiosity and logic, when he brought the case up openly. If judg¬ 
ing were sinful and forbidden, how came papa to be a judge? to 
have that sin for a trade? to bear the name of it for a distinction? 

“I can’t see it,” said the little Rabbi, and wagged his head. 

Mrs. Weir abounded in commonplace replies. 

‘‘No, I cannae see it,” reiterated Archie. “And I’ll tell you what, 
mamma, I don’t think you and me’s justifeed in staying with him.” 

The woman awoke to remorse; she saw herself disloyal to her 
man, her sovereign and bread-winner, in whom (with what she 
had of worldliness) she took a certain subdued pride. She ex¬ 
patiated in reply on my lord’s honour and greatness; his useful 
services in this world of sorrow and wrong, and the place in which 
he stood, far above where babes and innocents could hope to see 
or criticise. But she had budded too well—Archie had his an¬ 
swers pat; Were not babes and innocents the type of the kingdom 
of heaven? Were not honour and greatness the badges of the 
world? And at any rate, how about the mob that had once seethed 
about the carriage? 

“It’s all very fine,” he concluded, “but in my opinion, papa has 
no right to be it. And it seems that’s not the worst yet of it. It 
seems he’s called ‘the Hanging Judge'—it seems he’s crooool. I’ll 
tell you what it is, mamma, there’s a tex’ borne in upon me; it 
were better for that man if a milestone were bound upon his back 
and him flung into the deepestmost pairts of the sea. 
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“O, my lamb, ye must never say the like of that!’ she cried. 
“Ye’re to honour faither and mother, dear, that your days may be 
long in the land. It’s Atheists that cry out against him—French 
Atheists, Erchie! Ye would never surely even yourself down to be 
saying the same thing as French Atheists? It would break my heart 
to think that of you. And O, Erchie, here arena you setting up to 
judge? And have ye no forgot God’s plain command the First 
with Promise, dear? Mind you upon the beam and the motel 

Having thus carried the war into the enemy’s camp, the terrified 
lady breathed again. And no doubt it is easy thus to circumvent 
a child with catchwords, but it may be questioned how far it is 
effectual. An instinct in his breast detects the quibble, and a voice 
condemns it. He will instantly submit, privately hold the same 
opinion. For even in this simple and antique relation of the 
mother and the child, hypocrisies are multiplied. 

When the Court rose that year and the family returned to 
Hermiston, it was a common remark in all the country that the 
lady was sore failed. She seemed to loose and seize again her touch 
with life, now sitting inert in a sort of durable bewilderment, anon 
waking to feverish and weak activity. She dawdled about the lassies 
at their work, looking stupidly on; she fell to rummaging in old 
cabinets and presses, and desisted when half through; she would 
begin remarks with an air of animation and drop them without a 
struggle. Her common appearance was of one who has forgotten 
something and is trying to remember; and when she overhauled, 
one after another, the worthless and touching mementoes of her 
youth, she might have been seeking the clue to that lost thought. 
During this period she gave many gifts to the neighbours and 
house lassies, giving them with a manner of regret that embar¬ 
rassed the recipients. 

The last night of all she was busy on some female work, and 
toiled upon it with so manifest and painful a devotion that my 
lord (who was not often curious) inquired as to its nature. 

She blushed to the eyes. “O, Edom, it’s for you!” she said. “It’s 
slippers. I—I hae never made ye any.” 

“Ye daft auld wife!” returned his lordship. “A bonny figure I 
would be, palmering about in bauchles!”. 

The next day, at the hour of her walk, Kirstie interfered- 
Kirstie took this decay of her mistress very hard; bore her a grudge, 
quarrelled with and railed upon her, the anxiety of a genuine love 
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weaving the disguise of temper. This day of all days she insisted 
disrespectfully, with rustic fury, that Mrs. Weir should stay at 
home. But No, no,” she said, “its my lord’s orders,” and set forth 
as usual. Archie was visible in the acre bog, engaged upon some 
childish enterprise, the instrument of which was mire; and she 
stood and looked at him awhile like one about to call- then 
thought otherwise, sighed, and shook her head, and proceeded on 
her rounds alone. The house lassies were at the burnside washing, 
and saw her pass with her loose, weary, dowdy gait. 

“She’s a terrible feckless wife, the mistress!” said the one. 

“Tut,” said the other, “the wumman’s seeck.” 

W cel, I canna see nae differ in her,” returned the first. “A 
fushionless quean, a feckless carline.” 


The poor creature thus discussed rambled awhile in the grounds 
without a purpose. Tides in her mind ebbed and flowed, and car¬ 
ried her to and fro like seaweed. She tried a path, paused, re¬ 
turned, and tried another; questing, forgetting her quest; the 
spirit of choice extinct in her bosom, or devoid of sequency. On a 
sudden, it appeared as though she had remembered, or had 
formed a resolution, wheeled about, returned with hurried steps, 
and appeared in the dining-room, where Kirstie was at the clean¬ 


ing, like one charged with an important errand. 

“Kirstie!” she began, and paused; and then with conviction, 
“Mr. Weir isna speeritually minded, but he has been a good man 
to me.” 

It was perhaps the first time since her husband’s elevation that 
she had forgotten the handle to his name, of which the tender, in¬ 
consistent woman was not a little proud. And when Kirstie looked 
up at the speaker’s face she was aware of a change. 

“Godsake, what’s the maitter wi’ ye, mem?” cried the house¬ 
keeper, starting from the rug. 

“I do not ken,” answered her mistress, shaking her head. “But he 
is not speeritually minded, my dear.” 

“Here, sit down with ye! Godsake, what ails the wife?” cried 
Kirstie, and helped and forced her into my lord’s own chair by 
the cheek of the hearth. 

“Keep me, what’s this?” she gasped. “Kirstie, what’s this? I’m 
frich'ened.” 

They were her last words. 

It was the lowering nightfall when my lord returned. He had 
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the sunset in his back, all clouds and glory; and before him by 
the wayside, spied Kirstie Elliott waiting. She was dissolved in 
tears, and addressed him in a high, false note of barbarous mourn¬ 
ing, such as still lingers modified among Scots heather. 

“The Lord peety ye, Hermiston! the Lord prepare ye! she 
keened out. “Weary upon me, that I should have to tell it!” 

He reined in his horse and looked upon her with the hanging 

face. 

“Has the French landit?” cried he. 

“Man, man,” she said, “is that a’ ye can think of? The Lord 
prepare ye, the Lord comfort and support ye!” 

“Is onybody deid?” says his lordship. “It s no Erchie? 

“Bethankit, no!” exclaimed the woman, startled into a more 
natural tone. “Na, na, it’s no sae bad as that. It’s the mistress, my 
lord; she just fair flittit before my e’en. She just gi’ed a sab and 
was by with it. Eh, my bonny Miss Jeannie, that I mind sae weel!” 
And forth again upon that pouring tide of lamentation in which 

women of her class excel and overabound. 

Lord Hermiston sat in the saddle beholding her. Then he 
seemed to recover command upon himself. 

“Weel, it’s something of the suddenest,” said he. “But she was a 

dwaibly body from the first.” 

And he rode home at a precipitate amble with Kirstie at his 
horse’s heels. 

Dressed as she was for her last walk, they had laid the dead lady 
on her bed. She was never interesting in life; in death she was not 
impressive; and as her husband stood before her, with his hands 
crossed behind his powerful back, that which he looked upon was 
the very image of the insignificant. 

“Her and me were never cut out for one another,” he remarked 
at last. “It was a daft-like marriage.” And then, with a most un¬ 
usual gentleness of tone, “Puir bitch,” said he, “puir bitch!” Then 
suddenly: “Where’s Erchie?” 

Kirstie had decoyed him to her room and given him “a jeely- 
piece.” 

“Ye have some kind of gumption, too,” observed the Judge, 
and considered his housekeeper grimly. “When all’s said,” he 
added, “I micht have done waur—I micht have been marriet upon 
a skirling Jezebel like you!” 

“There’s naebody thinking of you, Hermiston!” cried the of- 
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fended Ionian. “We think of her that’s out of her sorrows. And 
(ould she have done waur? Tell me that, Hermiston—tell me that 
before her clav-cauld corp!” 

“Wecl. there’s some of them gey an’ ill to please,” observed his 
lordship. 


2. Fat he?' and So?i 

M y lord justice-clerk was known to many; the man adam 
W eir perhaps to none. He had nothing to explain or to 
conceal; he sufficed wholly and silently to himself; and that part 
of our nature which goes out (too often with false coin) to acquire 
glory or love, seemed in him to be omitted. He did not try to be 
loved, he did not care to be; it is probable the very thought of it 
was a stranger to his mind. He was an admired lawyer, a highly 
unpopular judge; and he looked down upon those who were his 
inferiors in either distinction, who were lawyers of less grasp or 
judges not so much detested. In all the rest of his days and doings, 
not one trace of vanity appeared; and he went on through life 
with a mechanical movement, as of the unconscious, that was al¬ 
most august. 

He saw little of his son. In the childish maladies with which the 
boy was troubled, he would make daily inquiries and daily pay 
him a visit, entering the sick-room with a facetious and appalling 
countenance, letting off a few perfunctory jests, and going again 
swiftly, to the patient’s relief. Once, a court holiday falling op¬ 
portunely, my lord had his carriage, and drove the child himself 
to Hermiston, the customary place of convalescence. It is con¬ 
ceivable he had been more than usually anxious, for that journey 
always remained in Archie’s memory as a thing apart, his father 
having related to him from beginning to end, and with much de¬ 
tail, three authentic murder cases. Archie went the usual round 
of other Edinburgh boys, the high school and the college; and 
Hermiston looked on, or rather looked away, with scarce an af¬ 
fectation of interest in his progress. Daily, indeed, upon a signal 
after dinner, he was brought in, given nuts and a glass of port, re¬ 
garded sardonically, sarcastically questioned. “Well, sir, and what 
have you donn with your book to-day? ' my loid might begin, an 
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set him posers in law Latin. To a child just stumbling into Cor- 
derius, Papinian and Paul proved quite invincible. But papa had 
memory of no other. He was not harsh to the little scholar, having 
a vast fund of patience learned upon the Bench, and was at no 
pains whether to conceal or to express his disappointment. Well, 
ye have a long jaunt before ye yeti” he might observe, yawning, 
and fall back on his own thoughts (as like as not) until the time 
came for separation, and my lord would take the decanter and 
the glass, and be off to the back chamber looking on the Meadows, 
where he toiled on his cases till the hours were small. There was 
no “fuller man” on the Bench; his memory was marvellous, though 
wholly legal; if he had to “advise” extempore, none did it better; 
yet there was none who more earnestly prepared. As he thus 
watched in the night, or sat at table and forgot the presence of his 
son, no doubt but he tasted deeply of recondite pleasures. To be 
wholly devoted to some intellectual exercise is to have succeeded 
in life; and perhaps only in law and the higher mathematics may 
this devotion be maintained, suffice to itself without reaction, and 
find continual rewards without excitement. T his atmosphere of 
his father’s sterling industry was the best of Archie’s education. 
Assuredly it did not attract him; assuredly it rather rebutted and 
depressed. Yet it was still present, unobserved like the ticking of 
a clock, an arid ideal, a tasteless stimulant in the boy’s life. 

But Hermiston was not all of one piece. He was, besides, a 
mighty toper; he could sit at wine until the day dawned, and pass 
directly from the table to the Bench with a steady hand and a clear 
head. Beyond the third bottle, he showed the plebeian in a larger 
print; the low, gross accent, the low, foul mirth, grew broader and 
commoner; he became less formidable, and infinitely more dis¬ 
gusting. Now, the boy had inherited from Jean Rutherford a 
shivering delicacy, unequally mated with potential violence. In 
the playing-fields, and amongst his own companions, he repaid a 
coarse expression with a blow; at his father's table (when the time 
came for him to join these revels) he turned pale and sickened in 
silence. Of all the guests whom he there encountered, he had 
toleration for only one: David Keith Carnegie, Lord Glenalmond. 
Lord Glenalmond was tall and emaciated, with long features and 
long delicate hands. He was often compared with the statue of 
Forbes of Culloden in the Parliament House; and his blue eye, at 
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more than sixty, preserved some of the fire of youth. His ex- 

an anisfTi n,y ° E ^ fell °' V S UCStS - his appearance as of 

an att.st and an aristocrat stranded in rude company, riveted the 

boy s attentton: and as curiosity and interest are the things in the 

vorld that are the most immediately and certainly rewarded. Lord 

Glenalmond was attracted to the boy. 

And so this is your son, Hermiston?” he asked, laying his hand 
on Aichie s shoulder. “He’s getting a big lad.” 

“Horn!” said the gracious father, “just his mother over again 
—daurna say boo to a goose!” 

But the stranger retained the boy, talked to him, drew him out, 
found in him a taste for letters, and a fine, ardent, modest, youth¬ 
ful soul; and encouraged him to be a visitor on Sunday evenings 
in his bare, cold, lonely dining-room, where he sat and read in the 
isolation of a bachelor grown old in refinement. The beautiful 
gentleness and grace of the old Judge, and the delicacy of his 
person, thoughts, and language, spoke to Archie’s heart in its own 
tongue. He conceived the ambition to be such another; and, when 
the day came for him to choose a‘profession, it was in emulation of 


Lord Glenalmond, not of Lord Hermiston, that he chose the Bar. 
Hermiston looked on at this friendship with some secret pride, but 
openly with the intolerance of scorn. He scarce lost an opportunity 
to put them down with a rough jape; and, to say truth, it was 


not difficult, for they were neither of them quick. He had a word 
of contempt for the whole crowd of poets, painters, fiddlers, and 
their admirers, the bastard race of amateurs, which was continually 
on his lips. “Signor Feedle-eerie!” he would say. “Oh, for Goad’s 
sake, no more of the signor!” 

“You and my father are great friends, are you not?” asked Archie 
once. 

“There is no man that I more respect, Archie,” replied Lord 
Glenalmond. “He is two things of price. He is a great lawyer, 
and he is upright as the day.” 

“You and he are so different,” said the boy, his eyes dwelling on 
those of his old friend, like a lover’s on his mistress’s. 

“Indeed so,” replied the Judge; “very different. And so I fear 
are you and he. Yet I would like it very ill if my young friend 
were to misjudge his father. He has all the Roman virtues: Cato 
and Brutus were such; I think a son’s heart might well be proud 
of such an ancestry of one.” 
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“And I would sooner he were a plaided herd,” cried Archie, 
with sudden bitterness. 

“And that is neither very wise, nor I believe entirely true, re¬ 
turned Glenalmond. “Before you are done you will find some of 
these expressions rise on you like a remorse. They are merely lit¬ 
erary and decorative; they do not aptly express your thought, nor is 
your thought clearly apprehended, and no doubt your father (if he 

were here) would say ‘Signor Feedle-eerie!’ ” 

With the infinitely delicate sense of youth, Archie avoided the 
subject from that hour. It was perhaps a pity. Had he but talked 
talked freely—let himself gush out in words (the way youth loves 
to do and should), there might have been no tale to write upon 
the Weirs of Hermiston. But the shadow of a threat of ridicule 
sufficed; in the slight tartness of these words he read a prohibition; 

and it is likely that Glenalmond meant it so. 

Besides the veteran, the boy was without confidant or friend. 
Serious and eager, he came through school and college, and moved 
among a crowd of the indifferent, in the seclusion of his shyness. 
He grew up handsome, with an open, speaking countenance, with 
graceful, youthful ways; he was clever, he took prizes, he shone in 
the Speculative Society.* It should seem he must become the centre 
of a crowd of friends; but something that was in part the delicacy 
of his mother, in part the austerity of his father, held him aloof 
from all. It is a fact, and a strange one, that among his con¬ 
temporaries Hermiston’s son was thought to be a chip of the old 
block. “You’re a friend of Archie Weir’s?” said one to Frank Innes; 
and Innes replied, with his usual flippancy and more than his 
usual insight: “I know Weir, but I never met Archie.” No one had 
met Archie, a malady most incident to only sons. He flew his 
private signal, and none heeded it; it seemed he was abroad in a 
world from which the very hope of intimacy was banished; and he 
looked round about him on the concourse of his fellow-students, 
and forward to the trivial days and acquaintances that were to 
come, without hope or interest. 

As time went on, the tough and rough old sinner felt himself 
drawn to the son of his loins and sole continuator of his new 
family, with softnesses of sentiment that he could hardly credit and 
was wholly impotent to express. With a face, voice, and manner 
trained through forty years to terrify and repel, Rhadamanthus 

* A famous debating society of the students of Edinburgh University. 
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may be great, but lie will scarce be engaging. It is a fact that he 
tned to propitiate Archie, but a fact that cannot be too lightly 
taken; the attempt was so unconspicuously made, the failure so 
stoically supported. Sympathy is not due to the steadfast iron 
natures. If he failed to gain his son’s friendship, or even his son’s 
toleration, on he went up the great, bare staircase of his duty, 
tin cheered and undepressed. There might have been more pleasure 
m his relations with Archie, so much he may have recognised at 
moments; but pleasure was a by-product of the singular chemistry 
of life, which only fools expected. 


An idea of Archie’s attitude, since we are all grown up and have 
forgotten the days of our youth, it is more difficult to convey. He 
made no attempt whatsoever to understand the man with whom 
he dined and breakfasted. Parsimony of pain, glut of pleasure, 
these are the two alternating ends of youth; and Archie was of the 


parsimonious. T he wind blew cold out of a certain quarter—he 
turned his back upon it; stayed as little as was possible in his 
father’s presence; and when there, averted his eyes as much as was 
decent from his father’s face. The lamp shone for many hundred 
days upon these two at table—my lord ruddy, gloomy, and un- 
reverent; Archie with a potential brightness that was always 
dimmed and veiled in that society; and there were not, perhaps, in 
Christendom two men more radically strangers. The father, with 
a giand simplicity, either spoke of what interested himself, or 
maintained an unaffected silence. The son turned in his head 
for some topic that should be quite safe, that would spare him 
fresh evidences either of my lord’s inherent grossness or of the in¬ 
nocence of his inhumanity; treading gingerly the ways of inter¬ 
course, like a lady gathering up her skirts in a by-path. If he made 
a mistake, and my lord began to abound in matter of offence, 
Archie drew himself up, his brow grew dark, his share of the talk 
expired; but my lord would faithfully and cheerfully continue 
to pour out the worst of himself before his silent and offended 
son. 


“Well, it’s a poor hert that never rejoices," he would say, at the 
conclusion of such a nightmare interview. “But I must get to my 
plew-stilts." And he would seclude himself as usual in the back 
room, and Archie go forth into the night and the city quivering 
with animosity and scorn. 
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3. In the Matter of the Hanging of Duncan Jopp 

J x CHANCED IN THE YEAR 1813 THAT ARCHIE STRAYED ONE DAY 

1 into the Judiciary Court. The macer made room lor the son 
o£ the presiding judge. In the dock, the centre of men's eyes, there 
stood a whey-coloured, misbegotten caitiff, Duncan Jopp, on trial 
for his life. His story, as it was raked out before him in that public 
scene, was one of disgrace and vice and cowardice, the very naked¬ 
ness of crime; and the creature heard and it seemed at times as 
though he understood—as if at times he forgot the horror of the 
place he stood in, and remembered the shame of what had brought 
him there. He kept his head bowed and his hands clutched upon 
the rail; his hair dropped in his eyes and at times he flung it back, 
and now he glanced about the audience in a sudden fellness of 
terror, and now looked in the face of his judge and gulped. There 
was pinned about his throat a piece of dingy flannel; and this it 
was perhaps that turned the scale in Archie’s mind between disgust 
and pity. The creature stood in a vanishing point; yet a little 
while, and he was still a man, and had eyes and apprehension; yet 
a little longer, and with a last sordid piece of pageantry, he would 
cease to be. And here, in the meantime, with a trait of human 
nature that caught at the beholder’s breath, he was tending a sore 
throat. 

Over against him, my Lord Hermiston occupied the Bench ir> 
the red robes of criminal jurisdiction, his face framed in the white 
wig. Honest all through, he did not affect the virtue of impar* 
tiality; this was no case for refinement; there was a man to be 
hanged, he would have said, and he was hanging him. Nor was it 
possible to see his lordship, and acquit him of gusto in the task. 
It was plain he gloried in the exercise of his trained faculties, in 
the clear sight which pierced at once into the joint of fact, in the 
rude, unvarnished jibes with which he demolished every figment 
of defence. He took his ease and jested, unbending in that solemn 
place with some of the freedom of the tavern; and the rag of 
man with the flannel round his neck was hunted gallowsward 
with jeers. 

Duncan had a mistress, scarce less forlorn and greatly older than 
himself, who came up, whimpering and curtseying, to add the 
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weiglu Of her betrayal. My lord gave her the oath in his most roar- 
,n g \ oicc and added an intolerant warning. 

"Mind what ye say now, Janet,” said he. “I have an ee upon ye- 
I Ill ill to jest with.” 1 7 ’ 

Presently, after she was tremblingly embarked on her story 

And what made ye do this, ye auld runt?" the Court interposed. 

Do ye mean to tell me ye was the pannel’s mistress?” 

‘‘If you please, ma loard,” whined the female. 

“Godsake! ye made a bonny couple,” observed his lordship; and 
there was something so formidable and ferocious in his scorn that 
not even the galleries thought to laugh. 

The summing up contained some jewels. 

* rhese two peetiable creatures seem to have made up thegither, 
it s not for us to explain why.”—“The pannel, who (whatever else 

he may be) appears to be equally ill set out in mind and boady.”_ 

“Neither the pannel nor yet the old wife appears to have had so 
much common-sense as even to tell a lie when it was necessary.” 
And in the course of sentencing, my lord had this obiter dictum: 
‘‘I have been the means, under God, of haanging a great number, 
but never just such a disjaskit rascal as yourself.” The words were 
strong in themselves; the light and heat and detonation of their 
delivery, and the savage pleasure of the speaker in his task, made 
them tingle in the ears. 

When all was over, Archie came forth again into a changed 
world. Had there been the least redeeming greatness in the crime, 
any obscurity, any dubiety, perhaps he might have understood. 
But the culprit stood, with his sore throat, in the sweat of his 
mortal agony, without defense or excuse; a thing to cover up with 
blushes; a being so much sunk beneath the zones of sympathy that 
pity might seem harmless. And the Judge had pursued him with a 
monstrous, relishing gaiety, horrible to be conceived, a trait for 
nightmares. It is one thing to spear a tiger, another to crush a 
toad; there are aesthetics even of the slaughterhouse; and the loath¬ 
someness of Duncan Jopp enveloped and infected the image of his 
judge. 

Archie passed by his friends in the High Street with incoherent 
words and gestures. He saw Holyrood in a dream, remembrance of 
its romance awoke in him and faded; he had a vision of the old 
radiant stories, of Queen Mary and Prince Charlie, of the hooded 
stag, of the splendour and crime, the velvet and bright iron of the 
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past; and dismissed them with a cry of pain. He lay and moaned in 
the Hunter’s Bog, and the heavens were dark above him and the 
grass of the field an offence. “This is my father,’’ he said. “I draw 
my life from him; the flesh upon my bones is his, the bread I am 
fed with is the wages of these horrors.’’ He recalled his mother, and 
ground his forehead in the earth. He thought of flight, and wheie 
was he to flee to? of other lives, but was there any life worth living 

in this den of savage and jeering animals? 

The interval before the execution was like a violent dream. He 
met his father; he would not look at him, he could not speak to 
him. It seemed there was no living creature but must have been 
swift to recognise that imminent animosity, but the hide of the 
Lord Justice-Clerk remained impenetrable. Had my lord been 
talkative, the truce could never have subsisted; but he was by 
fortune in one of his humours of sour silence; and under the very 
guns of his broadside Archie nursed the enthusiasm of rebellion. It 
seemed to him, from the top of his nineteen years’ experience, as if 
he were marked at birth to be the perpetrator of some signal ac¬ 
tion, to set back fallen Mercy, to overthrow the usurping devil 
that sat, horned and hoofed, on her throne. Seductive Jacobin fig¬ 
ments, which he had often refuted at the Speculative, swam up in 
his mind and startled him as with voices; and he seemed to him¬ 
self to walk accompanied by an almost tangible presence of new 
beliefs and duties. 

On the named morning he was at the place of execution. He 
saw the fleering rabble the flinching wretch produced. He looked 
on for awhile at a certain parody of devotion, which seemed to strip 
the wretch of his last claim to manhood. Then followed the brutal 
instant of extinction, and the paltry dangling of the remains like 
broken jumping-jack. He had been prepared for something ter¬ 
rible, not for this tragic meanness. He stood a moment silent, and 
then—“I denounce this God-defying murder,” he shouted; and his 
father, if he must have disclaimed the sentiment, might have 
owned the stentorian voice with which it was uttered. 

Frank Innes dragged him from the spot. The two handsome lads 
followed the same course of study and recreation, and felt a certain 
mutual attraction, founded mainly on good looks. It had never 
gone deep; Frank was by nature a thin, jeering creature, not truly 
suspectible whether of feeling or inspiring friendship; and the re¬ 
lation between the pair was altogether on the outside, a thing of 
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common knowledge and the pleasantries that spring from a eom- 

bx° \rch Ua " Ua K fC ' 1 he m ° 1C credit l ° Frank that "’as appalled 
b) Areh.es outburst, and at least conceived the design of keeping 

bun in sight, and, tf possible, in hand, for the day. But Archie 8 

the°i or 1 T n Cd ~" aS " G ° d ° r Satan? would not listen to 
the woid of a college companion. 

-I will not go with you,” he said. “I do not desire your com- 
pam. sn ; I would be alone.” 

Here, \\ etr, man, don’t be absurd,” said Innes, keeping a tight 
hold upon his sleeve. “I will not let you go until I know what you 
mean to do with yourself; it’s no use brandishing that staff ” For 
indeed at that moment Archie had made a sudden—perhaps a war- 
|' ke movement. “This has been the most insane affair; you know 
it has. You know very well that I’m playing the good Samaritan. 
All I wish is to keep you quiet.” 

“If quietness is what you wish, Mr. Innes,” said Archie, ‘‘and 
you will promise to leave me entirely to myself, I will tell you so 
much, that I am going to walk in the country and admire the 
beauties of nature.” 


“Honour bright?” asked Frank. 

“I am not in the habit of lying, Mr. Innes,” retorted Archie. “I 
have the honour of wishing you good-day.” 

“You won’t forget die Spec.?” asked Innes. 

“The Spec.?” said Archie. “Oh, no, I won’t forget the Spec.” 

And the one young man carried his tortured spirit forth of 
the city and all the day long, by one road and another, in an end¬ 
less pilgrimage of misery; while the other hastened smilingly to 
spread the news of Weir's access of insanity, and to drum up for 
diat night a full attendance at the Speculative, where farther ec¬ 
centric developments might certainly be looked for. I doubt if 
Innes had the least belief in his prediction; I think it flowed 
rather from a wish to make the story as good and the scandal as 
great as possible; not from any ill-will to Archie—from the mere 
pleasure of beholding interested faces. But for all that his words 
were prophetic. Archie did not forget the Spec.; he put in an ap¬ 
pearance there at the due time, and, before the evening was over, 
had dealt a memorable shock to his companions. It chanced he was 
the president of the night. He sat in the same room where the 
society still meets—only the portraits were not there; the men 
who afterwards sat for them were then but beginning their career. 
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The same lustre of many tapers shed its light over the meeting; 
the same chair, perhaps, supported him that so many of us have 
sat in since. At times he seemed to forget the business of the 
evening, but even in these periods he sat with a great air of energy 
and determination. At times he meddled bitterly and launched 
with defiance those fines which are the precious and rarely used 
artillery of the president. He little thought, as he did so, how he 
resembled his father, but his friends remarked upon it, chuckling. 
So far, in his high place above his fellow-students, he seemed set 
beyond the possibility of any scandal; but his mind was made up 
he was determined to fulfil the sphere of his offence. He signed to 
Innes (whom he had just fined, and who just impeached his ruling) 
to succeed him in the chair, stepped down from the platform, and 
took his place by the chimney-piece, the shine of many wax tapers 
from above illuminating his pale face, the glow of the great red 
fire relieving from behind his slim figure. He had to propose, as an 
amendment to the next subject in the case book, “Whether capital 
punishment be consistent with God’s will or man’s policy?” 

A breath of embarrassment, of something like alarm, passed 
round the room, so daring did these words appear upon the lips 
of Hermiston’s only son. But the amendment was not seconded; 
the previous question was promptly moved and unanimously 
voted, and the momentary scandal smuggled by. Innes triumphed 
in the fulfilment of his prophecy. He and Archie were now become 
the heroes of the night; but whereas every one crowded about 
Innes, when the meeting broke up, but one of all his companions 
came to speak to Archie. 

“Weir, man! that was an extraordinary raid of yours!” observed 
this courageous member, taking him confidentially by the arm as 
they went out. 

“I don’t think it a raid,” said Archie grimly. “More like a war. 
I saw that poor brute hanged this morning, and my gorge rises at 
it yet.” 

“Hut-tutl” returned his companion, and, dropping his arm like 
something hot, he sought the less tense society of others. 

Archie found himself alone. The last of the faithful—or was it 
only the boldest of the curious?—had fled. He watched the black 
huddle of his fellow-students draw off down and up the street, in 
whispering or boisterous gangs. And the isolation of the moment 
weighed upon him like an omen and an emblem of his destiny in 
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life Bred up in unbroken fear himself, among trembling servants 
and in a house which (at the least ruffle in the master's voice) shud’ 
tiered into silence, he saw himself on the brink of the red vallev 
of war, and measured the danger and length of it with awe He 
made a detour in the glimmer and shadow of the streets, came into 
the back stable lane, and watched for a long while the light burn 
steady in the Judge’s room. The longer he gazed upon that il¬ 
luminated window-blind, the more blank became the picture of 
the man who sat behind it, endlessly turning over sheets of process, 
pausing to sip a glass of port, or rising and passing heavily about 
his book-lined walls to verify some reference. He could not com¬ 
bine the brutal judge and the industrious, dispassionate student; 
the connecting link escaped him; from such a dual nature, it was 
impossible he should predict behaviour; and he asked himself if 
he had done well to plunge into a business of which the end could 
not be foreseen; and presently after, with a sickening decline of 
confidence, if he had done loyally to strike his father. For he had 
struck him—defied him twice over and before a cloud of witnesses 
—struck him a public buffet before crowds. Who had called him 
to judge his father in these precarious and high questions? The of¬ 
fice was usurped. It might have become a stranger; in a son—there 
was no blinking it—in a son, it was disloyal. And now, between 
these two natures so antipathetic, so hateful to each other, there 
was depending an unpardonable affront: and the providence of 
God alone might foresee the manner in which it would be resented 
by Lord Hermiston. 

These misgivings tortured him all night and arose with him in 
the winter’s morning; they followed him from class to class, they 
made him shrinkingly sensitive to every shade of manner in his 
companions, they sounded in his ears through the current voice 
of the professor; and he brought them home with him at night un¬ 
abated and indeed increased. The cause of this increase lay in a 
chance encounter with the celebrated Dr. Gregory. Archie stood 
looking vaguely in the lighted window of a book shop, trying to 
nerve himself for the approaching ordeal. My lord and he had met 
and parted in the morning as they had now done for long, with 
scarcely the ordinary civilities of life; and it was plain to the son 
that nothing had yet reached the father’s ears. Indeed, when he 
recalled the awful countenance of my lord, a timid hope sprang 
up in him that perhaps there would be found no one bold enough 
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to carry talcs. If this were so, he asked himself, would he begin 
again? and he found no answer. It was at this moment that a hand 
was laid upon his arm, and a voice said in his ear, “My dear Mr. 

Archie, you had better come and see me.” 

He started, turned around, and found himself face to face with 
Dr. Gregory. “And why should I come to see you?” he asked, with 
the defiance of the miserable. 

“Because you are looking exceedingly ill,” said the doctor, and 
you very evidently want looking after, my young friend. Good folk 
are scarce, you know; and it is not every one that wquld be quite 
so much missed as yourself. It is not every one that Hermiston 
would miss.” 

And with a nod and smile, the doctor passed on. 

A moment after, Archie was in pursuit, and had in turn, but 
more roughly, seized him by the arm. 

“What do you mean? what did you mean by saying that? What 
makes you think that Hermis—my father would have missed me?” 

The doctor turned about and looked him all over with a clinical 
eye. A far more stupid man than Dr. Gregory might have guessed 
the truth; but ninety-nine out of a hundred, even if they had been 
equally inclined to kindness, would have blundered by some touch 
of charitable exaggeration. The doctor was better inspired. He 
knew the father well; in that white face of intelligence and suffer¬ 
ing, he divined something of the son; and he told, without apology 
or adornment, the plain truth. 

“When you had the measles, Mr. Archibald, you had them gey 
and ill; and I thought you were going to slip between my fingers,” 
he said. “Well, your father was anxious. How did I know it? says 
you. Simply because I am a trained observer. The sign that I saw 
him make, ten thousand would have missed; and perhaps— per¬ 
haps , I say, because he’s a hard man to judge of—but perhaps he 
never made another. A strange thing to consider! It was this. One 
day I came to him: ‘Hermiston,’ said I, ‘there’s a change.’ He never 
said a word, just glowered at me (if ye’ll pardon the phrase) like a 
wild beast. ‘A change for the better,’ said I. And I distinctly heard 
him take his breath.” 

The doctor left no opportunity for anti-climax; nodding his 
cocked hat (a piece of antiquity to which he clung) and repeating 
“Distinctly” with raised eyebrows, he took his departure, and left 
Archie speechless in the street. 
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The anecdote might be called infinitely little, and yet its mean¬ 
ing for Archie was immense. “I did not know the old man had so 
much blood in him.” He had never dreamed this sire of his. this 
aboriginal antique, this adamantine Adam, had even so much of a 
heart as to be moved in the least degree for another—and that 
other himself, who had insulted him! With the generosity of youth, 
Archie was instantly under arms upon the other side: had instantly 
created a new image of Lord Hermiston, that of a man who was all 
iron without and all sensibility within. The mind of the vile jester, 
the tongue that had pursued Duncan Jopp with unmanly insults! 
the unbeloved countenance that he had known and feared for so 
long, were all forgotten; and he hastened home, impatient to 
confess his misdeeds, impatient to throw himself on the mercy of 
this imaginary character. 


He was not to be long without a rude awakening. It was in the 
gloaming when he drew near the doorstep of the lighted house, and 
was aware of the figure of his father approaching from the op¬ 
posite side. Little daylight lingered; but on the door being opened, 
the strong yellow shine of the lamp gushed out upon the landing 
and shone full on Archie, as he stood, in the old-fashioned ob¬ 
servance of respect, to yield precedence. The Judge came without 
haste, stepping stately and firm; his chin raised, his face (as he en¬ 
tered the lamplight) strongly illumined, his mouth set hard. There 
was never a wink of change in his expression; without looking 
to the right or left, he mounted the stair, passed close to Archie, 
and entered the house. Instinctively, the boy, upon his first com¬ 
ing, had made a movement to meet him; instinctively, he recoiled 
against the railing, as the old man swept by him in a pomp of 
indignation. Words were needless; he knew all—perhaps more 
than all—and the hour of judgment was at hand. 

It is possible that, in this sudden revulsion of hope and before 
these symptoms of impending danger, Archie might have fled. 
But not even that was left to him. My lord, after hanging up his 
cloak and hat, turned round in the lighted entry, and made him an 
imperative and silent gesture with his thumb, and with the strange 
instinct of obedience, Archie followed him into the house. 

All dinner time there reigned over the Judge’s table a palpable 
silence, and as soon as the solids were despatched he rose to his feet. 

“M’Killop, tak’ the wine into my room,” said he; and then to 
his son: “Archie, you and me has to have a talk. 
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It was at this sickening moment that Archie’s courage, for the 
first and last time, entirely deserted him. “I have an appointment, 

said he. 

‘'It’ll have to be broken, then,” said Hermiston, and led the way 
into his study. 

The lamp was shaded, the fire trimmed to a nicety, the table 
covered deep with orderly documents, the backs of law books 
made a frame upon all sides that was only broken by the window 
and the doors. 

For a moment Hermiston warmed his hands at the fire, present¬ 
ing his back to Archie; then suddenly disclosed on him the terrors 

of the Hanging Face. 

“What’s this I hear of ye!” he asked. 

There was no answer possible to Archie. 

“I’ll have to tell ye, then,” pursued Hermiston. “It seems ye’ve 
been skirling against the father that begot ye, and one of His 
Maijesty’s Judges in this land; and that in the public street, and 
while an order of the Court was being executit. Forbye which, it 
would appear that ye’ve been airing your opeenions in a Coallege 
Debatin’ Society,” he paused a moment: and, then, with extraord¬ 
inary bitterness, added: “Ye damned eediot.” 

“I had meant to tell you,” stammered Archie. “I see you are 

well informed.” 

“Muckle obleeged to ye,” said his lordship, and took his usual 
seat. “And so you disapprove of caapital punishment?” he added. 

“I am sorry, sir, I. do,” said Archie. 

“I am sorry, too,” said his lordship. “And now, if you please, we 
shall approach this business with a little more parteecularity. I 
hear that at the hanging of Duncan Jopp—and, man! ye had a fine 
client there—in the middle of all the riff-raff of the ceety, ye 
thought fit to cry out, ‘This is a damned murder, and my gorge 
rises at the man that haangit him/ ” 

“No, sir, these were not my words,” cried Archie. 

“What were ye’r words, then?” asked the Judge. 

“I believe I said, ‘I denounce it as a murder!’ ” said the son, “I 
beg your pardon—a God-defying murder. I have no wish to con¬ 
ceal the truth,” he added, and looked his father for a moment in 
the face. 

“God, it would only need that of it next!” cried Hermiston. 
“There was nothing about your gorge rising, then?” 
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"That was afterwards, my lord, as I was leaving the Speculative. 

I said I had been to see the miserable creature hanged, and mv 
gorge rose at it.” y 

Did ye, though?” said Hermiston. “And I suppose ye knew 
who haangit him?” 11 7 

1 was present at the trial, I ought to tell you that, I ought to 

explain. I ask your pardon beforehand for any expression that 

may seem undutiful. The position in which I stand is wretched,” 

said the unhappy hero, now fairly face to face with the business 

he had chosen. ”1 have been reading some of your cases. I was 

present while Jopp was tried. It was a hideous business. Father, it 

was a hideous thing! Grant he was vile, why should you hunt him 

with a vileness equal to his own? It was done with glee—that is 

the word—you did it with glee; and I looked on, God help me! 
with horror.” 

“You’re a young gentleman that doesna approve of caapital 
punishment,” said Hermiston. “Weel, I’m an auld man that does. 
I was glad to get Jopp haangit, and what for would I pretend I 
wasna? You’re all for honesty, it seems; you couldn’t even steik 
your mouth on the public street. What for should I steik mines 
upon the Bench, the King’s officer, bearing the sword, a dreid to 
evil-doers, as I was from the beginning, and as I will be to the end! 
Mair than enough of it! Heedious! I never gave twa thoughts to 
heediousness, I have no call to be bonny. I’m a man that gets 
through with my day’s business, and let that suffice.” 

The ring of sarcasm had died out of his voice as he went on; the 
plain words became invested with some of the dignity of the 
justice-scat. 

“It would be telling you if you could say as much,” the speaker 
resumed. “But ye cannot. Ye’ve been reading some of my cases, ye 
say. But it was not for the law in them, it was to spy out your 
faither’s nakedness, a fine employment in a son. You’re splairging; 
you’re running at lairge in life like a wild nowt. It’s impossible 
you should think any longer of coming to the Bar. You’re not fit 
for it; no splairger is. And another thing: son of mines or no son 
of mines, you have flung fylement in public on one of the Senators 
of the Coallege of Justice, and I would make it my business to see 
that ye were never admitted there yourself. There is a kind of a 
decency to be observit. Then comes the next of it—what am I to do 
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with ye next? Ye’ll have to find some kind of a trade, for I 11 nevei 
support ye in idleset. What do ye fancy ye'll be fit for? Jhc pulp 1 
Na, they could never get diveenity into that bloackhead. H.m that 
the law of man whammies is no likely to do muckle better y t te 
law of God. What would ye make of hell? Wouldna your gorge 
rise at that? Na, there’s no room for splairgers under the iower 
quarters of John Calvin. What else is there? Speak up. Have ye got 

nothing of your own?” „ T , 

“Father, let me go to the Peninsula,” said Archie. ‘ That s all I m 


fit for—to fight.” 

“All? quo’ he!” returned the Judge. “And it would be enough 
too, if I thought it. But I’ll never trust ye so near the French, you 

that’s so Frenchifeed.” 

“You do me injustice there, sir,” said Archie. “I am loyal; I 
will not boast; but any interest I may have ever felt in the 


French- 

“Have ye been so loyal to me?” interrupted his father. 

There came no reply. 

“I think not,” continued Hermiston. “And I would send no man 
to be a servant to the King, God bless him! that has proved such a 
shauchling son to his own faither. You can splairge here on Edin¬ 
burgh street, and where’s the hairm? It doesna pay buff on me! 
And if there were twenty thousand eediots like yourself, sorrow a 
Duncan Jopp would hang the fewer. But there’s no splairging 
possible in a camp; and if you were to go to it, you would find out 
for yourself whether Lord Well’n’ton approves of caapital punish¬ 
ment or not. You a sodger!” he cried, with a sudden burst of scorn. 
“Ye auld wife, the sodgers would bray at ye like cuddies!” 

As at the drawing of a curtain, Archie was aware of some il¬ 
logicality in his position, and stood abashed. He had a strong 
impression, besides, of the essential valour of the old gentleman be¬ 
fore him, how conveyed it would be hard to say. 

“Well, have ye no other proposeetion?” said my lord again. 

“You have taken this so calmly, sir, that I cannot but stand 
ashamed,” began Archie. 

“I’m nearer voamiting, though, than you would fancy,” said my 
lord. 

The blood rose to Archie’s brow. 

“I beg your pardon, I should have said that you had accepted 
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gisc^uT do 'l ask^" U T ana(fr ° nt; 1 did n °‘ *Wnk to apolo- 
g ' . V d 1 k your P ardon: 11 will not be so again, I pass vou 
im " ort o honour. ... I should have said that I admired your 
magnan.tn.ty w.th-this-offender,” Archie concluded with a gulp 
I have no other son. ye see,” said Hermiston. “A bonny one I 
hate gotten! But X must just do the best I can wi' him, and what 
am I to do. If ye had been younger, I would have wheepit ye for 
tins ridecculous exhibeetion. The way it is, I have just to grin and 
beat. But one thing is to be clearly understood. As a faither, I must 
grin and bear it; but if I had been the Lord Advocate instead of 

the Lord Justice-Clerk, son or no son, Mr. Erchibald Weir would 
have been in a jyle the night." 


Archie was now dominated. Lord Hermiston was coarse and 
cruel; and yet the son was aware of a bloomless nobility, an un¬ 
gracious abnegation of the man’s self in the man’s office. At every 
word, this sense of the greatness of Lord Hermiston’s spirit struck 
more home; and along with it that of his own impotence, who had 
struck and perhaps basely struck—at his own father, and not 
reached so far as to have even nettled him. 

"I place myself in your hands without reserve," he said. 

“That’s the first sensible word I’ve had of ye the night," said 
Hermiston. “I can tell ye, that would have been the end of it, the 
one way or the other; but it’s better ye should come there yourself, 
than what I would have had to hirstle ye. Weel, by my way of it— 
and my way is the best—there’s just the one thing it’s possible 
that ye might be with decency, and that’s a laird. Ye’ll be out of 
hairm’s way at the least of it. If ye have to rowt, ye can rowt amang 
the kye; and the maist feck of the caapital punishment ye’re like to 
come across’ll be guddling trouts. Now, I’m for no idle lairdies; 
every man has to work, if it’s only at peddling ballants; to work, 
or to be wheeped, or to be haangit. If I set ye down at Hermiston, 
I’ll have to see you work that place the way it has never been 
workit yet; ye must ken about the sheep like a herd; ye must be my 
grieve there, and I’ll see that I gain by ye. Is that understoood?" 

"I will do my best," said Archie. 

"Well, then. I’ll send Kirstie word the morn, and ye can go your¬ 
self the day after," said Hermiston. "And just try to be less of an 
eediotJ" he concluded, with a freezing smile, and turned immedi¬ 
ately to the papers on his desk. 
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4. Opinion of the Bench 


T ATE THE SAME NIGHT, AFTER A DISORDERED WALK, ARCHIE W 

L admitted into Lord Glenalmond's dining-room where he s 
with a book upon his knee, beside three frugal coals of fire..In h * 
robes upon the Bench, Glenalmond had a certain air of burhnew. 
plucked*of these, it was a may-pole of a man that rose unsteadily 
from his chair to give his visitor welcome. Archie had suffered 
much in the last days, he had suffered again that evening; his face 
was white and drawn, his eyes wild and dark. But Lord Gle - 
almond greeted him without the least mark of surprise or cur- 

10S ‘‘Come in, come in,” said he. "Come in and take a seat Car- 
stairs” (to his servant), “make up the fire, and then you can bring 
a bit of supper,” and again to Archie, with a very trivial accent; I 

was half expecting you,” he added. 

“No supper,” said Archie. “It is impossible that I should 


eat. . . , 

“Not impossible,” said the tall old man, laying his hand upon 

his shoulder, “and, if you will believe me, necessary.” 

“You know what brings me?” said Archie, as soon as the servant 

had left the room. <<TA ‘ ... 

“I have a guess, I have a guess,” replied Glenalmond. We will 

talk of it presently—when Carstairs has come and gone, and you 

have had a piece of my good Cheddar cheese and a pull at the 

porter tankard*: not before.” 

“It is impossible I should eat*” repeated Archie. 

“Tut, tutl” said Lord (Jlenalmond. “You have eaten nothing to¬ 
day, and, I venture to add, nothing yesterday. There is no case 
that may not be made worse; this may be a very disagreeable 
business, but if you were to fall sick and die, it would be still more 
so, and for all concerned—for all concerned.” 

“I see you must know all,” said Archie. “Where did you hear it?” 
“In the mart of scandal, in the Parliament House,” said Glen¬ 
almond. “It runs riot below among the Bar and the public, but it 
sifts up to us upon the Bench, and rumour has some of her voices 

even in the divisions.” 

Carstairs returned at this moment, and rapidly laid out a little 
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human conversation; and Archie sat upon the other side n m 
ceding him, brooding over his wrongs and errors. 

onr, Ut 4n SOOn ,r th r SCrVant " aS S ° ne ' he broke £ °rth again at 
been your ^ * Wh ° dared l ° tel1 him? Could it have 


"No, it was not me,” said the Judge; ‘'although—to be quite 
frank w.th you, and after I had seen and warned you-it might 
have been me. I believe it was Glenkindie.” b 


“That shrimp!” cried Archie. 

As you say, that shrimp,” returned my lord; “although really it 
is scarce a fitting mode of expression for one of the Senators of the 
College of Justice. We were hearing the parties in a long, crucial 
case before the fifteen; Creech was moving at some length for an 
infeftment; when I saw Glenkindie lean forward to Hermiston 
with his hand over his mouth and make him a secret communica¬ 
tion. No one could have guessed its nature from your father; from 
Glenkindie, yes, his malice sparkled out of him a little grossly. But 
your father, no. A man of granite. The next moment he pounced 
upon Creech. ‘Mr. Creech,’ says he, ‘I’ll take a look of that sasine,’ 
and for thirty minutes after,” said Glenalmond, with a smile, 
“Messrs. Creech and Co. were fighting a pretty up-hill battle, which 
resulted, I need hardly add, in their total rout. The case was dis¬ 


missed. No, I doubt if ever I heard Hermiston better inspired. He 
was literally rejoicing in apicibus juris .” 

Archie was able to endure no longer. He thrust his plate away 
and interrupted the deliberate and insignificant stream of talk. 
“Here,” he said, “I have made a fool of myself, if I have not made 
something worse. Do you judge between us—judge between a 
father and a son. I can speak to you; it is not like ... I will tell 
you what I feel and what I mean to do; and you shall be the 
judge,” he repeated. 

“I decline jurisdiction,” said Glenalmond with extreme serious¬ 
ness. “But, my dear boy, if it will do you any good to talk, and if 
it will interest you at all to hear what I may choose to say when I 
have heard you, I am quite at your command. Let an old man say 
it, for once, and not need to blush: I love you like a son.” 

There came a sudden sharp sound in Archie's throat. “Ay,” he 
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cried, “and there it is! Love! Like a son! And how do you think I 

love my father?” 

“Quietly, quietly,” says my lord. 

“I will be very quiet,” replied Archie. “And I will be baldly 
frank. I do not love my father; I wonder sometimes if I do not 
hate him. There’s my shame; perhaps my sin; at least, and m the 
sight of God, not my fault. How was I to love him? He has nevei 
spoken to me, never smiled upon me; I do not think he ever 
touched me. You know the way he talks? You do not talk so, yet 
you can sit and hear him without shuddering, and I cannot. My 
soul is sick when he begins with it; I could smite him in the mouth. 
And all that’s nothing. I was at the trial of this Jopp. You were 
not there, but you must have heard him often; the man’s notorious 
for it, for being—look at my position! he’s my father and this is 
how I have to speak of him—notorious for being a brute and cruel 
and a coward. Lord Glenalmond, I give you my word, when I 
came out of that Court, I longed to die—the shame of it was be¬ 
yond my strength: but I—I-” he rose from his seat and began 

to pace the room in a disorder. “Well, who am I? A boy, who have 
never been tried, have never done anything except this two¬ 
penny impotent folly with my father. But I tell you, my lord, and 
I know myself, I am at least that kind of a man—or that kind of a 
boy, if you prefer it—that I could die in torments rather than that 
any one should suffer as that scoundrel suffered. Well, and what 
have I done? I see it now. I have made a fool of myself, as I said 
in the beginning; and I have gone back, and asked my father s 
pardon, and placed myself wholly in his hands—and he has sent 
me to Hermiston,” with a wretched smile, “for life, I suppose—and 
what can I say? he strikes me as having done quite right, and let 
me off better than I had deserved.” 

“My poor, dear boy!” observed Glenalmond. “My poor dear 
and, if you will allow me to say so, very foolish boy! You are only 
discovering where you are; to one of your temperament, or of 
mine, a painful discovery. The world was not made for us; it was 
made for ten hundred millions of men, all different from each 
other and from us; there’s no royal road there, we just have to 
sclamber and tumble. Don’t think that I am at all disposed to be 
surprised; don’t suppose that I ever think of blaming you; indeed 
I rather admire! But there fall to be offered one or two observa¬ 
tions on the case which occur to me and which (if you will listen to 



108 


WEIR OF HERMISTON 


111 dls Pas S ionatcly) may be the means of inducing you to view 
He "tatter more calmly. First of all, I cannot acquit you of a rood 
deal of what ts called intolerance. You seem to have been 
much offended because your father talks a little sculduddery after 

mner. winch tt is perfectly licit for him to do, and which!,, 
though 1 am not very fond of it myself) appears to be entirely an 
alla.r of taste. Your father, I scarcely like to remind you, since it is 
so true a commonplace, is older than yourself. At least, he is major 
and su, juris and may please himself in the matter of his conversa¬ 
tion. And, do you know, I wonder if he might not have as good an 
answer against you and me? We say we sometimes find him coarse 

but I suspect he might retort that he finds us always dull. Perhaps 
a relevant exception.” 1 

He beamed on Archie, but no smile could be elicited. 

“And now,” proceeded the Judge, “for ‘Archibald on Capital 
Punishment.’ This is a very plausible academic opinion; of course 
I do not and I cannot hold it; but that’s not to say that many able 
and excellent persons have not done so in the past. Possibly, in the 
past also, I may have a little dipped myself in the same heresy. My 
third client, or possibly my fourth, was the means of a return in 
my opinions. I never saw the man I more believed in; I would have 
put my hand in the fire, I would have gone to the cross for him; 
and when it came to trial he was gradually pictured before me, by 
undeniable probation, in the light of so gross, so cold-blooded, and 
so black-hearted a villain, that I had a mind to have cast my brief 
upon the table. I was then boiling against the man with even a 
more tropical temperature than I had been boiling for him. But I 
said to myself: ‘No, you have taken up his case; and because you 
have changed your mind it must not be suffered to let drop. All 
that rich tide of eloquence that you prepared last night with so 
much enthusiasm is out of place, and yet you must not desert him, 
you must say something.’ So I said something, and I got him off. 
It made my reputation. But an experience of that kind is forma¬ 
tive. A man must not bring his passions to the Bar—or to the 
Bench.” 

This story had slightly rekindled Archie’s interest. “I could 
never deny,” he began—“I mean I can conceive that some men 
would be better dead. But who are we to know all the springs of 
God’s unfortunate creatures? Who are we to trust ourselves where 
it seems that God himself must think twice before He treads, and 
to do it with delight? Yes, with delight. Tigris ut aspera.” 
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“Perhaps not a pleasant spectacle/' said Glenalmond. “And yet, 

do you know, I think somehow a great one. 

“I’ve had a long talk with him to-night,” said Archie. 

“I was supposing so,” said Glenalmond. 

“And he struck me-I cannot deny that he struck me as some- 
thing very big,” pursued the son. “Yes, he is big. He never spoke 
about himself; only about me. I suppose I admired him. T 

dreadful part-” , 

“Suppose we did not talk about that,” interrupted Glenalmond 

“You know it very well, it cannot in any way help that you should 

brood upon it, and I sometimes wonder whether you and I who 

are a pair of sentimentalists—are quite good judges of plain men. 

“How do you mean?” asked Archie. 

“Fair judges, I mean," replied Glenalmond. “Can we be just to 
them? Do we not ask too much? There was a word of yours just 
now that impressed me a little when you asked me who we were 
to know all the springs of God's unfortunate creatures. You ap¬ 
plied that, as I understood, to capital cases only. But does it—I 
ask myself—does it not apply all through? Is it any less difficult to 
judge of a good man or of a half-good man, than of the worst 
criminal at the Bar? And may not each have relevant excuses?” 
“Ah, but we do not talk of punishing the good," cried Archie. 
“No, we do not talk of it,” said Glenalmond. “But I think we do 

it. Your father, for instance.” 

“You think I have punished him?” cried Archie. 

Lord Glenalmond bowed his head. 

“I think I have,” said Archie. “And the worst is, I think he feels 
it! How much, who can tell, with such a being? But I think he 

does.” 

“And I am sure of it,” said Glenalmond. 


“Has he spoken to you, then?” cried Archie. 

“Oh, no,” replied the Judge. 

“I tell you honestly,” said Archie, “I want to make it up to him. 
I will go, I have already pledged myself to go, to Hermiston. That 
was to him. And now I pledge myself to you, in the sight of God, 
that I will close my mouth on capital punishment and all other 
subjects where our views may clash, for—how long shall I say? 
when shall I have sense enough?—ten years. Is that well?” 


“It is well,” said my lord. 

“As far as it goes,” said Archie. “It is enough as regards myself, 
it is to lay down enough of my conceit. But as regards him, whom 
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"And I take your hand as a solemnity," replied the Judge "God 
bless you, my dear, and enable you to keep your promle God 

votn V° U 111 t U Ue Way> a, ’ d s P a, e ™'" days, and preserve to you 

loiehcad in a gracious, distant, antiquated nay; and instantly 
bunched, with a marked change of voice, into another subTec 

«rv mv Che Id “ ^ ^ tankard: and 1 belicve - « you will 

The r ar )OU wouId fi,Kl *>ad a better appetite. 

The Com t has spoken, and the case is dismissed.” 

No, there is one thing I must say," cried Archie. "I must say it 

in justice to himself. I know—I believe faithfully, slavishly, after 

otii talk—he will never ask me anything unjust. I am proud to 

eel it, that we have that much in common, I am proud to say it to 
you. ; 


rhe J«dge, with shining eyes, raised his tankard. “And I think 
perhaps that we might permit ourselves a toast/’ said he. “I should 
like to propose the health of a man very different from me and 
very much my superior—a man from whom I have often differed, 
who has often (in the trivial expression) rubbed me the wrong way, 
but whom I have never ceased to respect and, I may add, to be not 
a little afraid of. Shall I give you his name?’’ 

“The Lord Justice-Clerk, Lord Hermiston,” said Archie, almost 
with gaiety; and the pair drank the toast deeply. 

It was not precisely easy to re-establish, after these emotional 
passages, the natural flow of conversation. But the Judge eked out 
what was wanting with kind looks, produced his snuff-box (which 
was very rarely seen) to fill in a pause, and at last, despairing of 
any further social success, was upon the point of getting down a 
book to read a favourite passage, when there came a rather startling 
summons at the front door, and Carstairs ushered in my Lord Glen- 
kindie, hot from a midnight supper. I am not aware that Glen- 
kindie was ever a beautiful object, being short, and gross-bodied, 
and with an expression of sensuality comparable to a bear’s. At 
that moment, coming in hissing from many potations, with a 
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flushed countenance and blurred eyes, he was strikingly contraste 
with the tall, pale, kingly figure of Glenalmond. A rush of con- 
fused thought came over Archie-of shame that this was one of h 
father’s elect friends; of pride, that at the least of it Herm.ston 
could carry his liquor; and last of all, of rage, that he should have 
here under his eye the man that had betrayed linn. And then that 
too passed away; and he sat quiet, biding his opportunity. 

The tipsy Senator plunged at once into an explanation wit 1 
Glenalmond. There was a point reserved yesterday, he had been 
able to make neither head nor tail of it, and seeing lights in the 
house, he had just dropped in for a glass of porter—and at this 
point he became aware of the third person. Archie saw the cod s 
mouth and the blunt lips of Glenkindie gape at him for a mo- 


ment, and the recognition twinkle in his eyes. 

“Who’s this?” said he. “What? is this possibly you, Don Quick- 
shot? And how are ye? And how’s your father? And what’s all this 
we hear of you? It seems you’re a most extraordinary leveller, by 
tall tales. No king, no parliaments, and your gorge rises at the 
macers, worthy men! Hoot, too! Dear, dear me! Your father’s son 

too! Most rideekulous!” 

Archie was on his feet, flushing a little at the reappearance of 
his unhappy figure of speech, but perfectly self-possessed. “My lord 
—and you, Lord Glenalmond, my dear friend,” he began, “this is a 
happy chance for me, that I can make my confession and offer my 

apologies to two of you at once.” 

“Ah, but I don’t know about that. Confession? It’ll be judeecial, 
my young friend,” cried the jocular Glenkindie. And I m afraid to 
listen to ye. Think if ye were to make me a coanvert!” 

“If you would allow me, my lord,” returned Archie, “what I 
have to say is very serious to me; and be pleased to be humourous 

after I am gone.” 

“Remember, I’ll hear nothing against the macers!” put in the 
incorrigible Glenkindie. 

But Archie continued as though he had not spoken. “I have 
played, both yesterday and today, a part for which I can only offer 
the excuse of youth. I was so unwise as to go to an execution; it 
seems, I made a scene at the gallows; not content with which, I 
spoke the same night in a college society against capital punish¬ 
ment. This is the extent of what I have done, and in case you 
hear more alleged against me, I protest my innocence. I have ex- 
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pressed my regret already to my father, who is so good as to pass 

CO " duct ° ver — ln a dc S lee ’ an d »pon the condition that l am 
to leave my law studies.” 


o. Winter on the Moors 

I . AT HERMISTON 

rp HE ROAD TO HERMISTON RUNS FOR A GREAT PART OF THE WAY 

X up the valley of a stream, a favourite with anglers and with 
midges, full of falls and pools, and shaded by willows and natural 
woods of birch. Here and there, but at great distances, a by¬ 
way branches off, and a gaunt farmhouse may be descried above in 
a fold of the hill; but the more part of the time, the road would be 
quite empty of passage and the hills of habitation. Hermiston 
parish is one of the least populous in Scotland; and, by the time 
you came that length, you would scarce be surprised at the inimi¬ 
table smallness of the kirk, a dwarfish, ancient place seated for 
fifty, and standing in a green by the burnside among twoscore 
gravestones. The manse close by, although no more than a cottage, 
is surrounded by the brightness of a flower-garden and the straw 
roofs of bees; and the whole colony, kirk and manse, garden and 
graveyard, finds harbourage in a grove of rowans, and is all the 
year round in a great silence broken only by the drone of the bees, 
the tinkle of the burn, and the bell on Sundays. A mile beyond the 
kirk the road leaves the valley by a precipitous ascent, and brings 
you a little after to the place of Hermiston, where it comes to an 
end in the back-yard before the coach-house. All beyond and about 
is the great field of the hills; the plover, the curlew, and the lark 
cry there; the wind blows as it blows in a ship’s rigging, hard and 
cold and pure; and the hilltops huddle one behind another like a 
herd of cattle into the sunset. 

The house was sixty years old, unsightly, comfortable; a farm¬ 
yard and a kitchen garden on the left, with a fruit wall where 
little hard green pears came to their maturity about the end of 
October. 

The policy (as who should say the park) was of some extent, 
but very ill reclaimed; heather and moorfowl had crossed the 
boundary wall and spread and roosted within; and it would have 
tasked a landscape gardener to say where policy ended and un- 
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policied nature began. My lord had been led by the influence of 
Mr Sheriff Scott into a considerable design of planting; many acres 
were accordingly set out with fir, and the little feathery besoms 
gave a false scale and lent a strange air of a toy-shop to the moors. 
A great, rooty sweetness of bogs was in the air, and at all seasons 
an infinite melancholy piping of hill birds. Standing so high and 
with so little shelter, it was a cold, exposed house, splashed by 
showers, drenched by continuous rains that made the gutters to 
spout, beaten upon and buffeted by all the winds of heaven; and 
the prospect would be often black with tempest, and often white 
with the snows of winter. But the house was wind and weathei 
proof, the hearths were kept bright, and the rooms pleasant with 
live fires of peat; and Archie might sit of an evening and hear the 
squalls bugle on the moorland, and watch the fire prosper in the 
earthly fuel, and the smoke winding up the chimney, and drink 
deep of the pleasures of shelter. 

Solitary as the place was, Archie did not want neighbours. Every 
night, if he chose, he might go down to the manse and share a 
“brewst” of toddy with the minister—a hare-brained ancient 
gentleman, long and light and still active, though his knees were 
loosened with age, and his voice broke continually in childish 
trebles—and his lady wife, a heavy, comely dame, without a word 
to say for herself beyond good-even and good-day. Harum-scarum, 
clodpole young lairds of the neighbourhood paid him the compli¬ 
ment of a visit. Young Hay of Romanes rode down to call, on his 
crop-eared pony; young Pringle of Drumanno came up on his bon} 
grey. Hay remained on the hospitable field, and must be carried 
to bed; Pringle got somehow to his saddle about 3 a.m., and (as 
Archie stood with the lamp on the upper doorstep) lurched, ut¬ 
tered a senseless view halloa, and vanished out of the small circle 
of illumination like a wraith. Yet a minute or two longer the clat¬ 
ter of his break-neck flight was audible, then it was cut off by the 
intervening steepness of the hill; and again, a great while after, the 
renewed beating of phantom horse-hoofs, far in the valley of the 
Hermiston, showed that the horse at least, if not his rider, was still 
on the homeward way. 

There was a Tuesday Club at the “Crosskeys” in Crossmichael, 
where the young bloods of the country-side congregated and drank 
deep on a percentage of the expense, so that he was left gainer 
who should have drunk the most. Archie had no great mind to 
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this diversion, but he took it like a duty laid unon b™ 

a decent regularity, did his manfullest with th/linuorhTT 

Ho ZZ “,‘n Kll ““ ■"<> > h « !■» Hu. l.olped he. 

He dined at Driflel, supped at Windielaws. He went to 

year s ball at Huntsfield and was made welcome, and thereafter 
lode to hounds with my Lord Muirfell, upon whose name, as that 
a legitimate Lord of Parliament, in a work so full of Lords of 
Session, my pen should pause reverently. Vet the same fate at 
tended him here as in Edinburgh. The habit of solitude tends to 
perpetuate itself, and an austerity of which he was quite un¬ 
conscious, and a pride which seemed arrogance, and perhaps was 
chiefly shyness, discouraged and offended his new companions 
Hay did not return more than twice, Pringle never at all, and there 
came a time when Archie even desisted from the Tuesday Club 
and became in all things—what he had had the name of almost 
from the first—the Recluse of Hermiston. High-nosed Miss Pringle 
of Drumanno and high-stepping Miss Marshall of the Mains were 
understood to have had a difference of opinion about him the day 
after the ball—he was none the wiser, he could not suppose him¬ 
self to be remarked by these entrancing ladies. At the ball itself 
my Lord Muirfell’s daughter, the Lady Flora, spoke to him twice, 
and the second time with a touch of appeal, so that her colour rose 
and hei ^oice trembled a little in his ear, like a passing grace in 
music. He stepped back with a heart on fire, coldly and not un¬ 
gracefully excused himself, and a little after watched her dancing 
with young Drumanno of the empty laugh, and was harrowed at 
the sight, and raged to himself that this was a world in which it 


was given to Drumanno to please, and to himself only to stand 
aside and envy. He seemed excluded, as of right, from the favour of 
such society—seemed to extinguish mirth wherever he came, and 
was quick to feel the wound, and desist, and retire into solitude. 
If he had but understood the figure he presented, and the im¬ 
pression he made on these bright eyes and tender hearts; if he had 
but guessed that the Recluse of Hermiston, young, graceful, well 
spoken, but always cold, stirred the maidens of the county with 
the charm of Byronism when Byronism was new, it may be ques¬ 
tioned whether his destiny might not even yet have been modified. 
It may be questioned, and I think it should be doubted. It was in 
his horoscope to be parsimonious of pain to himself, or of the 
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chance of pain, even to the avoidance of any opi-rtunhy of pleas- 
«re- to have a Roman sense of duty, an instinctive aristocracy ol 
manners and taste; to be the son of Adam Weir and Jean Ruther- 

ford. 


II. KIRSTIE 

Kirstie was now over fifty, and might have sat to a sculptor. Long 
of limb and still light of foot, deep-breasted, robust-loined, he 
golden hair not yet mingled with any trace of silver, t e years 
had but caressed and embellished her. By the lines of a rich and 
vigorous maternity, she seemed destined to be the bride of heroes 
and the mother of their children; and behold, by the iniquity of 
fate, she had passed through her youth alone, and drew near to 
the confines of age, a childless woman. The tender ambitions that 
she had received at birth had been, by time and disappointment, 
diverted into a certain barren zeal of industry and fury of inter¬ 
ference She carried her thwarted ardours into housework, she 
washed floors with her empty heart. If she could not win the love 
of one with love, she must dominate all by her temper. Hasty, 
wordy, and wrathful, she had a drawn quarrel with most of her 
neighbours, and with the others not much more than armed neu¬ 
trality. The grieve’s wife had been “sneisty”; the sister of the gar¬ 
dener, who kept house for him, had shown herself “upsitten”; and 
she wrote to Lord Hermiston about once a year demanding the 
discharge of the offenders, and justifying the demand by much 
wealth of detail. For it must not be supposed that the quarrel 
rested with the wife and did not take in the husband also—or with 
the gardener’s sister, and did not speedily include the gardener 
himself. As the upshot of all this petty quarrelling and intemperate 
speech, she was practically excluded (like a lightkeeper on his 
tower) from the comforts of human association; except with her 
own indoor drudge, who, being but a lassie and entirely at her 
mercy, must submit to the shifty weather of “the mistress’s” moods 
without complaint, and be willing to take buffets or caresses ac¬ 
cording to the temper of the hour. To Kirstie, thus situate and in 
the Indian summer of her heart, which was slow to submit to age, 
the gods sent this equivocal good thing of Archie’s presence. She 
had known him in the cradle and paddled him when he misbe¬ 
haved; and yet, as she had not so much as set eyes on him since 
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he was eleven and had his last serious illness, the tall, slender re¬ 
fined, and rather melancholy young gentleman of twenty came 

Hermtston, the land htmsel'he had an air of distinctive 
supenoruy. a cold straight glance of his black eyes, that abashed 
the woman s tantrums in the beginning, and therefore the pos¬ 
sibility of any quarrel was excluded. He was new, and therefore 
immediately aroused her curiosity; he was reticent, and kept it 
awake. And lastly he was dark and she fair, and he was male and 
she female, the everlasting fountains of interest. 

Her feeling partook of the loyalty of a clanswoman, the hero- 
worship of a maiden aunt, and the idolatry due to a god. No mat¬ 
ter what he had asked of her, ridiculous or tragic, she would have 
done it and joyed to do it. Her passion, for it was nothing less, en¬ 
tirely filled her. It was a rich physical pleasure to make his bed or 
light his lamp for him when he was absent, to pull off his wet boots 
or wait on him at dinner when he returned. A young man who 
should have so doted on the idea, moral and physical, of any 
woman, might be properly described as being in love, head and 

heels, and would have behaved himself accordingly. But Kirstie_ 

though her heart leaped at his coming footsteps—though, when he 
patted her shoulder, her face brightened for the day—had not a 
hope or thought beyond the present moment and its perpetuation 
to the end of time. Till the end of time she would have had noth¬ 
ing altered, but still continue delightedly to serve her idol, and be 
repaid (say twice in the month) with a clap on the shoulder. 

I have said her heart leaped—it is the accepted phrase. But 
rather, when she was alone in any chamber of the house, and heard 
his foot passing on the corridors, something in her bosom rose 
slowly until her breath was suspended, and as slowly fell again 
with a deep sigh, when the steps had passed and she was disap¬ 
pointed of her eyes' desire. This perpetual hunger and thirst of 
his presence kept her all day on the alert. When he went forth at 


*r, re- 
camc 


morning, she would stand and follow him with admiring looks. 
As it grew late and drew to the time of his return, she would steal 
forth to a corner of the policy wall and be seen standing there 
sometimes by the hour together, gazing with shaded eyes, waiting 
the exquisite and barren pleasure of his view a mile off on the 
mountains. When at night she had trimmed and gathered the fire, 
turned down his bed, and laid out his night-gear—when there 
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was no more to be done for the king’s pleasure, but to remember 
him fervently in her usually very tepid prayers, and go to be 
brooding upon his perfections, his future career, and what s 
should give him the next day for dinner-there still remained 
before her one more opportunity; she was still to take in the ray 
to say good-night. Sometimes Archie would glance up from 1 
book with a preoccupied nod and a perfunctory salutation which 
was in truth a dismissal; sometimes-and by degrees more often— 
the volume would be laid aside, he would meet her coming with 
a look of relief; and the conversation would be engaged, last out 
the supper, and be prolonged till the small hours by the waning 
fire It was no wonder that Archie was fond of company after his 
solitary days; and Kirstie, upon her side, exerted all the arts of her 
vigorous nature to ensnare his attention. She would keep back 
some piece of news during dinner to be fired off with the entrance 
of the supper tray, and form as it were the lever de ndeau of the 
evening’s entertainment. Once he had heard her tongue wag, she 
made sure of the result. From one subject to another she moved 
by insidious transitions, fearing the least silence, fearing almost to 
give him time for an answer lest it should slip into a hint of separa¬ 
tion. Like so many people of her class, she was a brave narrator; 
her place was on the hearth-rug and she made it a rostrum, miming 
her stories as she told them, fitting them with vital detail, spinning 
them out with endless “quo’ he’s’’ and “quo’ she’s,’’ her voice sink¬ 
ing into a whisper over the supernatural or the horrific; until she 
would suddenly spring up in affected surprise, and pointing to 
the clock, “Mercy, Mr. Archie!’’ she would say, “Whatten a time o* 
night is this of it! God forgive me for a daft wife!” So it befell, by 
good management, that she was not only the first to begin these 
nocturnal conversations, but invariably the first to break them off, 
so she managed to retire and not to be dismissed. 


III. A BORDER FAMILY 

Such an unequal intimacy has never been uncommon in Scot¬ 
land, where the clan spirit survives; where the servant tends to 
spend her life in the same service, a helpmeet at first, then a tyrant, 
and at last a pensioner; where, besides, she is not necessarily desti¬ 
tute of the pride of birth, but is, perhaps, like Kirstie, a connection 
of her master’s, and at least knows the legend of her own family, 
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and may count kinship with some illustrious dead. For that is the 
mark of the Scot of all Casses: that he stands in an attitude towards 
PaSt Un ' hl " ab e to Englishmen, and remembers and cherishe 
he memory of h.s forbears, good or bad; and there burns alive in 
him a sense of identity with the dead even to the twentieth gen¬ 
eration. No more characteristic instance could be found than in 
lc family of kirstie Elliott. They were all, and Kirstie the first of 
all, icady and eager to pour forth the particulars of their geneal 
ogy embellished with every detail that memory had handed down 
or fancy fabricated; and, behold! from every ramification of that 
tree there dangled a halter. The Elliotts themselves have had a 
chequered history; but these Elliotts deduced, besides, from three 
of the most unfortunate of the border clans—the Nicksons, the 
Ellwalds, and the Crozcrs. One ancestor after another might be 
seen appearing a moment out of the rain and the hill mist upon 
his furtive business, speeding home, perhaps, with a paltry booty 
of lame horses and lean kine, or squealing and dealing death in 
some moorland feud of the ferrets and the wildcats. One after 
another closed his obscure adventures in mid-air, triced up to the 
arm of the royal gibbet or the Baron’s dule-tree. For the rusty 
blunderbuss of Scots criminal justice, which usually hurts nobody 
but jurymen, became a weapon of precision for the Nicksons, the 
Ellwalds, and the Crozers. The exhilaration of their exploits 
seemed to haunt the memories of their descendants alone, and 


the shame to be forgotten. Pride glowed in their bosoms to publish 
their relationship to “Andrew Ellwald of the Laverockstanes, 
called ‘Unchancy Dand,’ who was justifeed wi’ seeven mair of the 
same name as Jeddart in the days of King James the Sax.” In all 
this tissue of crime and misfortune, the Elliotts of Cauldstaneslap 
had one boast which must appear legitimate: the males were gal¬ 
lows-birds, born outlaws, petty thieves, and deadly brawlers; but 
according to the same tradition, the females were all chaste and 
faithful. The power of ancestry on the character is not limited to 
the inheritance of cells. If I buy ancestors by the gross from the 
benevolence of Lion King at Arms, my grandson (if he is Scottish) 
will feel a quickening emulation of their deeds. The men of the 
Elliotts were proud, lawless, violent as of right, cherishing and 
prolonging a tradition. In like manner with the women. And the 
woman, essentially passionate and reckless, who crouched on the 
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rug, in the shine of the peat fire, telling these tales, had cherished 

through life a wild integrity of virtue. 

Her father Gilbert had been deeply pious, a savage disciplmanan 
in the antique style, and withal a notorious smuggler. I mma 
when I was a bairn getting mony a skelp and being shoo d to bed 
like pou’try,” she would say. “That would be when the lads and 
their bit kegs were on the road. We've had the riffraff of two-three 
counties in our kitchen, mony's the time, betwix’ the twelve and 
the three; and their lanterns would be standing in the forecourt, 
ay, a score o’ them at once. But there was nae ungodly talk per¬ 
mitted at Cauldstaneslap; my faither was a consistent man in 
walk and conversation; just let slip an aith, and there was tie 
door to ye! He had that zeal for the Lord, it was a fair wonder to 
hear him pray, but the faimily has aye had a gift that ^ay^ This 
father was twice married, once to a dark woman of the old Ellwald 
stock by whom he had Gilbert, presently of Cauldstaneslap; and, 
secondly, to the mother of Kirstie. “He was an auld man when he 
married her, a fell auld man wi’ a muckle voice—you could hear 
him rowting from the top o’ the kye-stairs,” she said; “but for her, 
it appears, she was a perfit wonder. It was gentle blood she had, Mr. 
Archie, for it was your ain. The country-side gaed gyte about her 
and her gowden hair. Mines is no to be mentioned wi’ it, and 
there’s few weemen has mair hair than what I have, or yet a bon¬ 
nier colour. Often would I tell my dear Miss Jeannie—that was 
your mother, dear, she was cruel ta’en up about her hair, it was 
unco tender, ye see—‘Houts, Miss Jeannie,’ I would say, ‘just fling 
your washes and your French dentifrishes in the back o’ the fire, 
for that’s the place for them; and awa’ down to a burnside, and 
wash yersel in cauld hill water, and dry your bonny hair in the 
caller wind o’ the muirs, the way that my mother aye washed hers, 
and that I have aye made it a practice to have washen mines—just 
you do what I tell ye, my dear, and ye’ll give me news of it! Ye’ll 
have hair, and routh of hair, a pigtail as thick’s my arm,’ I said, 
‘and the bonniest colour like the clear gowden guineas, so as the 
lads in kirk’ll no can keep their eyes off it!’ Weel, it lasted out her 
time, puir thing! I cuttit a lock of it upon her corp that was lying 
there sae cauld. I’ll show it ye some of thir days if ye re good. But, 
as I was sayin’, my mither-” 

On the death of the father there remained golden-haired Kirstie, 
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i' -lck'"-scd r r f n ' Vith h " diStant kinSfolk - the Rutherfords, and 

ack-a-Msed Gilbert, twenty years older, who farmed the Cauld 

aneslap. married, and begot four sons between 1773 and 1784 

Zt Cape U f 1 V r ’ a , P ° StSCript ' in ’ 97 ’ the > ear o£ Camperdown 
and Cape St. A incent. It seemed it was a tradition of the family to 

wind up with a belated girl. In 1804, at the age of sixty Gilbert 

met an end that might be called heroic. He was due home from 

market any time from eight at night till five in the morning, and 

in any condition from the quarrelsome to the speechless, for he 

maintained to that age the goodly customs of the Scots farmer. It 

was known on this occasion that he had a good bit of money to 

ring home; the word had gone round loosely. The laird had 

shown his guineas, and if anybody had but noticed it, there was 

an ill-looking, vagabond crew, the scum of Edinburgh, that drew 

out of the market long ere it was dusk and took the hill-road by 

Hermiston, where it was not to be believed that they had lawful 

business. One of the country-side, one Dickieson, they took with 

them to be their guide, and dear he paid for itl Of a sudden, in 

the ford of the Broken Dykes, this vermin clan fell on the laird. 

six to one, and him three parts asleep, having drunk hard. But it is 

ill to catch an Elliott. For awhile, in the night and the black 

water that was deep as to his saddle-girths, he wrought with his 

staff like a smith at his stithy, and great was the sound of oaths and 

blows. With that the ambuscade was burst, and he rode for home 

with a pistol-ball in him, three knife-wounds, the loss of his front 

teeth, a broken rib and bridle, and a dying horse. That was a race 


with death that the laird rodel In the mirk night, with his broken 
bridle and his head swimming, he dug his spurs to the rowels in 
the horse’s side, and the horse, that was even worse off than him¬ 
self, the poor creature! screamed out loud like a person as he went, 
so that the hills echoed with it, and the folks at Cauldstaneslap got 
to their feet about the table and looked at each other with white 
faces. The horse fell dead at the yard gate, the laird won the 
length of the house and fell there on the threshold. To the son 
that raised him he gave the bag of money. “Hae,” said he. All the 
way up the thieves had seemed to him to be at his heels, but now 
the hallucination left him—he saw them again in the place of the 
ambuscade—and the thirst of vengeance seized on his dying mind. 
Raising himself and pointing with an imperious finger into the 
black night from which he had come, he uttered the single com- 
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mand, “Brocken Dykes,” and fainted. He had never been loved, 
but he had been feared in honour. At that sight, at that word 
gasped out at them from a toothless and bleeding mouth, the o c 
Elliott spirit awoke with a shout in the four sons. “Wanting the 
hat,” continues my author, Kirstie, whom I but haltingly follow, 
for she told this tale like one inspired, “wanting guns, for theie 
wasnae twa grains o’ pouder in the house, wi' nae mair wee pons 
than their sticks into their hands, the fower o’ them took the road. 
Only Hob, and that was the eldest, hunkered at the door-sill where 
the blood had rin, fyled his hand wi’ it, and haddit it up to 
Heeven in the way o’ the auld Border aith. ‘Hell shall have her a in 
again this nicht!’ he raired, and rode forth upon his errand. ’ It 
was three miles to Broken Dykes, down-hill, and a sore road. 
Kirstie has seen men from Edinburgh dismounting there in plain 
day to lead their horses. But the four brothers rode it as if Auld 
Hornie were behind and Heaven in front. Come to the ford, and 
there was Dickieson. By all tales, he was not dead, but breathed 
and reared upon his elbow, and cried out to them for help. It was 
at a graceless face that he asked mercy. As soon as Hob saw, by the 
glint of the lantern, the eyes shining and the whiteness of the teeth 
in the man’s face, “Damn you!” says he; “ye hae your teeth, hae 
ye?” and rode his horse to and fro upon that human remnant. Be¬ 
yond that, Dandie must dismount with the lantern to be their 
guide; he was the youngest son, scarce twenty at the time. “A’ 
nicht long they gaed in the wet heath and jennipers, and whaur 
they gaed they neither knew nor cared, but just followed the 
bluidstains and the footprints o' their faither’s murderers. And a’ 
nicht Dandie had his nose to the grund like a tyke, and the ithers 
followed and spak’ naething, neither black nor white. There was 
nae noise to be heard, but just the sough of the swalled burns, and 
Hob, the dour yin, risping his teeth as he gaed.” With the first 
glint of the morning they saw they were on the drove road, and at 
that the four stopped and had a dram to their breakfasts, for they 
knew that Dand must have guided them right, and the rogues 
could be but little ahead, hot foot for Edinburgh by the way of the 
Pentland Hills. By eight o'clock they had word of them—a shep¬ 
herd had seen four men “uncoly mishandled” go by in the last 
hour. “That’s yin a piece,” says Clem, and swung his cudgel. “Five 
o’ theml” says Hob. “God’s death, but the faither was a man! And 
him drunk!” And then there befell them what my author termed 
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a sair mis bcgowk.” for they were overtaken by a posse of mounted 
neighbours come to aid in the pursuit. Four sour faces looked on 
the reinforcement. “The deil’s broughten you!” said Clem, and 
they rode thenceforward in the rear of the party with hanging 
heads. Before ten they had found and secured the rogues, and by 
three of the afternoon, as they rode up the Vennel with their 
prisoners, they were aware of a concourse of people bearing in 
their midst something that dripped. “For the boady of the saxt,” 
pursued Kirstie, “wi’ his head smashed like a hazelnit, had been a’ 
that nicht in the chairge o’ Hermiston Water, and it dunting it on 
the stanes, and grunding it on the shallows, and flinging the deid 
thing hccls-owcr-hurdie at the Fa’s o’ Spango; and in the first o' 
the day Tweed had got a hold o’ him and carried him off like a 
wind, for it was uncoly swalled and raced wi’ him, bobbing under 
braesides, and was long playing with the creature in the drumlie 
lvnns under the castle, and at the hinder end of all cuist him up 
on the starling of Crossmichael brig. Sac there they were a’ the- 
gither at last (for Dickieson had been brought in on a cart long 
sync), and folk could see what mainner o’ man my brither had 
been that had held his head again sax and saved the siller, and him 
drunk!” Thus died of honourable injuries and in the savour ol 
fame Gilbert Elliott of the Cauldstaneslap; but his sons had scarce 
less glory out of the business. Their savage haste, the skill with 
which Dand had found and followed the trail, the barbarity to 
the wounded Dickieson (which was like an open secret in the 
county) and the doom which it was currently supposed they had 
intended for die others, struck and stirred popular imagination. 
Some century earlier the last of the minstrels might have fashioned 
the last of the ballads out of that Homeric fight and chase; but the 
spirit was dead, or had been reincarnated already in Mr. Sheriff 
Scott, and the degenerate moorsmen must be content to tell the 
tale in prose and to make of the “Four Black Brothers” a unit 
after the fashion of the “Twelve Apostles” or the “Three Mus¬ 
keteers.” 

Robert, Gilbert, Clement, and Andrew—in the proper Border 
diminutive. Hob, Gib, Clem, and Dand Elliott—these ballad 
heroes had much in common; in particular, their high sense of the 
family and the family honour; but they went diverse ways, and pros¬ 
pered and failed in different businesses. According to Kirstie, “they 
had a’ bees in their bonnets but Hob.” Hob the laird was, indeed. 
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essentially a decent man. An elder of the Kirk, nobody had heard 
an oath Lpon his lips, save, perhaps, thrice or so at the sheep 
washing, since the chase o£ his father's murderers The figure he 
had shown on that eventful night disappeared as if ^aHowcd by 
a trap. He who had ecstatically dipped his hand m the red blood 
he who had ridden down Dickieson, became, from that moment 
on a stiff and rather graceless model of the rustic proprieties, can- 
nily profiting by the high war prices, and yearly stowing away a 
little nest-egg in the bank against calamity; approved of and some¬ 
times consulted by the greater lairds for the massive and placid 
sense of what he said, when he could be induced to say anything, 
and particularly valued by the minister, Mr. Torrance, as a rig 
hand man in the parish, and a model to parents. The transfigura¬ 
tion had been for the moment only; some Barbarossa, some old 
Adam of our ancestors, sleeps in all of us till the fit circumstance 
shall call it into action; and for as sober as he now seemed Hob 
had given once for all the measure of the devil that haunted him. 
He was married, and, by reason of the effulgence of that legendary 
night, was adored by his wife. He had a mob of little lusty, bare¬ 
foot children who marched in a caravan the long miles to school, 
the stages of whose pilgrimage were marked by acts of spoliation 
and mischief, and who were qualified in the country-side as fair 
pests.” But in the house, if “faither was in,” they were quiet as 
mice. In short. Hob moved through life in a great peace the re¬ 
ward of any one who shall have killed his man, with any formi¬ 
dable and figurative circumstance, in the midst of a country 
gagged and swaddled with civilisation. 

It was a current remark that the Elliotts were ‘ guid and bad, 
like sanguishes”; and certainly there was a curious distinction, the 
men of business coming alternately with the dreamers. The second 
brother, Gib, was a weaver by trade, had gone out early into the 
world to Edinburgh, and come home again with his wings singed. 
There was an exaltation in his nature which had led him to em¬ 


brace with enthusiasm the principles of the French Revolution, 
and had ended by bringing him under the hawse of my Lord Her- 
miston in that furious onslaught of his upon the Liberals, which 
sent Muir and Palmer into exile and dashed the party into chaff. 
It was whispered that my lord, in his great scorn for the move¬ 
ment, and prevailed upon a little by a sense of neighbourliness, 
had given Gib a hint. Meeting him one day in the Potterrow, my 
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"wl!-,!T i ,] MO| : P , ed in f /° nt ° f him - “ Gib - >' c eediot -” 1* had said, 
" la,s thls i I hcaI of you? Poalitics, poalitics, poalitics weaver's 

poahucs. is the way of it, I hear. If ye are nae a' thegether dozened 
with eediocy, ye 11 gang your ways back to Cauldstancslap, and ca' 
your loom, and ca' your loom, man!” And Gilbert had taken him 
at the word and returned, with an expedition almost to be called 
flight, to the house of his father. The clearest of his inheritance 
was that family gift of prayer of which Kirstie had boasted; and the 

baffled politician now turned his attention to religious matters_ 

or, as others said, to heresy and schism. Every Sunday morning he 
was in Crossmichael, where he had gathered together, one by one, 
a sect of about a dozen persons, who called themselves “God’s 
Remnant of the True Faithful,” or, for short, “God’s Remnant.” 
To the profane, they were known as “Gib’s Deils.” Baillie Sweedic, 
a noted humourist in the town, vowed that the proceedings al¬ 
ways opened to the tune of “The Deil Fly Away with the Excise¬ 
man,” and that the sacrament was dispensed in the form of hot 
whisky toddy; both wicked hits at the evangelist, who had been 
suspected of smuggling in his youth, and had been overtaken (as 
the phrase went) on the streets of Crossmichael one Fair day. It 
was known that every Sunday they prayed for a blessing on the 
arms of Bonaparte. For this, “God’s Remnant,” as they were 
“skailing” from the cottage that did duty for a temple, had been 
repeatedly stoned by the bairns, and Gib himself hooted by a 
squadron of Border volunteers in which his own brother, Dand, 
rode in a uniform and with a drawn sword. The “Remnant” were 
believed, besides, to be “antinomian in principle,” which might 
otherwise have been a serious charge, but the way public opinion 
then blew it was quite swallowed up and forgotten in the scandal 
about Bonaparte. For the rest, Gilbert had set up his loom in an 


outhouse at Cauldstaneslap, where he laboured assiduously six 
days of the week. His brothers, appalled by his political opinions 
and willing to avoid dissension in the household, spoke but little 
to him; he less to them, remaining absorbed in the study of the 
Bible and almost constant prayer. The gaunt weaver was dry- 
nurse at Cauldstaneslap, and the bairns loved him dearly. Except 
when he was carrying an infant in his arms, he was rarely seen to 
smile—as, indeed, there were few smilers in that family. When his 
sister-in-law rallied him, and proposed that he should get a wife 
and bairns of his own, since he was so fond of them, “I have no 
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dearness of mind upon that point,” he would reply. If nobody 
called him in to dinner, he stayed out. Mrs. Hob, a hard, unsyr 
pathetic woman, once tried the experiment. He went without tooc 
all day, but at dusk, as the light began to fad him, he came into 
the house of his own accord, looking puzzled. “I’ve had a great 
gale of prayer upon my speerit,” said he. “I canna mind sae 
muckle’s what I had for denner.” The creed of God’s Remnant 
was justified in the life of its founder. “And yet I dinna ken, said 
Kirstie. “He’s maybe no more stockfish than his neeghbours! He 
rode wi’ the rest o’ them, and had a good stamach to the work, by 
a’ that I hear! God’s Remnant! The deil's clavers! There wasna 
muckle Christianity in the way Hob guided Johnny Dickieson, at 
the least of it; but Guid kens! Is he a Christian even? He might 
be a Mahommedan or a Deevil or a Fireworshiper, for what I 

ken.” . , 

The third brother had his name on a door-plate, no less, in tne 
city of Glasgow. “Mr. Clement Elliott,” as long as your arm. In 
his case, that spirit of innovation which had shown itself timidly 
in the case of Hob by the admission of new manures, and which 
had run to waste with Gilbert in subversive politics and heretical 
religions, bore useful fruit in many ingenious mechanical im¬ 
provements. In boyhood, from his addiction to strange devices of 
sticks and string, he had been counted the most eccentric of the 
family. But that was all by now, and he was a partner of his firm, 
and looked to die a baillie. He too had married, and was i earing 
a plentiful family in the smoke and din of Glasgow; he was 
wealthy, and could have bought out his brother, the cock-laird, 
six times over, it was whispered; and when he slipped away to 
Cauldstaneslap for a well-earned holiday, which he did as often as 
he was able, he astonished the neighbours with his broadcloth, his 
beaver hat, and the ample plies of his neck-cloth. Though an 
eminently solid man at bottom, after the pattern of Hob, he had 
contracted a certain Glasgow briskness and aplomb which set him 
off. All the other Elliotts were as lean as a rake, but Clement was 
laying on fat, and he panted sorely when he must get into his 
boots. Dand said, chuckling: “Ay, Clem has the elements of a cor¬ 
poration.” “A provost and corporation,” returned Clem. And his 
readiness was much admired. 

The fourth brother, Dand, was a shepherd to his trade, and by 
starts, when he could bring his mind to it, excelled in the busi- 
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ness Nobody could train a dog like Dandie; nobody, through the 
penlof great storms in the winter time, could do more gallantly 
But if his dexterity were exquisite, his diligence was but fitful; and 
e served his brother for bed and board, and a trifle of pocket- 
money when he asked for it. He loved money well enough, knew 
very well how to spend it, and could make a shrewd bargain when 
he liked. But he preferred a vague knowledge that he was well to 
windward to any counted coins in the pocket; he felt himself 
richei so. Hob would expostulate: “I’m an amateur herd,” Dand 
would reply: “I’ll keep your sheep to you when I’m so minded, but 
I 11 keep my liberty too. Thir ’s no man can coandescend on what 
I'm worth.” Clem would expound to him the miraculous results 
of compound interest, and recommend investments. “Ay, man?” 
Dand would say, “and do you think, if I took Hob’s siller, that I 
wouldna drink it or wear it on the lassies? And, anyway, my king¬ 
dom is no of the world. Either I’m a poet or else I’m nothing.” 
Clem would remind him of old age. “I’ll die young, like Robbie 
Burns,” he would say stoutly. No question but he had a certain 
accomplishment in minor verse. His “Hermiston Burn,” with its 
pretty refrain— 

I love to gang thinking whaur ye gang linking, 
Hermiston burn, in the howe; 

his “Auld, auld Elliotts, clay-cauld Elliotts, dour, bauld Elliotts 
of auld,” and his really fascinating piece about the Praying 
Weaver’s Stone, had gained him in the neighbourhood the reputa¬ 
tion, still possible in Scotland, of a local bard; and, though not 
printed himself, he was recognised by others who were and who 
had become famous. Walter Scott owed to Dandie the text of the 
“Raid of Wearie” in the Minstrelsy and made him welcome at his 
house, and appreciated his talents, such as they were, with all his 
usual generosity. The Ettrick Shepherd was his sworn crony; they 
would meet, drink to excess, roar out their lyrics in each other’s 
faces, and quarrel and make it up again till bedtime. And besides 
these recognitions, almost to be called official, Dandie was made 
welcome for the sake of his gift through the farmhouses of several 
contiguous dales, and was thus exposed to manifold temptations 
which he rather sought than fled. He had figured on the stool of 
repentance, for once fulfilling to the letter the tradition of his 
hero and model. His humourous verses to Mr. Torrance on that 
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occasion—“Kenspeckle here my lane I st aml'-unfommmdMoo 
indelicate for further citation, ran through'the coun Y 
fiery cross; they were recited, quoted, paraphrased, and laughe^ 

over as far away as Dumfries on the one hand an 


These four brothers were united by a close bond, the bond of 

that mutual admiration-or rather mutual hero-worship-whtch 

is so strong among the members of secluded families who have 
much ability and little culture. Even the extremes admired each 
other. Hob, who had as much poetry as the tongs, professed to fin 
pleasure in Dand’s verses; Clem, who had no more religion than 
Claverhouse, nourished a heartfelt, at least an open-mouthed, ad¬ 
miration of Gib’s prayers; and Dandie followed with relish the rise 
of Clem’s fortunes. Indulgence followed hard on the heels of ad¬ 
miration. The laird, Clem, and Dand, who were Tories and 
patriots of the hottest quality, excused to themselves, with a cer¬ 
tain bashfulness, the radical and revolutionary heresies of Gid. By 
another division of the family, the laird, Clem, and Gib, who were 
men exactly virtuous, swallowed the dose of Dand’s irregularities 
as a kind of clog or drawback in the mysterious providence of God 
affixed to bards, and distinctly probative of poetical genius. To 
appreciate the simplicity of their mutual admiration, it was neces¬ 
sary to hear Clem, arrived upon one of his visits, and dealing in a 
spirit of continuous irony with the affairs and personalities of that 
great city of Glasgow where he lived and transacted business. The 
various personages, ministers of the church, municipal officers 
mercantile big-wigs, whom he had occasion to introduce, were a 
alike denigrated, all served but as reflectors to cast back a flattering 
side-light on the house of Cauldstaneslap. The Provost, for whom 
Clem by exception entertained a measure of respect, he would 
liken to Hob. “He minds me o’ the laird there,” he would say. “He 


has some of Hob’s grand, whum-stane sense, and the same way 
with him of steiking his mouth when he’s no very pleased.” And 
Hob, all unconscious, would draw down his upper lip and pro¬ 
duce, as if for comparison, the formidable grimace referred to. The 
unsatisfactory incumbent of St. Enoch’s Kirk was thus briefly dis¬ 
missed: “If he had but twa fingers o’ Gib’s he would waken them 
up.” And Gib, honest man! would look down and secretly smile. 
Clem was a spy whom they had sent out into the world of men. He 
had come back with the good news that there was nobody to com- 
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pnrc with the Four Black Brothers, no position that they would 
not adorn, no offic.al that it would not be well they should re 
place, no interest of mankind, secular or spiritual, which would 

UmirTTl - ,a y bi ° 0m Under th6ir su P ervision - The excuse of 

hen folly IS in two words: scarce the breadth of a hair divided 

hem from the peasantry. The measure of their sense is this: that 

lese symposia of rustic vanity were kept entirely within the 
family, like some secret ancestral practice. To the world their 
senous faces were never deformed by the suspicion of any simper 
of self-contentment. Yet it was known. "They liae a guid pride o’ 
themsel s! was the word in the country-side. 

Lastly, in a Border story, there should be added their “two- 
names. Hob was I he Laird. “Roy ne puis, prince ne daigne"; he 
was the laird of Cauldstaneslap—say fifty acres— ipsissimus. Clem¬ 
ent was Mr. Elliott, as upon his door-plate, the earlier Dafty 
having been discarded as no longer applicable, and indeed only 
a reminder of misjudgment and the imbecility of the public; and 
the youngest, in honour of his perpetual wanderings, was known 
by the sobriquet of Randy Dand. 

It will be understood that not all this information was com¬ 
municated by the aunt, who had too much of the family failing 
herself to appreciate it thoroughly in others. But as time went 
on, Archie began to observe an omission in the family chronicle. 

"Is there not a girl too?" he asked. 

“Ay. Kirstie. She was named from me, or my grandmother at 
least—it’s the same thing," returned the aunt, and went on again 
about Dand, whom she secretly preferred by reason of his gal¬ 
lantries. 

“But what is your niece like?" said Archie at the next op¬ 
portunity. 

“Her? As black’s your hatl But I dinna suppose she would 
maybe be what you would ca' ill-looked a’ thegither. Na, she’s a 
kind of handsome jaud—a kind o’ gipsy," said the aunt, who had 
two sets of scales for men and women—or perhaps it would be 
more fair to say that she had three, and the third and the most 
loaded was for girls. 

“How comes it that I never see her in church?” said Archie. 

“ 'Deed, and I believe she’s in Glesgie with Clem and his wife. 
A heap good she's like to get of itl I dinna say for men folk, but 
where weemen folk are born, there let them bide. Glory to God, 

I was never far'er from here than Crossmichael.” 
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In the meantime it began to strike Archie as strange that whtle 
she thus sang the praises of her kinsfolk, and manifestly relished 

** »« 

herself, there should appear not the least sign of cordiality betwe 
the house of Hermiston and that of Cauldstaneslap Go ng to 
church of a Sunday, as the lady housekeeper stepped with her 
skirts kilted, three tucks of her white petticoat showing below, and 
her best India shawl upon her back (if the day were fine in a 
pattern of radiant dyes, she would sometimes overtake her relatives 
preceding her more leisurely in the same direction. Gib of course 
was absent: by skriegh of day he had been gone to Crossmichacl 
and his fellow heretics; but the rest of the family would be seen 
marching in open order: Hob and Dand, stiff-necked, straight- 
backed six-footers, with severe dark faces, and their plaids about 
their shoulders; the convoy of children scattering (in a state of 
high polish) on the wayside, and every now and again collected 
by the shrill summons of the mother; and the mother herself, by 
a suggestive circumstance which might have afforded matter of 
thought to a more experienced observer than Archie, wrapped 
in a shawl nearly identical with Kirstie’s but a thought more 
gaudy and conspicuously newer. At the sight, Kirstie grew more 

tall_Kirstie showed her classical profile, nose in air and nostril 

spread, the pure blood came in her cheek evenly in a delicate 


living pink. 

“A braw day to ye. Mistress Elliott/' said she, and hostility and 
gentility were nicely mingled in her tones. “A fine day, mem, the 
laird’s wife would reply with a miraculous curtsey, spreading the 
while her plumage—setting off, in other words, and with arts un¬ 
known to the mere man, the pattern of her India shawl. Behind 
her, the whole Cauldstaneslap contingent marched in closer order, 
and with an indescribable air of being in the presence of the foe; 
and while Dandie saluted his aunt with a certain familiarity as of 
one who was well in court. Hob marched on in awful immobility. 
There appeared upon the face of this attitude in the family the 
consequences of some dreadful feud. Presumably the two women 
had been principals in the original encounter, and the laird had 
probably been drawn into the quarrel by the ears, too late to be 
included in the present skin-deep reconciliation. 

“Kirstie,” said Archie one day, “what is this you have against 


your family?” 

“I dinna complean,” said Kirstie, with a flush. “I say naething.” 
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"I see you 
said he. 
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do not—not even good-day to your own 


nephew,” 


I hae naething to be ashaimed of," said she. “I can say the 
Lotd s prayer with a good grace. If Hob was ill, or in preeson or 
poverty, I would see to him blithely. But for curtchying and com- 
plimenting and colloguing, thank ye kindly!” 

Archie had a bit of a smile: he leaned back in his chair. “I 
think you and Mrs. Robert are not very good friends,” says he 
slyly, “when you have your India shawls on?” 


She looked upon him in silence, with a sparkling eye but an 
indecipherable expression; and that was all that Archie was 
ever destined to learn of the battle of the India shawls. 

“Do none of them ever come here to see you?” he inquired. 

Mr. Archie, said she, “I hope that I ken my place better. It 
would be a queer thing, I think, if I was to clamjamfry up your 
faither’s house . . . that I should say it!—wi’ a dirty, black-a- 
vised clan, no ane o' them it was worth while to mar soap upon 
but just mysel'! Na, they ’re all damnifeed wi’ the black Ellwalds. 
I have nae patience wi’ black folks.” Then, with a sudden con¬ 
sciousness of the case of Archie, “No that it maitters for men sac 
muckle,” she made haste to add, “but there’s naebody can deny 
that it’s unwomanly. Long hair is the ornament o’ woman ony 
way; we’ve good warrandise for that—it’s in the Bible—and wha 
can doubt that the Apostle had some gowden-haired lassie in his 
mind—Apostle and all, for what was he but just a man like 
yersel’?” 


6, A Leaf from Christina s Psalm-Book 

A RCHIE WAS SEDULOUS AT CHURCH. SUNDAY AFTER SUNDAY HE SAT 

down and stood up with that small company, heard the voice 
of Mr. Torrance leaping like an ill-played clarionet from key to 
key, and had an opportunity to study his moth-eaten gown and the 
black thread mittens that he joined together in prayer, and lifted 
up with a reverent solemnity in the act of benediction. Hermiston 
pew was a little square box, dwarfish in proportion with the kirk 
itself, and enclosing a table not much bigger than a footstool. 
There sat Archie an apparent prince, the only undeniable gentle¬ 
man and the only great heritor in the parish, taking his ease in the 
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only pew, for no other in the kirk had doors. Thence he might 
command an undisturbed view of that congregation of sol'd 
plaided men, strapping wives and daughters, oppressed childien, 
and uneasy sheep-dogs. It was strange how Archie missed the loo 
of race; except the dogs, with their rehned foxy faces and inimita¬ 
bly curling tails, there was no one present with the least claim to 
gentility. The Cauldstaneslap party was scarcely an exception: 
Dandie perhaps, as he amused himself making verses through the 
interminable burthen of the service, stood out a little by the g ow 
in his eye and a certain superior animation of face and alertness 
of body; but even Dandie slouched like a rustic. The rest of the 
congregation, like so many sheep, oppressed him with a sense of 
hob-nailed routine, day following day—of physical labour in the 
open air, oatmeal porridge, peas bannock, the somnolent fireside 
in the evening, and the night-long nasal slumbers in a box-becL 
Yet he knew many of them to be shrewd and humourous, men of 
character, notable women, making a bustle in die world and 
radiating an influence from their low-browed doors. He knew be¬ 
sides they were like other men; below the crust of custom, rapture 
found a way; he had heard them beat the timbrel before Bacchus 

_had heard them shout and carouse over their whisky toddy; 

and not the most Dutch-bottomed and severe faces among them 
all, not even the solemn elders themselves, but were capable of 
singular gambols at the voice of love. Men drawing near to an end 
of life’s adventurous journey—maids thrilling with fear and curi¬ 
osity on the threshold of entrance—women who had borne and 
perhaps buried children, who could remember the clinging of the 
small dead hands and the patter of the little feet now silent—he 
marvelled that among all those faces there should be no face of 
expectation, none that was mobile, none into which the rhythm 
and poetry of life had entered. “O for a live face,” he thought; and 
at times he had a memory of Lady Flora; and at times he would 
study the living gallery before him with despair, and would see 
himself go on to waste his days in that joyless, pastoral place, and 
death come to him, and his grave be dug under the rowans, and 
the Spirit of the Earth laugh out in a thunder-peal at the huge 
fiasco. 

On this particular Sunday, there was no doubt but that the 
spring had come at last. It was warm, with a latent shiver in the 
air that made the warmth only the more welcome. The shallows 
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Of the stream glittered and tinkled among bunches of primrose. 
Vagrant scents of the earth arrested Archie by the way with mo¬ 
ments of ethereal intoxication. The grey, Quakerish dale was still 
311 ly awakened in places and patches from the sobriety of its 
wintry colouring; and he wondered at its beauty; an essential 
beauty of the old earth it seemed to him, not resident in particu¬ 
lars but breathing to him from the whole. He surprised himself by 
a sudden impulse to write poetry—he did so sometimes, loose, 
galloping octosyllabics in the vein of Scott—and when he had 
taken his place on a boulder, near some fairy falls and shaded by a 
whip of a tree that was already radiant with new leaves, it still 
more surprised him that he should find nothing to write. His 
heart perhaps beat in time to some vast indwelling rhythm of the 
universe. By the time he came to a corner of the valley and could 
see the kirk, he had so lingered by the way that the first psalm was 
finishing. I he nasal psalmody, full of turns and trills and graceless 


graces, seemed the essential voice of the kirk itself upraised in 
thanksgiving. “Everything’s alive,” he said; and again cries it 
aloud, “Thank God, everything’s alivel” He lingered yet awhile in 
the kirk-yard. A tuft of primroses was blooming hard by the leg of 
an old, black table tombstone, and he stopped to contemplate the 
random apologue. They stood forth on the cold earth with a 
trenchancy of contrast; and he was struck with a sense of incom¬ 
pleteness in the day, the season, and the beauty that surrounded 
him—the chill there was in the warmth, the gross black clods 
about the opening primroses, the damp earthy smell that was 
everywhere intermingled with the scents. The voice of the aged 
Torrance within rose in an ecstasy. And he wondered if Torrance 
also felt in his old bones the joyous influence of the spring morn¬ 
ing; Torrance, or the. shadow of what once was Torrance, that 
must come so soon to lie outside here in the sun and rain with all 
his rheumatisms, while a new minister stood in his room and 
thundered from his own familiar pulpit? The pity of it, and 
something of the chill of the grave, shook him for a moment as 
he made haste to enter. 

He went up the aisle reverently and took his place in the pew 
with lowered eyes, for he feared he had already offended the kind 
old gentleman in the pulpit, and was sedulous to offend no farther. 
He could not follow the prayer, not even the heads of it. Bright¬ 
nesses of azure, clouds of fragrance, a tinkle of falling water and 
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sinking birds, rose like exhalations from some deeper, abon^na 
memory, that was not his, but belonged to the flesh on hxs bones 
His bodv remembered; and it seemed to him that his boc y _ 
in no way gross, but ethereal and perishable like a strain 
music; and he felt for it an exquisite tenderness as for a child, an 
innocent, full of beautiful instincts and destined to an early death. 
And he felt for old Torrance—of the many supplications, of the 
few days—a pity that was near to tears. The prayer ended. Rig 
over him was a tablet in the wall, the only ornament in the 
roughly masoned chapel—for it was no more; the tablet com¬ 
memorated, I was about to say the virtues, but rather the ex'stence 
of a former Rutherford of Hermiston; and Archie, under tha 
trophy of his long descent and local greatness, leaned back in the 
pew and contemplated vacancy with the shadow of a smile e- 
tween playful and sad, that became him strangely. Handle s sister, 
sitting by the side of Clem in her new Glasgow finery, chose that 
moment to observe the young laird. Aware of the stir of his en¬ 
trance, the little formalist had kept her eyes fastened and her face 
prettily composed during the prayer. It was not hypocrisy, theic 
was no one farther from a hypocrite. The girl had been taught to 
behave: to look up, to look down, to look unconscious, to look 
seriously impressed in church, and in every conjuncture to look 
her best. That was the game of female life, and she played it 
frankly. Archie was the one person in church who was of interest, 
who was somebody new, reputed eccentric, known to be young, 
and a laird, and still unseen by Christina. Small wonder that, as 
she stood there in her attitude of pretty decency, her mind should 
run upon himl If he spared a glance in her direction, he should 
know she was a well-behaved young lady who had been to Glas¬ 
gow. In reason he must admire her clothes, and it was possible 
that he should think her pretty. At that her heart beat the least 
thing in the world; and she proceeded, by way of a corrective, 
to call up and dismiss a series of fancied pictures of the young 
man who should now, by rights, be looking at her. She settled on 
the plainest of them, a pink short young man with a dish face and 
no figure, at whose admiration she could afford to smile; but for 
all that, the consciousness of his gaze (which was really fixed on 
Torrance and his mittens) kept her in something of a flutter till 
the word Amen. Even then, she was far too well-bred to gratify 
her curiosity with any impatience. She resumed her seat languidly 
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—this was a Glasgow touch—she composed her dress rearranged 
, e ' nosc S a > ° f primroses, looked first in front, then behind upon 
■he other side, and at last allowed her eves to move without 
hurry. ... the direction of the Hermiston pew. For a moment, they 
uc.e riveted Next she had plucked her gaze home again like l 
tame bud who should have meditated flight. Possibilities crowded 
on lie., she hung over the future and grew dizzy; the image of 
this young man, slim, graceful, dark, with the inscrutable half¬ 
smile, attracted and repelled her like a chasm. “I wonder will I 
have met my fate?" she thought, and her heart swelled 

Torrance was got some way into his first exposition, positing a 
deep layer of texts as he went along, laying the foundations of his 
discourse, which was to deal with a nice point in divinity, before 
Archie suffered his eyes to wander. They fell first of all on Clem, 
looking insupportably prosperous and patronising Torrance with 
the favour of a modified attention, as of one who was used to 
better things in Glasgow. Though he had never before set eyes on 
lum, Archie had no difficulty in identifying him, and no hesitation 
in pronouncing him vulgar, the worst of the family. Clem was 
leaning lazily forward when Archie first saw him. Presently he 
leaned nonchalantly back; and that deadly instrument, the 
maiden, was suddenly unmasked in profile. Though not quite in 
the front of the fashion (had anybody cared!), certain artful 
Glasgow mantua-makers, and her own inherent taste, had arrayed 
her to great advantage. Her accoutrement was, indeed, a cause of 
heart-burning, and almost of scandal, in that infinitesimal kirk 
company. Mrs. Hob had said her say at Cauldstaneslap. “Daft- 
like!” she had pronounced it. “A jaiket that’ll no meet! Whaur’s 
the sense of a jaiket that’ll no button upon you, if it should come 
to be weet? What do ye ca’ thir things? Demmy brokens, d’ ye say? 
They’ll be brokens wi’ a vengeance or ye can win back! Weel, I 
have naething to do wi’ it—it’s no good taste.” Clem, whose purse 
had thus metamorphosed his sister, and who was not insensible to 
the advertisement, had come to the rescue with a “Hoot, woman! 
What do you ken of good taste that has never been to the ceety?” 
And Hob, looking on the girl with pleased smiles, as she timidly 
displayed her finery in the midst of the dark kitchen, had thus 
ended the dispute: “The cutty looks weel,” he had said, “and it’s 
no very like rain. Wear them the day, hizzie; but it’s no a thing to 
make a practice o’.” In the breasts of her rivals, coming to the 
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kirk very conscious of white under-linen, and their faces S P c 
with mJch soap, the sight of the toilet had raised a storm ^vary¬ 
ing emotion, from the mere unenvious admiration 
pressed in the long-drawn “Eh!” to the angrier feeling that found 
vent in an emphatic “Set her up!” Her frock was of straw-colomed 
jaconet muslin, cut low at the bosom and short at the an , 
to display her demi-broquins of Regency violet, crossi g 
many straps upon a yellow cobweb stocking. According to i 
pretty fashion in which our grandmothers did not hesitate to ap 
pear, and our great-aunts went forth armed for the pursuit an 
capture of our great-uncles, the dress was drawn up so as to mould 
the contour of both breasts, and in the nook between a cairngorm 
brooch maintained it. Here, too, surely in a very enviable position, 
trembled the nosegay of primroses. She wore on her shoulders 
or rather, on her back and not her shoulders, which it scarce y 
passed—a French coat of sarsenet, tied in front with Margate 
braces, and of the same colour with her violet shoes. About her 
face clustered a disorder of dark ringlets, a little garland of yellow 
French roses surmounted her brow, and the whole was crowne 
by a village hat of chipped straw. Amongst all the rosy and all the 
weathered faces that surrounded her in church, she glowed li e 
an open flower-girl and raiment, and the cairngorm that caught 
the daylight and returned it in a fiery flash, and the threads o 

bronze and gold that played in her hair. 

Archie was attracted by the bright thing like a child. He looked 
at her again and yet again, and their looks crossed. The lip was 
lifted from her little teeth. He saw the red blood work vividly 
under her tawny skin. Her eye, which was great as a stag’s, struck 
and held his gaze. He knew who she must be—Kirstie, she of the 
harsh diminutive, his housekeeper’s niece, the sister of the rustic 
prophet, Gib—and he found in her the answer to his wishes. 

Christina felt the shock of their encountering glances, and 
seemed to rise, clothed in smiles, into a region of the vague and 
bright. But the gratification was not more exquisite than it was 
brief. She looked away abruptly, and immediately began to blame 
herself for that abruptness. She knew what she should have done, 
too late—turned slowly with her nose in the air. And meantime 
his look was not removed, but continued to play upon her like a 
battery of cannon constantly aimed, and now seemed to isolate 
her alone with him, and now seemed to uplift her, as on a pillory, 
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before the congregation. For Archie continued to drink her in with 
his eyes, even as a wayfarer comes to a well-head on a mountain 
and stoops hts ace. and drinks with thirst unassuageable. In the 
cleft ol her little breasts the fiery eye of the topaz and the pale 
florc s of primrose fascinated him. He saw the breasts heave, and 
the flowers shake with the heaving, and marvelled what should so 
much discompose the girl. And Christina was conscious of his gaze 
saw it perhaps, with the dainty plaything of an ear that peeped 
among her ringlets; she was conscious of changing colour con¬ 
scious of her unsteady breath. Like a creature tracked, run down, 
surrounded, she sought in a dozen ways to give herself a counte¬ 
nance. She used her handkerchief—it was a really fine one—then 
she desisted in a panic: “He would only think I was too warm.” 
She took to reading in the metrical psalms, and then remembered 
it was sermon-time. Last she put a “sugar-bool” in her mouth, 
and the next moment repented of the step. It was such a homely- 
like thing! Mr. Archie would never be eating sweeties in kirk; and, 
with a palpable effort, she swallowed it whole, and her colour 
flamed high. At this signal of distress Archie awoke to a sense of 
his ill-behaviour. What had he been doing? He had been exqui¬ 
sitely rude in church to the niece of his housekeeper; he had stared 
like a lackey and a libertine at a beautiful and modest girl. It was 
possible, it was even likely, he would be presented to her after 
service in the kirk-yard, and then how was he to look? And there 
was no excuse. He had marked the tokens of her shame, of her 
increasing indignation, and he was such a fool that he had not 
understood them. Shame bowed him down, and he looked reso¬ 
lutely at Mr. Torrance; who little supposed, good, worthy man, as 
he continued to expound justification by faith, what was his true 
business: to play the part of derivative to a pair of children at the 


old game of falling in love. 

Christina was greatly relieved at first. It seemed to her that she 
was clothed again. She looked back on what had passed. All would 
have been right if she had not blushed, a silly fool! There was 
nothing to blush at, if she had taken a sugar-bool. Mrs. Mac- 
Taggart, the elder’s wife in St. Enoch’s, took them often. And if 
he had looked at her, what was more natural than that a young 


gentleman should look at the best-dressed girl in church? And at 
the same time, she knew far otherwise, she knew there was nothing 
casual or ordinary in the look, and valued herself on its memory 
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like a decoration. Well, it was a blessing he had £ound s °™ e ‘ img 
else to look all And presently she began to have other thought 
was necessary, she fancted, that she should put herself r ght b a 
repetition of the incident, better managed. If the wish was 
to^the thought, she did not know or she would not recognize • 
was simply as a manoeuvre of propriety, as something ca ec ^ 

lessen the significance of what had gone before, that she 
second time meet his eyes, and this time without blushing. And at 
the memory of the blush, she blushed again, and became one g 
eral blush burning from head to foot. Was ever anything 
delict so forward, done by a girl before? And here she was 
making an exhibition of herself before the congregation about 
nothing! She stole a glance upon her neighbours, and , 

they were steadily indifferent, and Clem had gone to sleep_ A 
still tire one idea was becoming more and more potent with he. 
that in common prudence she must look again before the service 
ended. Something of the same sort was going forward in the mine 
of Archie, as he struggled with the load of penitence. So it chanced 
that in the flutter of the moment when the last psalm was given 
out and Torrance was reading the verse, and the leaves of every 
psalm-book in church were rustling under busy fingers, two stealthy 
glances were sent out like antennae among the pews and on the in¬ 
different and absorbed occupants, and drew timidly nearer to the 

straight line between Archie and Christina. They met, ey 
gered together for the least fraction of time, and that was enough. 
A charge as of electricity passed through Christina, and behold! 

the leaf of her psalm-book was torn across. 

Archie was outside by the gate of the graveyard, conversing with 
Hob and the minister and shaking hands all round with the scat¬ 
tering congregation, when Clem and Christina were brought up to 
be presented. The laird took off his hat and bowed to her with grace 
and respect. Christina made her Glasgow curtsey to the laird, and 
went on again up the road for Hermiston and Cauldstaneslap, 
walking fast, breathing hurriedly with a heightened colour, and 
in this strange frame of mind, that when she was alone she seemed 
in high happiness, and when any one addressed her she resented it 
like a contradiction. A part of the way she had the company of 
some neighbour girls and a loutish young man; never had they 
seemed so insipid, never had she made herself so disagreeable. But 
these struck aside to their various destinations or were out-walked 
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and left behind; and when she had driven off with i i 

proffered convoy of ,„ mc of „e, „ep,re« 

o go on alone up Hcrmiston brae, walking on air, dwelling in 
toxica ted among clouds of happiness. Near ,o the summh she 
aeaul steps behind her, a man s steps, light and very rapid She 

cw the foot at once and walked the faster. “If it’s me he's want¬ 
ing he can mn for it,” she thought, smiling. 

^, ChlC r Crt0 ? k hCr Hke 3 man " hose mind "as made up. 

Miss kirstie, ’ he began. 

“Miss Christina, if you please. Mr. Weir,” she interrupted ”1 
canna bear the contraction.” 

You for g ct » has a friendly sound for me. Your aunt is an old 

friend of mine and a very good one. I hope we shall see much of 
you at Hermiston?” 

My aunt and my sister-in-law doesna agree very well. Not that 

I ha\e much ado with it. But still when I’m stopping in the house. 

if I was to be visiting my aunt, it would not look considerate- 
like.” 


“I am sorry,” said Archie. 

“I thank you kindly, Mr. Weir,” she said. “I whiles think my¬ 
self it’s a great peety.” 

“Ah, I am sure your voice would always be for peace!” he cried. 

“I wouldna be too sure of that,” she said. “I have my days like 
other folk, I suppose.” 

“Do you know, in our old kirk, among our good old grey dames, 
you made an effect like sunshine.” 

“Ah, but that would be my Glasgow clothes!” 

“I did not think I was so much under the influence of pretty 
frocks.” 

She smiled with a half look at him. “There’s more than you!” 
she said. “But you see I’m only Cinderella. I’ll have to put all these 
things by in my trunk; next Sunday I’ll be as grey as the rest. 
They’re Glasgow clothes, you see, and it would never do to make 
a practice of it. It would seem terrible conspicuous.” 

By that they were come to the place where their ways severed. 
The grey moors were all about them; in the midst a few sheep 
wandered; and they could see on the one hand the straggling 
caravan scaling the braes in front of them for Cauldstaneslap, and 
on the other, the contingent from Hermiston bending off and 
beginning to disappear by detachments into the policy gate. It was 
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in these circumstances that they turned to say farewell, and de 
liberately exchanged a glance as they shook hands. All 
it should, genteelly; and in Christina’s mind, as she mounted th 
first steep ascent for Cauldstaneslap, a gratifying sense of triumph 
prevailed over the recollection of minor lapses and mistakes, bhe 
had kilted her gown, as she did usually at that rugged pass, ut 
when she spied Archie still standing and gazing after her, the 
skirts came down again as if by enchantment. Here was a piece ol 
nicety for that upland parish, where the matrons marched with 
their coats kilted in the rain, and the lasses walked barefoot to 
kirk through the dust of summer, and went bravely down by the 
burnside, and sat on stones to make a public toilet before entering. 
It was perhaps an air wafted from Glasgow; or perhaps it marked 
a stage of that dizziness of gratified vanity, in which the instinctive 
act passed unperceived. He was looking after! She unloaded her 
bosom of a prodigious sigh that was all pleasure, and betook her¬ 
self to run. When she had overtaken the stragglers of her family, 
she caught up the niece whom she had so recently repulsed, and 
kissed and slapped her, and drove her away again, and ran after 
her with pretty cries and laughter. Perhaps she thought the laird 
might still be looking! But it chanced the little scene came under 
the view of eyes less favourable; for she overtook Mrs. Hob march' 

ing with Clem and Dand. 

“You’re shiirely fey,* lass!” quoth Dandie. 

“Think shame to yersel’, miss!” said the strident Mrs. Hob. Is 
this the gait to guide yersel’ on the way home frae kirk? You re 
shiirely no sponsible the day. And anyway I would mind my 
guid claes.” 

“Hoot!” said Christina, and went on before them head in air, 
treading the rough track with the tread of a wild doe. 

She was in love with herself, her destiny, the air of the hills, the 
benediction of the sun. All the way home, she continued under the 
intoxication of these sky-scraping spirits. At table she could talk 
freely of young Hermiston; gave her opinion of him off-hand and 
with a loud voice, that he was a handsome young gentleman, real 
well-mannered and sensible-like, but it was a pity he looked dole¬ 
ful. Only—the moment after—a memory of his eyes in church 
embarrassed her. But for this inconsiderable check, all through 

* Unlike yourself, strange, as persons are observed to be in the hour of ap¬ 
proaching death or calamity. 
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mealtime she had a good appetite, and she kept them laughing at 

table, until Gib (who had returned before them from Cross- 

for their levity.* Separat ' VC WWshi P) ,C P roved thc '-hole of them 

Singing "in to herself” as she went, her mind still in the turmoil 
ot glad confusion, she rose and tripped up stairs to a little loft, 
lighted by four panes in the gable, where she slept with one of her 
nieces. The niece, who followed her, presuming on “Auntie’s’' 
high spirits, was flounced out of the apartment with small cere¬ 
mony, and retired, smarting and half tearful, to bury her woes in 
(he byre among the hay. Still humming, Christina divested herself 
of her finery, and put her treasures one by one in her great green 
trunk. 1 he last of these was the psalm-book; it was a fine piece, the 
gift of Mistress Clem, in distinct old-faced type, on paper that had 
begun to glow foxy in the warehouse—not by service—and she 
as used to wrap it in a handkerchief every Sunday after its period 
of service was over, and bury it end-wise at the head of her trunk. 


As she now took it in hand the book fell open where the leaf was 
torn, and she stood and gazed upon that evidence of her by-gone 
discomposure. There returned again the vision of the two brown 
eyes staring at her, intent and bright, out of that dark corner of 
the kirk. The whole appearance and attitude, the smile, the sug¬ 
gested gesture of young Hermiston came before her in a flash at 
the sight of the torn page. “I was surely fey!” she said, echoing 
the words of Dandie, and at the suggested doom her high spirits 
deserted her. She flung herself prone upon the bed, and lay there, 
holding the psalm-book in her hands for hours, for the more part 
in a mere stupor of unconsenting pleasure and unreasoning fear. 
The fear was superstitious; there came up again and again in her 
memory Dandie’s ill-omened words, and a hundred grisly and 
black tales out of the immediate neighbourhood read her a com¬ 
mentary on their force. The pleasure was never realised. You 
might say the joints of her body thought and remembered, and 
were gladdened, but her essential self, in the immediate theatre of 
consciousness, talked feverishly of something else, like a nervous 
person at a fire. The image that she most complacently dwelt on 
was that of Miss Christina in her character of the Fair Lass of 
Cauldstaneslap, carrying all before her in the straw-coloured frock, 
the violet mantle, and the yellow cobweb stockings. Archie’s image, 
on the other hand, when it presented itself was never welcomed 
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far- less welcomed with any ardour, and it was exposed at times to 
merciless criticism. In the long, vague dialogues she held in 
mind, often with imaginary, often with unrealised inter ocutois, 
Archie, if he were referred to at all, came in for savage handling. 
He was described as “looking like a stork,” “staring like a cauli, 

“a face like a ghaist’s.” “Do you call that manners?” she said or, 
“I soon put him in his place.” “ ‘Miss Christina, if you please , Mr. 
Weir!' says I, and just flyped up my skirt tails.” With gabble like 
this she would entertain herself long whiles together, and then hei 
eye would perhaps fall on the torn leaf, and the eyes o rc * e 
would appear again from the darkness of the wall, and the volub e 
words deserted her, and she would lie still and stupid, and thin 
upon nothing with devotion, and be sometimes raised by a quiet 
sigh. Had a doctor of medicine come into that loft, he would have 
diagnosed a healthy, well-developed, eminently vivacious lass lying 
on her face in the fit of the sulks; not one who had just contracted, 
or was just contracting, a mortal sickness of the mind which should 
yet carry her towards death and despair. Had it been a doctor of 
psychology, he might have been pardoned for divining in the girl 
a passion of childish vanity, self-love in excelsis, and no more. It 
is to be understood that I have been painting chaos and describing 
the inarticulate. Every lineament that appears is too precise, al¬ 
most every word used too strong. Take a finger-post in the moun¬ 
tains on a day of rolling mists; I have but copied the names that 
appear upon the pointers, the names of definite and famous cities 
far distant, and now perhaps basking in sunshine; but Christina 
remained all these hours, as it were, at the foot of the post itself, 


not moving, and enveloped in mutable blinding wreaths of haze. 

The day was growing late and the sunbeams long and level, 
when she sat suddenly up, and wrapped in its handkerchief and 
put by that psalm-book which had already played a part so decisive 
in the first chapter of her love-story. In the absence of the 
mesmerist’s eye, we are told nowadays that the head of a bright 
nail may fill his place, if it be steadfastly regarded. So that tom 
page had riveted her attention on what might else have been but 
little, and perhaps soon forgotten; while the ominous words of 
Dandie—heard, not heeded, and still remembered—had lent to 


her thoughts, or rather to her mood, a cast of solemnity, and that 
idea of Fate—a pagan Fate, uncontrolled by any Christian deity, 
obscure, lawless, and august—moving indissuadably in the affairs 
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Of Christian men. Thus even that phenomenon of love at first 
sight Which is so rare and seems so simple and violent like a dis 
ruption of life;* tissue, may be decomposed into a sequence^f 
accidents happily concurring. 

She put on a grey frock and a pink kerchief, looked at herself a 
moment with approval in the small square of glass that served 
her for a toilet mirror, and went softly down-stairs through the 
sleeping house that resounded with the sound of afternoon snor- 
mg. Just outside the door Dandie was sitting with a book in his 
hand, not reading, only honouring the Sabbath by a sacred 
vacancy of mind. She came near him and stood still. 

“I'm for off up the muirs, Dandie,” she said. 

There was something unusually soft in her tones that made him 

look up. She was pale, her eyes dark and bright; no trace remained 
of the levity of the morning. 

"Ay, lass? Ye’ll have ye’re ups and downs like me, I’m thinkin’,” 
he observed. 

“What for do ye say that?” she asked. 


“O, for naething,” says Dand. “Only I think ye’re mair like me 
than the lave of them. Ye’ve mair of the poetic temper, tho’ Guid 
kens little enough of the poetic taalent. It’s an ill gift at the best. 
Look at yoursel’. At denner you were all sunshine and flowers and 
laughter, and now you’re like the star of evening on a lake.” 

She drank in this hackneyed compliment like wine, and it 
glowed in her veins. 

“But I’m saying, Dand”—she came nearer him—“I’m for the 
muirs. I must have a braith of air. If Clem was to be speiring for 
me, try and quaiet him, will ye no?” 

“What way?” said Dandie. “I ken but the ae way, and that’s 
leein’. I’ll say ye had a sair heed, if ye like.” 

“But I havena,” she objected. 

“I daur say not,” he returned. “I said I would say ye had; and 
if ye like to nay-say me when ye come back, it’ll no mateerially 
maitter, for my chara’ter’s clean gane a’ready past reca’.” 

“O, Dand, are ye a leear?” she asked, lingering. 

“Folks say sae,” replied the bard. 

“Wha says sae?” she pursued. 

“Them that should ken the best,” he responded. “The lassies, 
for ane.” 


“But, Dand, you would never lee to me?” she asked. 
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“I’ll leave that for your pairt of it, ye girzie,’ said he. Ye 11 Ice 

to me fast eneuch, when ye hae gotten a jo. I’m tellm ye an 1 

true; when you have a jo, Miss Kirstie, it’ll be for guid and ill. 

I ken: I was made that way mysel\ but the deil was in my 

Here, gang awa wi' ye to your muirs, and let me be. m in an 

of inspiraution, ye upsetting tawpie!” , , 

But she clung to her brother’s neighbourhood, she knew not 

‘^Will ye no gie’s a kiss, Dand?" she said. “I aye likit ye fine. 

He kissed her and considered her a moment; he found some¬ 
thing strange in her. But he was a libertine through and through 
nourished equal contempt and suspicion of all womankind, an 
paid his way among them habitually with idle compliments. 

“Gae wa' wi’ ye!” said he. "Ye’re a dentie baby, and be content 

wi’ that!” . 

That was Dandie’s way; a kiss and a comfit to Jenny—a bawbee 

and my blessing to Jill—and good-night to the whole clan of ye, 
my dears! When anything approached the serious, it became a 
matter for men, he both thought and said. Women, when they di 
not absorb, were only children to be shoo’d away. Merely in is 
character of connoisseur, however, Dandie glanced carelessly after 
his sister, as she crossed the meadow. “The brat ’s no that bad. 
he thought with surprise, for though he had just been paying er 
compliments, he had not really looked at her. “Hey! what’s yon. 
For the grey dress was cut with short sleeves and skirts, and dis¬ 
played her trim strong legs clad in pink stockings of the same 
shade as the kerchief she wore round her shoulders, and that 
shimmered as she went. This was not her way in undress; he knew 
her ways and the ways of the whole sex in the country-side, no one 
better; when they did not go barefoot, they wore stout “rig and 
furrow” woollen hose of an invisible blue mostly, when they were 
not black outright; and Dandie, at the sight of this daintiness, put 
two and two together. It was a silk handkerchief, then they would 
be silken hose; they matched—then the whole outfit was a present 
of Clem’s, a costly present, and not something to be worn through 
bog and brier, or on a late afternoon of Sunday. He whistled. 
“My denty May, either your heid’s fair turned, or there’s some on¬ 
goings!” he observed, and dismissed the subject. 

She went slowly at first, but ever straighter and faster for the 
Cauldstaneslap, a pass among the hills to which the farm owed its 



WEIR OF HERMISTON 

\ocU- Ind T,^ ° P , ene , d ' ikC 3 d °° rWay beUveen n ™ rounded hil¬ 
locks. and through this ran the short cut to Hermiston. Im¬ 
mediately on the other side it went down through the Deil’s Ha-s 
a considerable marshy hollow of the hilltops, full of springs and 
crouching jumpers, and pools where the black peat-water slum- 
bered. 1 here was no view from here. A man might have sat upon 
the Praying Weaver’s Stone a half-century, and seen none but the 
Cauldstancslap children twice in the twenty-four hours on their 
'way to the school and back again, an occasional shepherd, the ir¬ 
ruption of a clan of sheep, or the birds who haunted about the 
springs, drinking and shrilly piping. So, when she had once passed 
the Slap, Kirstie was received into seclusion. She looked back a 
last time at the farm. It still lay deserted except for the figure of 
Dandie, who was now seen to be scribbling in his lap, the hour of 
expected inspiration having come to him at last. Thence she 
passed rapidly through the morass, and came to the further end 
of it, where a sluggish burn discharges, and the path for Her¬ 
miston accompanies it on the beginning of its downward path. 
From this corner a wide view was opened to her of the whole stretch 
of braes upon the other side, still sallow and in places rusty with 
the winter, with the path marked boldly, here and there by the 
burnside a tuft of birches, and—three miles off as the crow flies— 
from its enclosures and young plantations, the windows of Her¬ 
miston glittering in the western sun. 

Here she sat down and waited, and looked for a long time at 
these far-away bright panes of glass. It amused her to have so 
extended a view, she thought. It amused her to see the house of 
Hermiston—to see “folk”; and there was an indistinguishable 
human unit, perhaps the gardener, visibly sauntering on the gravel 
paths. 

By the time the sun was down and all the easterly braes lay 
plunged in clear shadow, she was aware of another figure coming 
up the path at a most unequal rate of approach, now half running, 
now pausing and seeming to hesitate. She watched him at first with 
a total suspension of thought. She held her thought as a person 
holds his breathing. Then she consented to recognise him. “He’ll 
no be coming here, he canna be; it’s no possible.” And there be¬ 
gan to grow upon her a subdued choking suspense. He was com¬ 
ing; his hesitations had quite ceased, his step grew firm and 
swift; no doubt remained; and the question loomed up before 
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her instant: what was she to do? It was all very well to say that 
her brother was a laird himself; it was all very well to speak of 
casual intermarriages and to count cousinship, like Auntte Karst e. 
The difference in their social station was trenchant, propr y, 
prudence, all that she had ever learned, all that she knew, bade 
her flee But on the other hand the cup of life now offered to her 
was too enchanting. For one moment, she saw the question clearly 
and definitely made her choice. She stood up and showed herself 
an instant in the gap relieved upon the sky line; and the next 
fled trembling and sat down glowing with excitement on 
Weaver’s Stone. She shut her eyes, seeking, praying for composure. 
Her hand shook in her lap, and her mind was full of incongruous 
and futile speeches. What was there to make a work about? She 
could take care of herself, she supposed! There was no harm in 
seeing the laird. It was the best thing that could happen She 
would mark a proper distance to him once and for all. Gradua y 
the wheels of her nature ceased to go round so madly, and she sat 
in passive expectation, a quiet, solitary figure in the midst of the 
grey moss. I have said she was no hypocrite, but here I am at 
fault. She never admitted to herself that she had come up the 
hill to look for Archie. And perhaps after all she did not know, 
perhaps came as a stone falls. For the steps of love in the young, 
and especially in girls, are instinctive and unconscious. 

In the meantime Archie was drawing rapidly near, and he at 
least was consciously seeking her neighbourhood. The afternoon 
had turned to ashes in his mouth; the memory of the girl had kept 
him from reading and drawn him as with cords; and at last, as the 
cool of the evening began to come on, he had taken his hat and set 
forth, with a smothered ejaculation, by the moor path to Cauld- 
staneslap. He had no hope to find her; he took the off chance 
without expectation of result and to relieve his uneasiness. The 
greater was his surprise, as he surmounted the slope and came into 
the hollow of the Deil’s Hags, to see there, like an answer to his 
wishes, the little womanly figure in the grey dress and the pink 
kerchief sitting little, and low, and lost, and acutely solitary, in 
these desolate surroundings and on the weather-beaten stone of the 
dead weaver. Those things that still smacked of winter were all 
rusty about her, and those things that already relished of the 
spring had put forth the tender and lively colours of the season. 
Even in the unchanging face of the death-stone changes were to be 
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remarked; and in the channelled-lettering, the moss began to re 
new itself in jewels of green. By an after-thought that was a stroke 
of art, she had turned up over her head the back of the kerchief- 
o that it now framed becomingly her vivacious and vet pensive 
ace. Her feet were gathered under her on the one side, and she 
eanedon her bare arm, which showed out strong and round, 
ape!ed to a slim wrist, and shimmered in the fading li^ht 
Young Hermiston was struck with a certain chill. He was re- 
minded that he now dealt in serious matters of life and death 
I his was a grown woman he was approaching, endowed with her 
mysterious potencies and attractions, the treasury of the continued 
race, and he was neither better nor worse than the average of his 
sex ai.i age. He had a certain delicacy which had preserved him 
hitherto unspotted, and which (had either of them guessed it) 
made him a more dangerous companion when his heart should be 
really stined. His throat was dry as he came near; but the appeal¬ 
ing sweetness of her smile stood between them like a guardian 
angel. 


For she turned to him and smiled, though without rising. There 
was a shade in this cavalier greeting that neither of them per¬ 
ceived; neither he, who simply thought it gracious and charming 
as herself; nor yet she, who did not observe (quick as she was) the 
difference between rising to meet the laird and remaining seated to 
receive the expected admirer. 

“Are ye stepping west, Hermiston?*' said she, giving him his 
territorial name after the fashion of the country-side. 

“I was,’’ said he a little hoarsely, “but I think I will be about the 
end of my stroll now. Are you like me, Miss Christina? the house 
would not hold me. I came here seeking air." 

He took his seat at the other end of the tombstone and studied 
her, wondering what was she. There was infinite import in the 
question alike for her and him. 

“Ay,” she said. “I couldna bear the roof either. It’s a habit of 
mine to come up here about the gloaming when it’s quaiet and 
caller.” 

“It was a habit of my mother’s also,” he said gravely. The rec¬ 
ollection half startled him as he expressed it. He looked around. 
“I have scarce been here since. It’s peaceful,” he said, with a long 


breath. 

“It’s no like Glasgow,” she replied. “A weary place, yon Glas- 
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gow! But what a day have I had for my hame-coming, and what a 

*2£Gm ■ —-v." -« A, ; h " 0 " I d *‘tke Iri" 

remember it years and years until I come to die. On days like this 
Tdo not know if you feel as I do-but everything appears so 
brief, and fragile, and exquisite, that I am afraid to touchhfc. We 
are here for so short a time; and all the old people b 
Rutherfords of Hermiston, Elliotts of the Cauldstaneslap-tha 
were here but awhile since, riding about and keeping up a great 
noise in this quiet corner—making love too, and marrying tv y, 
where are they now? It’s deadly commonplace, but after all, the 

commonplaces are the great poetic truths. 

He was sounding her, semi-conscionsly, to see if she could un¬ 
derstand him; to learn if she were only an animal the colour of 
flowers, or had a soul in her to keep her sweet. She, on her part, 
her means well in hand, watched, womanlike, for any opportunity 
to shine, to abound in his humour, whatever that might be. The 
dramatic artist, that lies dormant or only half awake in most ru- 
man beings, had in her sprung to his feet in a divine fur y- an ^ 
chance had served her well. She looked upon him with a subdued 
twilight look that became the hour of the day and the train o. 
thought; earnestness shone through her like stars in the purple 
west; and from the great but controlled upheaval of her whole 
nature there passed into her voice, and rang in her lightest words, 
a thrill of emotion. 

"Have you mind of Dand’s song?" she answered. “I think he 11 
have been trying to say what you have been thinking. 

"No, I never heard it," he said. "Repeat it to me, can you?" 

"It's nothing wanting the tune," said Kirstie. 


"Then sing it me," said he. 

"On the Lord’s Day? That would never do, Mr. Weir I" 

"I am afraid I am not so strict a keeper of the Sabbath, and 
there is no one in this place to hear us, unless the poor old ancient 

under the stone." 

"No that I’m thinking that really," she said. "By my way of 
thinking, it’s just as serious as a psalm. Will I sooth it to ye, then?" 

"If you please,” said he, and, drawing near to her on the tomb¬ 
stone, prepared to listen. 

She sat up as if to sing. "I’ll only can sooth it to ye, she ex¬ 
plained. "I wouldna like to sing out loud on the Sabbath. I think 
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the b.rds would carry news of it to Gilbert,” and she smiled “It’s 
about the Elliotts, She continued, "and 1 think there’s few bon- 
mei„ bus in the book-poets, though Dand has never got printed 

^ C l • 

i 

And she began, in the low, clear tones of her half-voice, now 

sin ting almost to a whisper, now rising to a particular note which 

"as her best, and which Archie learned to wait for with two wine 
emotion: b 6 


O they radc in the rain, in the days that are gane, 

In the rain and the wind and the lave, 

They shoutit in the ha’ and they routit on the hill, 

But they’re a’ quaitit noo in the grave. 

A.uld, auld Elliotts, clay-cauld Elliotts, dour, bauld Elliotts of auld! 

All the time she sang she looked steadfastly before her, her knees 
straight, her hands upon her knee, her head cast back and up. The 
expression was admirable throughout, for had she not learned 
it from the lips and under the criticism of the author? When it was 
done, she turned upon Archie a face softly bright, and eyes gently 
suffused and shining in the twilight, and his heart rose and went 
out to her with boundless pity and sympathy. His question was 
answered. She was a human being tuned to a sense of the tragedy 
of life; there were pathos and music and a great heart in the girl. 

He arose instinctively, she also; for she saw she had gained a 
point, and scored the impression deeper, and she had wit enough 
left to flee upon a victory. They were but commonplaces that re¬ 
mained to be exchanged, but the low, moved voices in which they 
passed made them sacred in the memory. In the falling greyness of 
the evening he watched her figure winding through the morass, 
saw it turn a last time and wave a hand, and then pass through the 
Slap; and it seemed to him as if something went along with her 
out of the deepest of his heart. And something surely had come, 
and come to dwell there. He had retained from childhood a pic¬ 
ture, now half obliterated by the passage of time and the multi¬ 
tude of fresh impressions, of his mother telling him, with the 
fluttered earnestness of her voice, and often with dropping tears, 
the tale of the “Praying Weaver,” on the very scene of his brief 
tragedy and long repose. And now there was a companion piece; 
and he beheld, and he should behold for ever, Christina perched 
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on the same tomb, in the grey colours of the evening, gracious, 
dainty, perfect as a flower, and she also singing 

Of old, unhappy far-off things, 

And battles long ago, 

_of their common ancestors now dead, of their rude wars com¬ 
posed, their weapons buried with them, and of these strange 
changelings, their descendants, who lingered a little in their places, 
and would soon be gone also, and perhaps sung o£ by others at the 
gloaming hour. By one of the unconscious arts of tenderness the 
two women were enshrined together in his memory. Tears, in that 
hour of sensibility, came into his eyes indifferently at the thought 
of either, and the girl, from being something merely bright and 
shapely, was caught up into the zone of things serious as life and 
death and his dead mother. So that in all ways and on either side, 
Fate played his game artfully with this poor pair of children. The 
generations were prepared, the pangs were made ready, before the 
curtain rose on the dark drama. 

In the same moment of time that she disappeared from Archie 
there opened before Kirstie’s eyes the cup-like hollow in which the 
farm lay. She saw, some five hundred feet below her, the house 
making itself bright with candles, and this was a broad hint to her 
to hurry. For they were only kindled on a Sabbath night with a 
view to that family worship which rounded in the incomparable 
tedium of the day and brought on the relaxation of supper. Al¬ 
ready she knew that Robert must be within-sides at the head of the 
table, “waling the portions”; for it was Robert in his quality of 
family priest and judge, not the gifted Gilbert, who officiated. She 
made good time accordingly down the steep ascent, and came up 
to the door panting as the three younger brothers, all roused at 
last from slumber, stood together in the cool and the dark of the 
evening with a fry of nephews and nieces about them, chatting and 
awaiting the expected signal. She stood back; she had no mind to 
direct attention to her late arrival or to her labouring breath. 

“Kirstie, ye have shaved it this time, my lass,” said Clem. 

“Whaur were ye?” 

“O, just taking a dander by mysel’,” said Kirstie. 

And the talk continued on the subject of the American war, 
without further reference to the truant who stood by them in the 
covert of the dusk, thrilling with happiness and the sense of guilt. 
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The signal was given, and the brothers began to go in one after 
another, amid the jostle and throng of Hob’s children 

Onh- Dandie waiting till the last, caught Kirstie by the 

When did \e begin to dander in pink hosen. Mistress Elli 
ne whispered slyly. 

She looked down; she was one blush. “I maun have forgotten to 

c lange them, said she; and went in to prayers in her turn with a 

troubled mind, between anxiety as to whether Dand should have 

observed her yellow stockings at church, and should thus detect 

her in a palpable falsehood, and shame that she had already made 
good his prophecy. 

She remembered the words of it, how it was to be when she had 
gotten a jo, and that that would be for good and evil. “Will I have 
gotten my jo now?” she thought with a secret rapture. 

And all through prayers, where it was her principal business to 
conceal the pink stockings from the eyes of the indifferent Mrs. 
Hob—and all through supper, as she made a feint of eating, and 
sat at the table radiant and constrained—and again when she had 
left them and come into her chamber, and was alone with her 
sleeping niece, and could at last lay aside the armour of society— 
the same words sounded within her, the same profound note of 
happiness, of a world all changed and renewed, of a day that had 
been passed in Paradise, and of a night that was to be heaven 
opened. All night she seemed to be conveyed smoothly upon a 
shallow stream of sleep and waking, and through the bowers of 
Beulah; all night she cherished to her heart that exquisite hope; 
and if, towards morning, she forgot it awhile in a more profound 
unconsciousness, it was to catch again the rainbow thought with 
her first moment of awaking. 


7. Enter Mephistopheles 

T WO DAYS LATER A GIG FROM CROSSMICHAEL DEPOSITED FRANK, 

Innes at the doors of Hermiston. Once in a way, during the 
past winter, Archie, in some acute phase of boredom, had written 
him a letter. It had contained something in the nature of an in¬ 
vitation, or a reference to an invitation—precisely what, neither of 
them now remembered. When Innes had received it, there had 
been nothing further from his mind than to bury himself in the 
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moors with Archie; but not even the most acute P<“ 

had received the letter, and turned it into mockery, and put ort 
answering it, and in the end lost it, misfortunes of a gloomy cast 
should begin to thicken over Frank’s career? His case may be 
briefly Stated. His father, a small Morayshire land with a large 
family, became recalcitrant and cut off the supplies; he had fitted 
himself out with the beginnings of quite a good law library vA id 
upon some sudden losses on the turf, he had been obliged to sell 
before they were paid for; and his bookseller, hearing some rm 
mour of the event, took out a warrant for his arrest Innes ha 
early word of it, and was able to take precautions. In this im¬ 
mediate welter of his affairs, with an unpleasant charge hanging 
over him, he had judged it the part of prudence to be off instantly, 
had written a fervid letter to his father at Inverauld, and put him¬ 
self in the coach for Crossmichael. Any port in a storm! He was 
manfully turning his back on the Parliament House and its gay 
babble, on porter and oysters, the racecourse and the ring; and 
manfully prepared, until these clouds should have blown by, to 

share a living grave with Archie Weir at Hermiston. 

To do him justice, he was no less surprised to be going than 
Archie was to see him come; and he carried off his wonder with an 


infinitely better grace. 

“Well, here I ami" said he, as he alighted. “Pylades has come 
to Orestes at last. By the way, did you get my answer? No? How 
very provoking! Well, here I am to answer for myself, and that’s 

better still." 

“I am very glad to see you, of course," said Archie. I make you 
heartily welcome, of course. But you surely have not come to stay, 
with the courts still sitting; is that not most unwise?" 

“Damn the courts!" says Frank. “What are the courts to friend¬ 


ship and a little fishing?" 

And so it was agreed that he was to stay, with no term to the visit 
but the term which he had privily set to it himself—the day, namely, 
when his father should have come down with the dust, and he 
should be able to pacify the bookseller. On such vague conditions 
there began for these two young men (who were not even friends) a 
life of great familiarity and, as the days grew on, less and less inti- 
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niacy They were together at meal times, together o' nights when the 
on, had come for wh.sky toddy; but it might have been noticed 
pad thcie been any one to pay heed) that they were rarelv so 
mnch together by day. Archie had Hermiston to attend to, multi- 
fanotts activates in the hills, in which he did no, require, and had 
even refused, Frank's escort. He would be off sometimes in the 
morning and leave only a note on the breakfast table to announce 
the fact; and sometimes, with no notice at all, he would not return 
for dinner until the hour was long past. Innes groaned under these 
desertions: it required all his philosophy to sit down to a solitary 
breakfast with composure, and all his unaffected good-nature to 
be able to greet Archie with friendliness on the more rare occa- 
sions when he came home late for dinner. 


“I wonder what on earth he finds to do, Mrs. Elliott?” said he 

one morning, after he had just read the hasty billet and sat down 
to table. 

I suppose it will be business, sir,” replied the housekeeper 
drily, measuring his distance off to him by an indicated curtsey. 

“But I can’t imagine what business!” he reiterated. 

“I suppose it will be his business,” retorted the austere Kirstie. 

He turned to her with that happy brightness that made the 
charm of his disposition, and broke into a peal of healthy and 
natural laughter. 

“Well played, Mrs. Elliott!” he cried, and the housekeeper’s face 
relaxed into the shadow of an iron smile. “Well played indeed!” 
said he. “But you must not be making a stranger of me like that. 
Why, Archie and I were at the High School together, and we’ve 
been to college together, and we were going to the Bar together, 
when—you know! Dear, dear me! what a pity that was! A life 
spoiled, a fine young fellow as good as buried here in the wilder¬ 
ness with rustics; and all for what? A frolic, silly, if you like, but 
no more. God, how good your scones are, Mrs. Elliott!” 

“They’re no mines, it was the lassie made them,” said Kirstie; 
“and, saving your presence, there’s little sense in taking the Lord’s 
name in vain about idle vivers that you fill your kyte wi’.” 

“I dare say you’re perfectly right, ma’am,” quoth the imperturb¬ 
able Frank. “But, as I was saying, this is a pitiable business, this 
about poor Archie; and you and I might do worse than put our 
heads together, like a couple of sensible people, and bring it to an 
end. Let me tell you, ma’am, that Archie is really quite a promis- 
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fore her vassal gave vent to her feelings. j 

Here ettercap! Ye’ll have to wait on yon Innesl I canna hand 

If in ‘Puir Erchie’! I’d ‘puir Erchie’ him, if I had my way. 
Td Hermfs^n w th the deil’s ain temper. God, let him take 
Herinislon's scones out of his mouth first. There's no a hair on 
avther o' the Weirs that hasna mair spunk and dirdum to it than 
what he has in his hale dwaibly body! Setting’ up h.s snash to me! 
Let him gang to the black toon where he s mebbe wantit birlmg 
ir^a curricle— -wi’ pimatum on his heid-making a mess o himsel 
wi’ nesty hizzies-a fair disgrace!” It was impossible to hear with¬ 
out admiration Kirstie’s graduated disgust, as sh « hrought fortl 
one after another, these somewhat baseless charges. Then she re 
membered her immediate purpose, and turned again on her fas¬ 
cinated auditor. “Do ye no hear me, tawp.e? Do ye no hear what 
I'm tellin’ ye? Will I have to shoo ye in to him? If I come to attend 
to ye, mistress!” And the maid fled the kitchen, which had become 
practically dangerous, to attend on Innes’ wants in the front par- 


Tantcene irce? Has the reader perceived the reason? Since Frank s 
coming there were no more hours of gossip over the supper tray! 
All his blandishments were in vain; he had started handicappe 

on the race for Mrs. Elliott’s favour. 

But it was a strange thing how misfortune dogged him in his 

efforts to be genial. I must guard the reader against accepting 
Kirstie’s epithets as evidence; she was more concerned for their 
vigour than for their accuracy. Dwaibly, for instance; nothing 
could be more calumnious. Frank was the very picture of good 
looks, good-humour, and manly youth. He had bright eyes with a 
sparkle and a dance to them, curly hair, a charming smile, brilliant 
teeth, an admirable carriage of the head, the look of a gentleman, 
the address of one accustomed to please at first sight and to im¬ 
prove the impression. And with all these advantages, he failed with 
every one about Hermiston; with the silent shepherd, with the obse- 
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qmous grieve, with the qroom who was alcr. i , 

gardener and tlie gardener’s sister_a nin ° U ^ hman ’ Wlth the 

with a shawl over her ears he failed P own ' hearted woman 

no, like him, and they showed t Thelhd '"d ^ The >' did 
exception; she admired him 

her private hours; but she was accustomed to play the part of Xm 

and'she ZSt*****" silent recipient JuKlf 

a she had learned not only to be a very capable girl of her vears’ 

but a very secret and prudent one besides. Frank was thus con’ 
setous that he had one ally and sympathiser in the midst of that 
general union of d ls favour that surrounded, watched, and waited 
on him in the house of Hermiston; but he had little comfort of 
society from that alliance, and the demure little maid (twelve on 
her last birthday) preserved her own counsel, and tripped on his 
service, brisk, dumbly responsive, but inexorably unconversational 
For the others, they were beyond hope and beyond endurance. 
Never had a young Apollo been cast among such rustic barbarians. 
But perhaps the cause of his ill-success lay in one trait which was 
habitual and unconscious with him, yet diagnostic of the man. It 
was his practice to approach any one person at the expense of some 
one else. He offered you an alliance against the some one else; he 
flattered you by slighting him; you were drawn into a small in¬ 
trigue against him before you knew how. Wonderful are the vir¬ 
tues of this process generally; but Frank’s mistake was in the 


choice of the some one else. He was not politic in that; he listened 
to the voice of irritation. Archie had offended him at first by what 
he had felt to be rather a dry reception; had offended him since by 
his frequent absences. He was besides the one figure continually 
present in Frank’s eye; and it was to his immediate dependents that 
Frank could offer the snare of his sympathy. Now the truth is that 
the Weirs, father and son, were surrounded by a posse of strenuous 
loyalists. Of my lord they were vastly proud. It was a distinction 
in itself to be one of the vassals of the “Hanging Judge,” and his 
gross, formidable joviality was far from unpopular in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of his home. For Archie they had, one and all, a sensi¬ 
tive affection and respect which recoiled from a word of belittle- 
ment. 

Nor was Frank more successful when he went farther afield. To 
the Four Black Brothers, for instance, he was antipathetic in the 
highest degree. Hob thought him too light, Gib too profane. Clem, 
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,,h„ „« him bu. for , day . n» >“ ‘°,SS"'c 

ivan.ed ,o know wha. ,ho Ini.'. 

meant to ses ^ b “ enoug h to describe their first 

”„t wh« bib had been whipping . rive, and .he eum.e 

celebrity chanced to come along the path. 

“T’m told you are quite a poet,” Frank had said. 

« Whatll^ ye that, mannie?” had been the -conciliating an¬ 
swer. 

sardonic poet, and he had passed 

^ComeW think o£ it, we have here perhaps a truer explanation 
o£ Frank's failures. Had he met Mr. Sheriff Scott he could have 
turned a neater compliment, because Mr. Scott wouM have been a 
friend worth making. Dand, on the other hand he did not value 
sixpence, and he showed it even while he tried to flatter Con¬ 
descension is an excellent thing, but it is strange how one-sided the 
pleasure o£ it isl He who goes fishing among the Scots 
with condescension for a bait will have an empty basket by eve- 


In proof of this theory Frank made a great success of it at the 
Crossmichael Club, to which Archie took him immediately on h.s 
arrival; his own last appearance on that scene of gaiety Frank was 
made welcome there at once, continued to go regularly, and had 
attended a meeting (as the members ever after loved to tell) on the 
evening before his deadr. Young Hay and young Pringle appeared 
again. There was another supper at Windielaws, another dinner at 
Driffel; and it resulted in Frank being taken to the bosom of the 
county people as unreservedly as he had been repudiated by the 
country folk. He occupied Hermiston after the manner of an in¬ 
vader in a conquered capital. He was perpetually issuing from it, 
as from a base, to toddy parties, fishing parties, and dinner parties, 
to which Archie was not invited, or to which Archie would not go. 
It was now that the name of The Recluse became general for the 
young man. Some say that Innes invented it; Innes, at least, spread 

it abroad. 

“How’s all with your Recluse to-day?” people would ask. 

“O, reclusing away!” Innes would declare, with his bright air 
of saying something witty; and immediately interrupt the general 
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" a ' s liked. I think it small of him to take his ,r 

hard and Shut himself up. ‘Grant that it is a ridiculous ,1^““ 
fully ridiculous, I keep telling him. 'Be a man! Live Tt down' 
'"a"- But not he. Of course it’s just solitude, and shame and all 
the'n t“ 1 1 CO " £CSS r ™ b . e S innin g to fca r the result. It would be ail 

to end ill L 116 W ° r f ’ f a rCally P romisin S fellow like Weir was 
to end ill. I n. seriously tempted to write to Lord Hermiston, and 

pm it plainly to him.” 

“I would if I were you," some of his auditors would say, shaking 
the head, sitting bewildered and confused at this new view of the 
matter, so deftly indicated by a single avoid. "A capital idea!" they 
would add, and wonder at the aplomb and position of this youn<* 

man, who talked as a matter of course of writing to Hermiston and 
correcting him upon his private affairs. 


And Frank would proceed, sweetly confidential: “I’ll give you 
an idea, now. He’s actually sore about the way that I’m received 
and he’s left out in the county—actually jealous and sore. I’ve 
rallied him and I’ve reasoned with him, told him that every one 
was most kindly inclined towards him, told him even that I was 
received merely because I was his guest. But it’s no use. He will 
neither accept the invitations he gets, nor stop brooding about the 
ones where he’s left out. What I’m afraid of is that the wound s 
ideerating. He had always one of those dark, secret, angry natures 
—a little underhand and plenty of bile—you know the sort. He 
must have inherited it from the Weirs, whom I suspect to have 
been a worthy family of weavers somewhere; what’s the cant 
phrase?—sedentary occupation. It’s precisely the kind of character 
to go wrong in a false position like what his father’s made for him, 
or he’s making for himself, whichever you like to call it. And for 
my part, I think it a disgrace,” Frank would say generously. 

Presently the sorrow and anxiety of this disinterested friend 
took shape. He began in private, in conversations of two, to talk 
vaguely of bad habits and low habits. “I must say I’m afraid he’s 
going wrong altogether,” he would say. “I’ll tell you plainly, and 
between ourselves, I scarcely like to stay there any longer; only, 
man, I’m positively afraid to leave him alone. You’ll see, I shall be 
blamed for it later on. I’m staying at a great sacrifice. I’m hinder- 
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ing my chances at the Bar, and I can’t blind my eyes; A 

r srr f rx 

sure of my good word, for one thing. i 

"well." Frank would continue, “candidly, I don t say it plea 

him Mind you I don't say there's anything actually wrong. What 
J'" U 2 don’t like the looks of it, man!” and he would press 

the arm of his momentary“"evaded there was no malice. He 

talked but^or displeasure of airing himself. He was essentially 
glib, as becomes the young advocate, and essentially careless of the 
truth, which is the mark of the young ass; and so he talked 
random. There was no particular bias, but that one which s in¬ 
digenous and universal, to flatter himself and to please and inte 
est the present friend. And by thus milling air out of h.s mouth, 
he had presendy built up a presentation of Archie which was 
known and talked of in all corners of the county. Wherever drere 
was a residential house and a walled garden, wherever there was 
a dwarfish castle and a park, wherever a quadruple cottage by the 
ruins of a peel-tower showed an old family going down and 
wherever a handsome villa with a carriage approach and a shrub¬ 
bery marked the coming up of a new one—probably on the wheels 
of machinery—Archie began to be regarded in the light of a dark, 
perhaps a vicious mystery, and the future developments of his 
career to be looked for with uneasiness and confidential whisper¬ 
ing. He had done something disgraceful, my dear. What, was not 
precisely known, and that good kind young man, Mr. Innes, did 
his best to make light of it. But there it was. And Mr. Innes was 
very anxious about him now; he was really uneasy, my dear; he 
was positively wrecking his own prospects because he dared not 
leave him alone. How wholly we all lie at the mercy of a single 
prater, not needfully with any malign purpose! And if a man but 
talks of himself in the right spirit, refers to his virtuous actions by 
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! hC "'?>'• 3nd . nCVCr a PP lies to ‘hem the name of virtue how easily 
ns ex k cnee is accepted in the court of public opinion! 

A 1 this while, however, there was a more poisonous ferment at 
work between the two lads, which came late indeed to the Surface 
but had modified and magnified their dissensions from the first’ 
I o an idle, shallow, easy-going customer like Frank, the smell of a 
mystery was attractive. It gave his mind something to play with 
like a new toy to a child; and it took him on the weak side for like’ 
many young men coming to the Bar, and before they have been 
tried and found teaming, he flattered himself he was a fellow of 
unusual quickness and penetration. They knew nothing of Sher¬ 
lock Holmes in these days, but there xvas a good deal said of 
Talleyrand. And if you could have caught Frank off his guard he 
would have confessed with a smirk, that, if he resembled any one 
it xvas the Marquis de Talleyrand-Perigord. It was on the occasion 
of Archie's first absence that this interest took root. It was vastly 
deepened when Kirstie resented his curiosity at breakfast, and that 
same afternoon there occurred another scene which clinched the 
business. He xvas fishing Sxvingleburn, Archie accompanying him, 
when the latter looked at his watch. 


“Well, good-bye,” said he. “I have something to do. See you at 
dinner.” 

“Don’t be in such a hurry,” cries Frank. “Hold on till I get my 
.rod up. I’ll go with you; I’m sick of flogging this ditch.” 

And he began to reel up his line. 

Archie stood speechless. He took a long while to recover his wits 
under this direct attack; but by the time he was ready with his 
answer, and the angle was almost packed up, he had become com¬ 
pletely Weir, and the hanging face gloomed on his young shoul¬ 
ders. He spoke with a laboured composure, a laboured kindness 
even; but a child could see that his mind was made up. 

“I beg your pardon, Innes; I don’t want to be disagreeable, but 
let us understand one another from the beginning. When I want 
your company. I’ll let you know.” 

“Oh!” cries Frank, “you don’t want my company, don’t you?” 

“Apparently not just now,” replied Archie. “I even indicated to 
you when I did, if you’ll remember—and that was at dinner. If we 
two fellows are to live together pleasantly—and I see no reason 
why we should not—it can only be by respecting each other’s 
privacy. If we begin intruding-” 
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“Oh come! I’ll take this at no man’s hands. Is this the way you 

treat a guest and an old friend?” cried Innes. „ 

“Just go home and think over what I said by yourself, co - 

tinued Archie, “whether it’s reasonable, or whether it s r y 
offensive or not; and let’s meet at dinner as though nothing 
happened. I’ll put it this way, if you like-that I know my own 
character, that I’m looking forward (with great pleasure, I assure 
you) to a long visit from you, and that I’m taking precautions a 
the first. I see the thing that we—that I, if you like—might fall out 
upon, and I step in and obsto principiis. I wager you five pounds 
you’ll end by seeing that I mean friendliness, and I assure you, 

Francie, I do,” he added, relenting. 

Bursting with anger, but incapable of speech, Innes shouldere 

his rod, made a gesture of farewell, and strode off down the burn- 
side. Archie watched him go without moving. He was sorry, but 
quite unashamed. He hated to be inhospitable, but in one thing he 
was his father’s son. He had a strong sense that his house was his 
own and no man else’s; and to lie at a guest’s mercy was what he 
refused. He hated to seem harsh. But that was Frank s look-out. If 
Frank had been commonly discreet, he would have been decently 
courteous. And there was another consideration. The secret he was 
protecting was not his own merely; it was hers; it belonged to that 
inexpressible she who was fast taking possession of his soul, and 
whom he would soon have defended at the cost of burning cities. 
By the time he had watched Frank as far as the Swingleburnfoot, 
appearing and disappearing in the tarnished heather, still stalking 
at a fierce gait but already dwindled in the distance into less than 
the smallness of Lilliput, he could afford to smile at the occur¬ 
rence. Either Frank would go, and that would be a relief—or he 
would continue to stay, and his host must continue to endure him. 
And Archie was now free—by devious paths, behind hillocks and 
in the hollow of burns—to make for the trysting-place where 
Kirstie, cried about by the curlew and the plover, waited and 
burned for his coming by the Covenanter’s stone. 

Innes went off down-hill in a passion of resentment, easy to be 
understood, but which yielded progressively to the needs of his 
situation. He cursed Archie for a cold-hearted, unfriendly, rude 
dog; and himself still more passionately for a fool in having come 
to Hermiston when he might have sought refuge in almost any 
other house in Scotland, but the step once taken was practically 
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r m e SeTr^:: r b any r e e,se: 

as he thought of his host’s manners, he'was sure'UTn ' practical 

reSe ™ b !;>" Ce ° f Talle >' and “ril* me £££ 
t ary but at least not Talleyrand himself could have more obe 

diently taken Ins lesson from the facts. He met Archie at dinner 

t\ithout resentment, almost with cordiality. You must take your 

1 tends as you hnd them, he would have said. Archie couldn’t help 

being his father s son, or his grandfather’s, the hypothetical weav- 

d s, giandson. The son of a hunks, he was still a hunks at heart 

incapable of true generosity and consideration; but he had other 

qualities with which Frank could divert himself in the meanwhile, 

and to enjoy which it was necessary that Frank should keep his 
temper. r 


So excellently was it controlled that he awoke next morning 
with his head full of a different, though a cognate subject. What 
was Archie s little game? Why did he shun Frank's company? What 
was he keeping secret? Was he keeping tryst with somebody, and 
was it a woman? It would be a good joke and a fair revenge to 
discover. Xo that task he set himself with a great deal of patience, 
which might have surprised his friends, for he had been always 
credited not with patience so much as brilliancy; and little by 
little, from one point to another, he at last succeeded in piecing 
out the situation. First he remarked that, although Archie set 
out in all the directions of the compass, he always came home 
again from some point between the south and west. From the 
study of a map, and in consideration of the great expanse of un¬ 
tenanted moorland running in that direction towards the sources 
of the Clyde, he laid his finger on Cauldstaneslap and two other 
neighbouring farms, Kingsmuirs and Polintarf. But it was difficult 
to advance farther. With his rod for a pretext, he vainly visited 
each of them in turn; nothing was to be seen suspicious about 
diis trinity of moorland settlements. He would have tried to follow 
Archie, had it been the least possible, but the nature of the land 
precluded the idea. He did the next best, ensconced himself in a 
quiet corner, and pursued his movements with a telescope. It was 
equally in vain, and he soon wearied of his futile vigilance, left 
the telescope at home, and had almost given the matter up in 
despair, when, on the twenty-seventh day of his visit, he was sud¬ 
denly confronted with the person whom he sought. The first 
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Sunday Kirstie had managed to stay away from kirk on somepre¬ 
text of indisposition, which was more truly modesty the p!eas 
of beholding Archie seeming too sacred, too vivid for that pumic 
placfon the two following Frank had himself been absent on 
some of his excursions among the neighbouring families, 
not until the fourth, accordingly, that Frank had occasion to set 
eves on the enchantress. With the first look, all hesitation was 
over She came with the Cauldstaneslap party; then she lived 
C," U »ne„.p. Here „„ Archie’, recrer. here w„ .he — and 
more than that—though I have need here of every manageable 
attenuation of language-with the first look, he had aiready ^ 
tered himself as rival. It was a good deal in pique it was a little in 
revenge, it was much in genuine admiration: the devil may decide 
the proportions; I cannot, and it is very likely that Frank could 


I10 “Mighty attractive milkmaid," he observed, on the way home. 
“Who?” said Archie. 

“O the girl you're looking at—aren't you? Forward there on 
the road. She came attended by the rustic bard; presumably there¬ 
fore, belongs to his exalted family. The single objectionl for the 
Four Black Brothers are awkward customers. If anything were to 
go wrong, Gib would gibber, and Clem would prove inclement; 
and Dand fly in danders, and Hob blow up in gobbets. It would 

be a Helliott of a business!” 

“Very humourous, I am sure,” said Archie. 

“Well, I am trying to be so,” said Frank. “It’s none too easy m 
this place, and with your solemn society, my dear fellow. But con¬ 
fess that the milkmaid has found favour in your eyes or resign all 

claim to be a man of taste.” 

“It is no matter,” returned Archie. 

But the other continued to look at him, steadily and quizzically, 
and his colour slowly rose and deepened under the glance, until 
not impudence itself could have denied that he was blushing. And 
at this Archie lost some of his control. He changed his stick from 
one hand to the other, and—“O, for God’s sake, don’t be an ass!” 

he cried. 

“Ass? That’s the retort delicate without doubt,” says Frank. “Be¬ 
ware of the homespun brothers, dear. If they come into the dance, 
you’ll see who’s an ass. Think now, if they only applied (say) a 
quarter as much talent as I have applied to the question of what 
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.. "u touching on it now,” interrupted Archie with a • 
Thank you. That wac pii y ,, , ^ ^-rcnie with a wince. 

said Frank.' 1 Wanted ' an ^ticulate confession," 

"I beg to remind you-” began Archie. 

quite needless. Tl^IubjectsVad and^Litd” fel ’° W ’ d ° n,t ' U '* 

»Sir n SSL ^ KTi- - *■ 

°r nothing. But although Archie had the grace or the tinhdr ^ 

Whe*" 'I"" t0 ra ,? Ie ° n ' hC W3S by no means done with the subject” 
\ hen he came home to dinner, he was greeted with a sly demlnd 

w lings were looking "Cauldstaneslap ways." Frank took his first 

g ass of port out after dinner to the toast of Kirstie, and later in 
the evening he returned to the charge again. 

T? T lr ,:- yOU l1 CXCUSe me for returnin s again to this affair. 

I ve been thinking ,t over, and I wish to beg you very seriously to 

bC ., 1 "°' e Care£ub £t S , n0t a safe business. Not safe, my boy," says he. 
What? said Archie. 


U ell, it s your own fault if I must put a name on the thing; but 
really, as a friend, I cannot stand by and see you rushing head 
down into these dangers. My dear boy,” said he, holding up a 
warning cigar, “consider what is to be the end of it?" 

*The end of what?”—Archie, helpless with irritation, persisted 
in this dangerous and ungracious guard. 

“Well, the end of the milkmaid; or, to speak more by the card, 
the end of Miss Christina Elliott of the Cauldstaneslap?” 

“I assure you,” Archie broke out, “this is all a figment of your 
imagination. There is nothing to be said against that young lady; 
you have no right to introduce her name into the conversation.” 

“I’ll mak e a note of it,” said Frank. “She shall henceforth be 
nameless, nameless, nameless, Crigalachl I make a note besides of 
your valuable testimony to her character. I only want to look 
at this thing as a man of the world. Admitted she’s an angel—but, 
my good fellow, is she a lady?” 

This was torture to Archie. “I beg your pardon,” he said, strug- 
gling to be composed, “but because you have wormed yourself into 
ray confidence-” 
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“O, come!” cried Frank. "Your confidence? It.was ro s y but um 

consenting. Your confidence, indeed? Now, look! 

must say Weir, for it concerns your safety and good character an 

therefore my honour as your friend. You say I ^se f mto 

your confidence. Wormed is good. But what have done? I have 

put two and two together, just as the pans wi 
morrow, and the whole of Tweeddale in two weeks, and theBl 
Brothers-well, I won't put a date on that; it will be ^ark and 
stormy morning. Your secret, in other words, is poor Poll s. And 
I want to ask of you as a friend whether you like the p ospec 
There are two horns to your dilemma, and I must say for myself 
I should look mighty ruefully on either. Do you see yourse f ex¬ 
plaining to the Four Black Brothers? or do you see yourself P*£ 
senting the milkmaid to papa as the future lady of Hermiston? D 

you? I tell you plainly, I don’t.” , i; 

7 Archie rose. "I will hear no more of this,” he said in a trembling 


V °But Frank again held up his cigar. “Tell me one thing first. Tell 

me if this is not a friend’s part that I am playing? 

“I believe you think it so,” replied Archie. “I can go as far as 
that. I can do so much justice to your motives. But I will hear no 

more of it. I am going to bed.” . , 

"That’s right, Weir,” said Frank, heartily. Go to bed and think 

over it; and, X say, man, don't forget your prayers! I don’t often do 

the moral— don’t go in for that sort of thing—but when I do there s 


one thing sure, that I mean it. 

So Archie marched off to bed, and Frank sat alone by the table 
for another hour or so, smiling to himself richly. There was noth¬ 
ing vindictive in his nature; but, if revenge came in his way, it 
might as well be good, and the thought of Archie’s pillow reflec¬ 
tions that night was indescribably sweet to him. He felt a pleasant 
sense of power. He looked down on Archie as on a very little boy 
whose strings he pulled—as on a horse whom he had backed and 
bridled by sheer power of intelligence, and whom he might ride 
to glory or the grave at pleasure. Which was it to be? He lingered 
along, relishing the details of schemes that he was too idle to 
pursue. Poor cork upon a torrent, he tasted that night the sweets 
of omnipotence, and brooded like a deity over the strands of that 
intrigue which was to shatter him before the summer waned. 
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8. A Nocturnal Visit 


TT IRSTIE HAD MANY CAUSES OF DISTRESS. MORE AND MORE AS WE 

XV grow Old—and yet more and more as we grow old and are 
women, frozen by the fear of age—we come to rely on the voice 
as the single outlet of the soul. Only thus, in the curtailment of 
our means, can we relieve the straitened cry of the passion within 
us; only thus, in the bitter and sensitive shyness of advancing years, 
can we maintain relations with those vivacious figures of the young 
that still show before us, and tend daily to become no more than 
the moving wall-paper of life. Talk is the last link, the last rela¬ 
tion. But with the end of the conversation, when the voice stops 
and the bright face of the listener is turned away, solitude falls 
again on the bruised heart. Kirstie had lost her “cannie hour at 
e’en"; she could no more wander with Archie, a ghost, if you will, 
but a happy ghost, in fields Elysian. And to her it was as if the 
whole world had fallen silent; to him, but an unremarkable 
change of amusements. And she raged to know it. The efferves¬ 
cency of her passionate and irritable nature rose within her at 
times to bursting point. 

This is the price paid by age for unseasonable ardours of feeling. 
It must have been so for Kirstie at any time when the occasion 
chanced; but it so fell out that she was deprived of this delight 
in the hour when she had most need of it, when she had most to 
say, most to ask, and when she trembled to recognise her sover¬ 


eignty not merely in abeyance but annulled. For, with the clair¬ 
voyance of a genuine love, she had pierced the mystery that had so 
long embarrassed Frank. She was conscious, even before it was 
carried out, even on that Sunday night when it began, of an in¬ 
vasion of her rights; and a voice told her the invader’s name. Since 
then, by arts, by accident, by small things observed, and by the 
general drift of Archie’s humour, she had passed beyond all possi¬ 
bility of doubt. With a sense of justice that Lord Hermiston might 
have envied, she had that day in church considered and admitted 
the attractions of the younger Kirstie; and with the profound 
humanity and sentimentality of her nature, she had recognised the 
coming of fate. Not thus would she have chosen. She had seen, in 
imagination, Archie wedded to some tall, powerful, and rosy 
heroine of the golden locks, made in her own image, for whom 
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she would have strewed the bride-bed with delight; and now she 

could have wept to see the ambition falsified. But the go s a 

pronounced, and her doom was otherwise. . , 

^ She lay tossing in bed that night, besieged with feveris 

thoughts. There were dangerous matters pending, a battle was 
toward, over the fate of which she hung in jealousy, sympathy, 
fear, and alternate loyalty and disloyalty to either side. Now s e 
was re-incarnated in her niece, and now in Archie. Now she saw, 
through the girl’s eyes, the youth on his knees to her, heard his 
persuasive instances with a deadly weakness, and received his over¬ 
mastering caresses. Anon, with a revulsion, her temper raged to see 
such utmost favours of fortune and love squandered on a brat of 
a girl, one of her own house, using her own name a deadly in¬ 
gredient—and that “didnae ken her ain mind an’ was as black’s 
your hat.” Now she trembled lest her deity should plead in vain, 
loving the idea of success for him like a triumph of nature; anon, 
with returning loyalty to her own family and sex, she trembled for 
Kirstie and the credit of the Elliotts. And again she had a vision 
of herself, the day over for her old-world tales and local gossip, 
bidding farewell to her last link with life and brightness and love; 
and behind and beyond, she saw but the blank butt-end where 
she must crawl to die. Had she then come to the lees? she, so great, 
so beautiful, with a heart as fresh as a girl’s and strong as woman¬ 
hood? It could not be, and yet it was so; and for a moment her bed 
was horrible to her as the sides of the grave. And she looked for¬ 
ward over a waste of hours, and saw herself go on to rage and 
tremble, and be softened, and rage again, until the day came and 

the labours of the day must be renewed. 

Suddenly she heard feet on the stairs—his feet, and soon after 
the sound of a window-sash flung open. She sat up with her heart 
beating. He had gone to his room alone, and he had not gone to 
bed. She might again have one of her night cracks; and at the en¬ 
trancing prospect, a change came over her mind; with the approach 
of this hope of pleasure, all the baser metal became immediately 
obliterated from her thoughts. She rose, all woman, and all the 
best of woman, tender, pitiful, hating the wrong, loyal to her own 
sex —and all the weakest of that dear miscellany, nourishing, cher¬ 
ishing next her soft heart, voicelessly flattering, hopes that she 
would have died sooner than have acknowledged. She tore off her 
nightcap, and her hair fell about her shoulders in profusion. 
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Undying coquetry awoke. By the faint light of her nocturnal rush, 
she stood before the looking-glass, carried her shapely arms above 
her head, and gathered up the treasures of her tresses. She was 
never backward to admire herself; that kind of modesty was a 
stranger to her nature; and she paused, struck with a pleased 
wonder at the sight. “Ye daft auld wife!” she said, answering a 
thought that was not; and she blushed with the innocent conscious¬ 
ness of a child. Hastily she did up the massive and shining coils, 
hastily donned a wrapper, and with the rush-light in her hand, 
stole into the hall. Below stairs she heard the clock ticking the 
deliberate seconds, and Frank jingling with the decanters in the 
dining-room. Aversion rose in her, bitter and momentary. “Nesty, 
tippling puggy!” she thought; and the next moment she had 
knocked guardedly at Archie’s door and was bidden enter. 

Archie had been looking out into the ancient blackness, pierced 
here and there with a rayless star; taking the sweet air of the moors 
and the night into his bosom deeply; seeking, perhaps finding, 
peace after the manner of the unhappy. He turned round as she 
came in, and showed her a pale face against the window-frame. 

“Is that you, Kirstie?” he asked. “Come in!” 

“It’s unco late, my dear,” said Kirstie, affecting unwillingness. 

“No, no,” he answered, “not at all. Come in, if you want a 
crack. I am not sleepy, God knows.” 

She advanced, took a chair by the toilet table and the candle, 
and set the rush-light at her foot. Something—it might be in the 
comparative disorder of her dress, it might be the emotion that 
now welled in her bosom—had touched her with a wand of trans¬ 
formation, and she seemed young with the youth of goddesses. 

“Mr. Erchie,” she began, “what’s this that’s come to ye?” 

“I am not aware of anything that has come,” said Archie, and 
blushed and repented bitterly that he had let her in. 

“Oh, my dear, that’ll no dae!” said Kirstie. “It’s ill to blind the 
•eyes of love. Oh, Mr. Erchie, tak’ a thocht ere it’s ower late. Ye 
shouldnae be impatient o’ the braws o’ life, they’ll a’ come in their 
saison, like the sun and the rain. Ye're young yet; ye’ve mony 
can tie years afore ye. See and dinnae wreck yersel at the outset 
like sae mony ithers! Hae patience—they telled me aye that was 
the owercome o’ life—hae patience, there's a braw day coming 
yet. Gude kens it never cam to me; and here I am wi’ nayther 
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man nor bairn to ca* my aim wearying a’ folks wi' my ill tongue. 

and you just the first, Mr. Erchie?” „ hie 

■‘I have a difficulty in knowing what you mean, aid Arch 

“Weel, and I’ll tell ye,” she said. ‘ It s just this, th 
I’m feared for ye, my dear. Remember, your faither is a hard m . 
reaping where he hasnae sowed and gaithering where he hasnac 

Z2JL I.'. but mind. Ml h,« “ 

gurly face o'm, where it's ill to look, and vain to look for mercy. 
Ye mind me o’ a bonny ship pitten oot into the black and gows y 
seas—ye’re a’ safe still siltin’ quait and crackin’ wi’ Kirstie in your 
lown chalmer; but whaur will ye be the morn, and in whatten 
horror o’ the fearsome tempest, cryin’ on the hills to cover y 

“Why, Kirstie, you’re very enigmatical tonight—and very el 

qU “And A my dear Mr. Erchie,” she continued, with a change of 
voice, “ye mauna think that I canna sympathise wi* ye. Ye mauna 
think that I havena been young mysel’. Langsyne when I was a bu 

lassie no twenty yet-” She paused and sighed. Clean and 

caller wi’ a fit like the hinney bee,” she continued. ‘ I was aye big 
and buirdly, ye maun understand; a bonny figure o a woman 
though I say it that suldna-built to rear bairns—brak banns 
they suld hae been, and grand I would hae likit ill But was 
young, dear, wi’ the bonny glint o’ youth in my e en, and little I 
dreamed I'd ever be tellin’ ye this, an auld, lanely, rudas wife! 
Weel, Mr. Erchie, there was a lad cam’ courtin’ me, as was but 
naetural. Mony had come before, and I would nane o’ them. But 
this yin had a tongue to wile the birds frae the lift and the bees 
frae the fox-glove bells. Deary me, but it’s lang syne. Folk have 
deed sinsyne and been buried, and are forgotten, and bairns been 
born and got merrit and got bairns o’ their ain. Sinsyne woods have 
been plantit, and have grawn up and are bonny trees, and the joes 
sit in their shadow, and sinsyne auld estates have changed hands, 
and there have been wars and rumours of wars on the face of the 
earth. And here I’m still—like an auld droopit craw—lookin’ on 
and craikin’? But, Mr. Erchie, do ye no think that I have mind o’ 
it a’ still? I was dwalling then in my faither’s house; and it’s a 
curious thing that we were whiles trysted in the Deil’s Hags. And 
do ye no think that I have mind of the bonny simmer days, the 
lang miles, o’ the bluid-red heather, the cryin’ o’ the whaups, and 
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the lad and the lassie that was trysted? Do ye no think that I mind 
how the hilly sweetness ran about my hairt? Ay, Mr. Erchie, I ken 
the way o’ it—fine do I ken the way—how the grace o’ God takes 
them like Paul of Tarsus, when they think o’ it least, and drives 
the pair o’ them into a land which is like a dream, and the world 
and the folks in't are nae mair than clouds to the puir lassie, and 
Heeven nae mair than windle-straes, if she can but pleesure him! 
Until Tam deed—that was my story,” she broke off to say, “he 
deed, and I wasna at the buryin’. But while he was here, I could 
take care o’ mysel’. And can yon puir lassie?” 

Kirstie, her eyes shining with unshed tears, stretched out her 
hand towards him appealingly; the bright and the dull gold of her 
hair flashed and smouldered in the coils behind her comely head, 
like the rays of an eternal youth; the pure colour had risen in her 
face; and Archie was abashed alike by her beauty and her story. 
He came towards her slowly from the window, took up her hand 
in his and kissed it. 

“Kirstie,” he said hoarsely, “you have misjudged me sorely. I 
have always thought of her, I wouldna harm her for the universe, 
my woman.” 

“Eh, lad, and that’s easy sayin’,” cried Kirstie, “but it’s nane sae 
easy doin’l Man, do ye no comprehend that it’s God’s wull we 
should be blendit and glamoured, and have nae command over 
our ain members at a time like that? My bairn,” she cried, still 
holding his hand, “think o’ the puir lass! have pity upon her, 
Erchie! and O, be wise for twa! Think o’ the risk she rins! I have 
seen ye, and what’s to prevent ithers? I saw ye once in the Hags, 
in my ain howl, and I was wae to see ye there—in pairt for the 
omen, for I think there’s a weird on the place—and in pairt for 
puir nakit envy and bitterness o’ hairt. It’s strange ye should for¬ 
gather there tae! God! but yon puir, thrawn, auld Covenanter’s 
seen a heap o’ human natur since he lookit his last on the musket 
barrels, if he never saw nane afore,” she added with a kind of 
wonder in her eyes. 

“I swear by my honour I have done her no wrong,” said Archie. 
“I swear by my honour and the redemption of my soul that there 
shall none be done her. I have heard of this before. I have been 

foolish, Kirstie, not unkind and, above all, not base.” 

"There’s my bairn!” said Kirstie, rising. "I’ll can trust ye noo, 11 
can gang to my bed wi’ an easy hairt.” And then she saw in a flash 
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how barren had been her triumph. Archie had promised to spare 

the girl, and he would keep it hutwhohad prom.se 

Archie? What was to be the end of it? Over am 

she glanced, and saw, at the end of every passage, the flinty 

countenance of Hermiston. And a kind of ety 

what she had done. She wore a tragic mask. Erch e the Lo p Y 
vnn dear and peety mel I have buildit on this foundation, — 
Lying her hand heavily on his shoulder-“and buildit hie, and pit 
my liairt in the buildin’ of it. If the hale hypothec were to fa , I 
think laddie, I would dee! Excuse a daft wife that loves ye a 
that kenned your mither. And for His name's sake keep yersel frae 
inordinate dLires; hand your heart in baith your hands carry^t 
canny and laigh; dinna send it up like a bairn s kite into the col 
lieshlngie o’ the wunds? Mind, Maister Erchie dear, that this life s 
a disappointment, and a mouthfu' o' mools is the appointed end. 

-Ay but, Kirstie, my woman, you’re asking me ower much at 
last,” said Archie, profoundly moved, and lapsing into the broad 
Scots “Ye’re asking what nae man can grant ye, what only the 
Lord of heaven can grant ye if He see fit. Ay! And can even he? I 
can promise ye what I shall do, and you can depend on that. But 
how I shall feel—my woman, that is long past thinking ol! 

They were both standing by now opposite each other. The lace 
of Archie wore the wretched semblance of a smile; hers was con¬ 
vulsed for a moment. . 

“Promise me ae thing,” she cried, in a sharp voice. Promise me 

ye'll never do naething without telling me.” 

“No, Kirstie, I canna promise ye that,” he replied. I have 

promised enough, God kens! . , 

“May the blessing of God lift and rest upon ye, dear! she said. 

“God bless ye, my old friend,” said he. 


9 . At the Weaver s Stone 

J T WAS LATE IN THE AFTERNOON WHEN ARCHIE DREW NEAR BY THE 

1 hill path to the Praying Weaver's Stone. The Hags were in 
shadow. But still, through the gate of the Slap, the sun shot a last 
arrow, which spread far and straight across the surface of the moss, 
here and there touching and shining on a tussock, and lighted at 
length on the gravestone and the small figure awaiting him there. 
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The and solitude of the great moors seemed to be con- 

ccimed theic, and Kirstie pointed out by that figure of sunshi 

for the only inhabitant. His first sight of her was thus excrud- 
atingly sad, like a glimpse of a world from which all light, comfort 
and society were on the point of vanishing. And the next moment’ 
when she had turned her face to him and the quick smile had en- 
lghtened it the -whole face of nature smiled upon him in her 
smile of welcome. Archie’s slow pace was quickened; his lees 
hasted to her though his heart was hanging back. The girl upon 
her side, drew herself together slowly and stood up, expectant- 
she was all langour, her face was gone white; her arms ached for 
him, her soul was on tiptoes. But he deceived her, pausing a few 

steps away, not less white than herself, and holding up his hand 
with a gesture of denial. 

“No, Christina, not to-day,” he said. “To-day I have to talk to 
you seriously. Sit ye down, please, there where you were. Please!” 
he repeated. 

The revulsion of feeling in Christina’s heart was violent. To 
have longed and waited these weary hours for him, rehearsing her 
endearments—to have seen him at last come—to have been ready 

there, breathless, wholly passive, his to do what he would with_ 

and suddenly to have found herself confronted with a grey-faced, 
harsh schoolmaster—it wfcs too rude a shock. She could have wept, 
but pride withheld her. She sat down on the stone, from which 
she had arisen, part with the instinct of obedience, part as though 
she had been thrust there. What was this? Why was she rejected? 
Had she ceased to please? She stood here offering her wares, and he 
would none of theml And yet they were all his! His to take and 
keep, not his to refuse though! In her quick petulant nature, a 
moment ago on fire with hope, thwarted love and wounded vanity 
wrought. The schoolmaster that there is in all men, to the despair 
of all girls and most women, was now. completely in possession of 
Archie. He had passed a night of sermons; a day of reflection; he 
had come wound up to do his duty; and the set mouth, which in 
him only betrayed the effort of his will, to her seemed the ex¬ 
pression of an averted heart. It was the same with his constrained 
voice and embarrassed utterance; and if so—if it was all over—the 
pang of the thought took away from her the power of thinking. 

He stood before her some way off. “Kirstie, there’s been too 
much of this. We’ve seen too much of each other.” She looked up 
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quickly and her eyes contracted. “There's no good ever comes o 
these secret meetings. They're not frank, not honest truly and 
ought to have seen it. People have begun to talk; and 

right of me. Do you see?” „ cll ii^ n l v 

‘‘I see somebody will have been talking to ye, she said y- 

“They have, more than one of them,” replied Archie., 

‘•And vvhae were they?” she cried. "And what kmd o love do ye 

ca' that, that’s ready to gang round like a whirligig at folk talking? 

Do ye think they havena talked to me?” . 

“Have they indeed?” said Archie, with a quick breath. That 

what I feared. Who were they? Who has dared 

Archie was on the point of losing his temper. . 

As a matter of fact, not any one had talked to Christina o 

the matter; and she strenuously repeated her own first question in 

a panic of self-defence. , f llr 

“Ah well! what does it matter?” he said. “They were good folk 

that wished well to us, and the great affair is that there are people 

talking. My dear girl, we have to be wise. We must not wreck our 

lives at the outset. They may be long and happy yet, and we mus 

see to it, Kirstie, like God's rational creatures and not like fool 

children. There is one thing we must see to before all. You re 

worth waiting for, Kirstie! worth waiting for a generation; it would 

be enough reward.”—And here he remembered the schoolmaster 

again, and very unwisely took to following wisdom. “The first 

thing that we must see to, is that there shall be no scandal about 

for my father’s sake. That would ruin all; do ye no see that? 

Kirstie was a little pleased, there had been some show of warmth 

of sentiment in what Archie had said last. But the dull irritation 

still persisted in her bosom; with the aboriginal instinct, having 

suffered herself, she wished to make Archie suffer. 

And besides, there had come out the word she had always feared 
to hear from his lips, the name of his father. It is not to be sup¬ 
posed that, during so many days with a love avowed between them, 
some reference had not been made to their conjoint future. It had 
in fact been often touched upon, and from the first had been the 
sore point. Kirstie had wilfully closed the eye of thought; she 
would not argue even with herself; gallant, desperate little heart, 
she had accepted the command of that supreme attraction like the 
call of fate and marched blindfold on her doom. But Archie, with 
his masculine sense of responsibility, must reason; he must dwell 
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on some future good, when the present good was all in all to 
Kirstie; he must talk-and talk lamely, as necessity drove him—of 
what was to be. Again and again he had touched on marriage- 
again and again been driven back into indistinctness by a memory 
of Lord Hcrmiston. And Kirstie had been swift to understand and 
quick to choke down and smother the understanding; swift to leap 
up in flame at a mention of that hope, which spoke volumes to 
her vanity and her love, that she might one day be Mrs. Weir of 
Heimiston; swift, also, to recognise in his stumbling or throttled 
utterance the death-knell of these expectations, and constant, poor 
girl! in her large-minded madness, to go on and to reck nothing of 
the future. But these unfinished references, these blinks in which 


his heart spoke, and his memory and reason rose up to silence it 
before the words were well uttered, gave her unqualifiable agony. 
She was raised up and dashed down again bleeding. The recur¬ 
rence of the subject forced her, for however short a time, to open 
her eyes on which she did not wish to see; and it had invariably 
ended in another disappointment. So now again, at the mere wind 
of its coming, at the mere mention of his father’s name—who 
might seem indeed to have accompanied them in their whole moor¬ 
land courtship, an awful figure in a wig with an ironical and bitter 
smile, present to guilty consciousness—she fled from it head down. 

“Ye havena told me yet,” she said, “who was it spoke?” 

“Your aunt for one,” said Archie. 

“Auntie Kirstie?” she cried. “And what do I care for my auntie 
Kirstie?” 

“She cares a great deal for her niece,” replied Archie, in kind re¬ 
proof. 

“Troth, and it’s the first I’ve heard of it,” retorted the girl. 

“The question here is not who it is, but what they say, what 
they have noticed,” pursued the lucid schoolmaster. “That is what 
we have to think of in self-defence.” 

“Auntie Kirstie, indeedl A bitter, thrawn auld maid that’s fo¬ 
mented trouble in the country before I was born, and will be doing 
it still, I daur say, when I’m deid! It’s in her nature; it’s as natural 
for her as it’s for a sheep to eat.” 

“Pardon me, Kirstie, she was not the only one,” interposed 
Archie. “I had two warnings, two sermons, last night, both most 
kind and considerate. Had you been there, I promise you you 
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would have grat, my dear! And they opened my eyes. I saw we 

were going a wrong way.’ 

“Who was the other one?” Kirstie demanded. 

By this time Archie was in the condition of a hunted beast. He 
had come, braced and resolute; he was to trace out a line of con¬ 
duct for the pair of them in a few cold, convincing sentences, he 
had now been there some time, and he was still staggering roun 
the outworks and undergoing what he felt to be a savage cross- 


rAdlliniauvu. v , 

"Mr. Frank!" she cried. "What nex', I would like to ken? 

“He spoke most kindly and truly.” 

“What like did he say?” „ 

“I am not going to tell you; you have nothing to do with that, 

cried Archie, startled to find he had admitted so much. 

“O, I have naething to do with it!” she repeated, springing to 
her feet “A’body at Hermiston's free to pass their opinions upon 
me, but I have naething to do wi’ it! Was this at prayers like? Did 
ye ca’ the grieve into the consultation? Little wonder if a body s 
talking, when ye make a’body ye’re confidants! But as you say, Mr. 
Weir—most kindly, most considerately, most truly, I m sure—-I 
have naething to do with it. And I think I 11 better be going. 111 
be wishing you good-evening, Mr. Weir.” And she made him a 
stately curtsey, shaking as she did so from head to foot, with the 

barren ecstasy of temper. 

Poor Archie stood dumfounded. She had moved some steps away 
from him before he recovered the gift of articulate speech. 
“Kirstie!” he cried. “O, Kirstie woman!” 

There was in his voice a ring of appeal, a clang of mere astonish¬ 
ment that showed the schoolmaster was vanquished. 

She turned round on him. “What do ye Kirstie me for? she re¬ 
torted. “What have ye to do wi’ me? Gang to your ain freends and 

deave them!” 

He could only repeat the appealing “Kirstie!” 

“Kirstie, indeed!” cried the girl, her eyes blazing in her white 
face. “My name is Miss Christina Elliott, I would have ye to ken, 
and I daur ye to ca’ me out of it. If I canna get love, 111 have 
respect, Mr. Weir. I’m come of decent people, and I’ll have respect. 
What have I done that ye should lightly me? What have I done? 
What have I done? O, what have I done?” and her voice rose 
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upon the third repetition. “I thocht—I thocht—I thocht I was sae 

lappy! and the first sob broke from her like the paroxysm of some 
mortal sickness. 

Archie ran to her. He took the poor child in his arms, and she 
nestled to his breast as to a mother’s, and clasped him in hands that 
were strong like vices. He felt her whole body shaken by the throes 
of distress, and had pity upon her beyond speech. Pity, and at the 
same time a bewildered fear of this explosive engine in his arms, 
whose works he did not understand, and yet had been tampering 
with. There arose from before him the curtains of boyhood, and 
he saw for the first time the ambiguous face of woman as she is. 
In vain he looked back over the interview; he saw not where he 
had offended. It seemed unprovoked, a wilful convulsion of brute 
nature. . . . 

The last words of the incomplete novel, Weir of Hermiston, were written on 
the day of Robert Louis Stevenson’s death, December 3, 1894.—Ed. 



glossary 



al, one ,. . . , 

antinomian, one of a sect which holds 

that under the Gospel dispensation 

the moral law is not obligatory. 


daurna, dare not. 

deave ,to deafen. 

demmy brokens, demi-broquins. 

dirdum, vigour. 

disjaskit, worn out, disreputable-look¬ 
ing. 


Auld Hornie, the Devil. 

ballant, ballad. 

bauchles, brogues, old shoes. 

bees in their bonnet, fads. 

birling, whirling. 

black-a-vised, dark-complexioned. 

bonnet-laird, small landed proprietor. 

bool, ball. 
brae, rising ground. 
butt end, end of a cottage. 
byre, cow-house. 

ca\ drive. 
caller, fresh. 
canna, cannot. 
canny, careful, shrewd. 
cantie, cheerful. 
carline, an old woman. 
chalmer, chamber. 
claes, clothes. 
clamjamfry, crowd. 
clavers, idle talk. 
cock-laird, a yeoman. 
collieshangie, turmoil. 
crack, to converse. 
cuddy, donkey. 
cuist, cast. 
cutty, slut. 

daft, mad, frolicsome. 
dander, to saunter. 
danders, cinders. 


doer, law agent. 
dour, hard. 
druralie, dark. 

dule-tree, the tree of lamentation, the 
hanging tree’, dule is also Scots for 
boundary, and it may mean the 
boundary tree, the tree on luhich the 
baron hung interlopers. 
dunting, knocking. 
dwaibly, infirm, rickety. 

earrand, errand. 
ettercap, vixen. 

fetching, fighting. 
feck, quantity, portion. 
feckless, feeble, powerless. 
fell, strong and fiery. 
fey, unlike yourself, strange, as persons 
are observed to be in the hour of ap¬ 
proaching death or disaster. 
fit, foot. 

flyped, turned up, turned inside out. 
forgather, to fall in with. 
fule, fool. 

ftishionless, pithless, weak. 
fyle, to soil, to defile. 
fylement, obloquy, defilement. 

gaed, went. 
gey an’, very. 
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gigot. leg of mutton. 
gn/ie. lit. i iminutive of Grizel, here a 
playful nickname. 
glaur, mud. 
glint, glance . sparkle. 
gloaming, twilight. 
glower, to scowl. 
gobbets, small lumps. 
gow den, golden. 
gowsty, gusty. 
grat, wept. 
grieve, land-stexeard. 
guddle, to catch fish with the hands by 
groping under the stones or banks. 
guid, good. 

gumption, common sense, judgment. 
gui ley, stormy, surly. 
gyte, beside itself. 

haddit, held. 
hae, have, take. 
hale, whole. 

heels-ower-hurdie, heels over head. 
hinney, honey. 
hirstle, to bustle. 
hizzie, wench. 
howl, hovel. 
hunkered, crouched. 
hypothec, lit. a term in Scots law mean¬ 
ing the security given by a tenant to 
a landlord, as furniture, produce, 
etc.; by metonymy and colloquially, 
,4 the whole structure,” “the whole af¬ 
fair” 

idleset, idleness. 

infeftment, a term in Scots law origi¬ 
nally synonymous with investiture. 

jelly-piece, a slice of bread and jelly. 
jennipers, juniper. 
jo, sweetheart. 

justifeed, executed, made the victim of 
justice. 
jyle, jail. 

kebbuck, cheese. 
ken, to know. 
kenspeckle, conspicuous. 
kilted, tucked up. 
kyte, belly. 

laigh, low. 

laird, landed proprietor. 
lane, alone. 


lave, rest, remainder. 
lown, lonely, still. 
lynn, cataract. 

macers, officers of the court [cf. Guy 
Mannering, last chapter], 
maun, must. 

menseful, of good manners. 
mirk, dark. 

misbegowk, deception, disappointment. 
mools, mould, earth. 
muckle, much, great, big. 
my lane, by myself. 

nowt, black cattle. 

palmering, walking infirmly. 
panel, in Scots law, the accused person 
in a criminal action, the prisoner. 
peel, a fortified watch-tower. 
plew-stilts, plough-handles. 
policy, ornamental grounds of a coun¬ 
try mansion. 
puddock, frog. 

quean, wench. 

riffraff, rabble. 
risping, grating. 
row't, to roar, to rant. 
rowth, abundance. 
rudas, haggard old woman. 
runt, an old cow past breeding; op- 
probriously, an old woman. 

sab, sob. 

sanguishes, sandwiches. 
sasine, in Scots law, the act of giving 
legal possession of feudal property, 
or, colloquially, the deed by which 
that possession is proved. 
sclamber, to scramble. 
sculduddery, impropriety, grossness. 
session, the Court of Session, the su¬ 
preme court of Scotland. 
shauchling, shuffling. 
shoo, to chase gently. 
siller, money. 
sinsyne, since then. 
skailing, dispersing. 
skelp, slap. 
skirling, screaming. 
skreigh-o'-day, daybreak. 
snash, abuse. 
sneisty, supercilious. 
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sooth, to hum. 
speir, to ask. 
speklering, sprawling. 
splairge, to splash. 
spunk, spirit, fire. 
steik, to shut. 
sugar-bool, sugar-plum. 

tawpie, a slow, foolish slut. 
telling you, a good thing for you. 
thir, these. 

thrawn, cross-grained. 
toon, town. . 

two-names, local sobriquets in addition 

to patronymic. 
tyke, dog. 
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unchancy, unlucky. 
unco, strange, extraordinary, very. 
upsitten, impertinent. 

vivers, victuals. 

waling, choosing. 
warrandise, warranty. 
waur, worse. 
weird, destiny. 
whammle, to upset. 
whaup, curlew. 

windlestrae, crested dog’s tail grass. 
yin, one. 
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Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde 

To Katharine De Mattos 

It’s ill to loose the bands that God decreed to bind; 

Still will we be the children of the heather and the wind. 

Far away from home, O it’s still for you and me 

That the broom is blowing bonnie in the north countrie. 



Story of the Door 

M r. utterson the lawyer was a man of a rugged counte- 
nance, that was never lighted by a smile; cold, scanty, and 
embarrassed in discourse; backward in sentiment; lean, long, 
dusty, dreary, and yet somehow lovable. At friendly meetings, and 
when the wine was to his taste, something eminently human 
beaconed from his eye; something indeed which never found its 
way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these silent symbols 
of the after-dinner face, but more often and loudly in the acts of 
his life. He was austere with himself; drank gin when he was 
alone, to mortify a taste for vintages; and though he enjoyed the 
theatre, had not crossed the doors of one for twenty years. But he 
had an approved tolerance for others; sometimes wondering, al¬ 
most with envy, at the high pressure of spirits involved in their 
misdeeds; and in any extremity inclined to help rather than to 
reprove. “I incline to Cain's heresy,” he used to say quaintly: “I let 
my brother go to the devil in his own way.” In this character, it 
was frequently his fortune to be the last reputable acquaintance 
and the last good influence in the lives of down-going men. And 
to such as these, so long as they came about his chambers, he never 
marked a shade of change in his demeanour. 

481 
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No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Utterson; for he was un¬ 
demonstrative at the best, and even his friendship seemed to be 
iounded in a similar catholicity of good-nature. It is the mark of a 
modest man to accept his friendly circle ready-made from the 
hands of opportunity; and that was the lawyer’s way. His friends 
were those of his own blood or those whom he had known the 
longest; his affections, like ivy, were the growth of time, they im¬ 
plied no aptness in the object. Hence, no doubt, the bond that 
united him to Mr. Richard Enfield, his distant kinsman, the well- 
known man about town. It was a nut to crack for many, what 
these two could see in each other, or what subject they could find 
in common. It was reported by those who encountered them in 
their Sunday walks, that they said nothing, looked singularly dull, 
and would hail with obvious relief the appearance of a friend. For 
all that, the two men put the greatest store by these excursions, 
counted them the chief jewel of each week, and not only set aside 
occasions of pleasure, but even resisted the calls of business, that 
they might enjoy them uninterrupted. 

It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down 
a by-street in a busy quarter of London. The street was small and 
what is called quiet, but it drove a thriving trade on the week-days. 
The inhabitants were all doing well, it seemed, and all emulously 
hoping to do better still, and laying out the surplus of their gains 
in coquetry; so that the shop fronts stood along that thoroughfare 
with an air of invitation, like rows of smiling saleswomen. Even 
on Sunday, when it veiled its more florid charms and lay com¬ 
paratively empty of passage, the street shone out in contrast to its 
dingy neighbourhood, like a fire in a forest; and with its freshly 
painted shutters, well-polished brasses, and general cleanliness and 
gaiety of note, instantly caught and pleased the eye of the pas¬ 
senger. 

Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going east, the line 
was broken by the entry of a court; and just at that point, a certain 
sinister block of building thrust forward its gable on the street. It 
was two storeys high; showed no window, nothing but a door on 
the lower storey and a blind forehead of discoloured wall on the 
upper; and bore in every feature the marks of prolonged and 
sordid negligence. The door, which was equipped with neither 
bell nor knocker, was blistered and distained. Tramps slouched 
into the recess and struck matches on the panels; children kept 
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shop upon the steps; the schoolboy had tried his We| or« the 
mouldings; and for close on a generation, no one had appeare 
to drive away these random visitors or to repair their ravages^ 

Mr. Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the y 
Street; but when they came abreast of the entry, the former lifted 

up his cane and pointed. . 

“Did you ever remark that door?” he asked; an w 

companion had replied in the affirmative, “It is connected in my 

mind,” added he, “with a very odd story." . „ 

“Indeed?” said Mr. Utterson, with a slight change of voice, and 

what was that?” 

“Well it was this way,” returned Mr. Enfield: “I was coming 
home from some place at the end of the world, about three o clock 
of a black winter morning, and my way lay through a part of town 
where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps Street after 
street, and all the folks asleep—street after street, all lighted up 
as if for a procession and all as empty as a church—till at last I 
got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and 
begins to long for the sight of a policeman. All at once, I saw 
two figures: one a little man who was stumping along eastward 
at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten w o 
was running as hard as she was able down a cross street. Wei , 
sir the two ran into one another naturally enough at the corner; 
and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man 
trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her screaming on 
the ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It 
wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut. I gave a 
view halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought 
him back to where there was already quite a group about the 
screaming child. He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, 
but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me 
like running. The people who had turned out were the girl's own 
family; and pretty soon, the doctor, for whom she had been sent, 
put in his appearance. Well, the child was not much the worse, 
more frightened, according to the Sawbones; and there you might 
have supposed would be an end to it. But there was one curious 
circumstance. I had taken a loathing to my gentleman at first sight. 
So had the child’s family, which was only natural. But the doctor’s 
case was what struck me. He was the usual cut-and-dry apothecary, 
of no particular age and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent. 
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and about as emotional as a bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the 
of us, every time he looked at my prisoner, I saw that Saw- 
ones turn sick and white with the desire to kill him. I knew what 
was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing 
being out of the question, we did the next best. We told the man 
we could and would make such a scandal out of this, as should 
make his name stink from one end of London to die other. If he 
had any friends or any credit, we undertook that he should lose 
them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we were 
keeping the women off him as best we could, for they were as 
wild as harpies. I never saw a circle of such hateful faces; and 
there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black, sneering 
coolness—frightened too, I could see that—but carrying it off, sir, 
really like Satan. ‘If you choose to make capital out of this acci¬ 
dent, said he, ‘I am naturally helpless. No gentleman but wishes 
to avoid a scene,’ says he. ‘Name your figure.’ Well, we screwed him 
up to a hundred pounds for the child’s family; he would have 
clearly liked to stick out; but there was something about the lot 
of us that meant mischief, and at last he struck. The next thing 
was to get the money; and where do you think he carried us but 
to that place with the door?—whipped out a key, went in, and 
presently came back with the matter of ten pounds in gold and a 
cheque for the balance on Coutts’s, drawn payable to bearer and 
signed with a name that I can’t mention, though it’s one of the 
points of my story, but it was a name at least very well known and 
often printed. The figure was stiff; but the signature was good for 
more than that, if it was only genuine. I took the liberty of point¬ 
ing out to my gentleman that the whole business looked apocry¬ 
phal, and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cellar door 
at four in the morning and come out of it with another man’s 
cheque for close upon a hundred pounds. But he was quite easy 
and sneering. ‘Set your mind at rest,’ says he, ‘I will stay with you 
till the banks open and cash the cheque myself.’ So we all set off, 
the doctor, and the child’s father, and our friend and myself, and 
passed the rest of the night in my chambers; and next day, when we 
had breakfasted, went in a body to the bank. I gave in the cheque 
myself, and said I had every reason to believe it was a forgery. Not 
a bit of it. The cheque was genuine.” 

“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson. 
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'•I see you feel as I do,” said Mr. Enfield. “Yes, it’s a bad story. 
For my man was a fellow that nobody could have to do with a 
really damnable man; and the person that drew the cheque is the 
very pink of the proprieties, celebrated too, and (what makes it 
worse) one of your fellows who do what they call good. Blac 
mail, I suppose; an honest man paying through the nose tor 
some of the capers of his youth. Black Mail House is what I call 
that place with the door, in consequence. Though even that, you 
know, is far from explaining all,” he added, and with the words 

fell into a vein of musing. 

From this he was recalled by Mr. Utterson asking rather sud¬ 
denly: “And you don’t know if the drawer of the cheque lives 

there?” 

“A likely place, isn’t it?” returned Mr. Enfield. “But I happen 
to have noticed his address; he lives in some square or other.. 

“And you never asked about the—place with the door? said 

Mr. Utterson. 

"No, sir: I had a delicacy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly 
about ’putting questions; it partakes too much of the style of the 
day of judgment. You start a question, and it’s like starting a stone. 
You sit quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, 
starting others; and presently some bland old bird (the last you 
would have thought of) is knocked on the head in his own back 
garden and the family have to change their name. No, sir, I make 
it a rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, the less I 

ask.” 

“A very good rule, too,” said the lawyer. 

“But I have studied the place for myself,” continued Mr. En¬ 
field. “It seems scarcely a house. There is no other door, and no¬ 
body goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while, the 
gentleman of my adventure. There are three windows looking on 
the court on the first floor; none below; the windows are always 
shut, but they’re clean. And then there is a chimney which is 
generally smoking; so somebody must live there. And yet it’s not 
so sure; for the buildings are so packed together about that court, 
that it’s hard to say where one ends and another begins.” 

The pair walked on again for awhile in silence; and then “En¬ 
field,” said Mr. Utterson, “that’s a good rule of yours.” 

“Yes, I think it is,” returned Enfield. 
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But for all that,” continued the lawyer, “there’s one point I 

r\i°e Want W aSk the ™ - *« - who Xd 

“Well,” said Mr. Enfield, “I can’t see what harm it would do 
It svas a man of the name of Hyde.” 

H m, ’ said Mr. Utterson. “What sort of a man is he to see?” 
He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with 
ns appearance; something displeasing, something downright de¬ 
testable. I never saw a man I so disliked, and yet I scarce know 
why. He must be deformed somewhere; he gives a strong feeling 
of deformity, although I couldn’t specify the point. He’s an ex¬ 
traordinary lookings man, and yet I really can name nothing out 
of the way. No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can’t describe him. 

And it’s not want of memory; for I declare I can see him this 
moment.” 


Mr. Utterson again walked some way in silence and obviously 
under a weight of consideration. “You are sure he used a key?” he 
inquired at last. 

“My dear sir . . .” began Enfield, surprised out of himself. 

“Yes, I know,” said Utterson; “I know it must seem strange. 
The fact is, if I do not ask you the name of the other party, it is 
because I know it already. You see, Richard, your tale has gone 
home. If you have been inexact in any point, you had better cor¬ 
rect it.” 

“I think you might have warned me,” returned the other with 
a touch of sullenness. “But I have been pedantically exact, as you 
call it. The fellow had a key; and what’s more, he has it still. I saw 
him use it, not a week ago.” 

Mr. Utterson sighed deeply but said never a word; and the 
young man presently resumed. “Here is another lesson to say 
nothing,” said he. “I am ashamed of my long tongue. Let us make 
a bargain never to refer to this again.” 

“With all my heart,” said the lawyer. “I shake hands on that, 
Richard.” 


Search for Mr. Hyde 

That evening Mr. Utterson came home to his bachelor house in 
sombre spirits and sat down to dinner without relish. It was his 
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custom of a Sunday, when this meal was over to sit^ close by the 
fire, a volume of some dry divinity on his reading-desk unul the 
clock of the neighbouring church rang out the hour of twelve, 
when he would go soberly and gratefully to bed On this n g . 
however, as soon as the cloth was taken away, he took up a candle 
and went into his business room. There he opened his safe took 
from the most private part of it a document endorsed on the e 
velope as Dr. Jekyll's Will, and sat down with a clouded brot 
to study its contents. The will was holograph, for Mr. Utterson, 
though he took charge of it now that it was made, had refused to 
lend the least assistance in the making of it; it provided not only 
that, in case of the decease of Henry Jekyll, M.D., D.C.L., LL. ■, 
F R S., etc., all his possessions were to pass into the hands of his 
•‘friend and benefactor Edward Hyde,” but that in case of Dr. 
Tekvll’s “disappearance or unexplained absence for any perio ex 
ceeding three calendar months,” the said Edward Hyde should step 
into the said Henry Jekyll’s shoes without further delay and free 
from any burthen or obligation, beyond the payment of a tew 
small sums to the members of the doctor’s household. This docu¬ 
ment had long been the lawyer’s eyesore. It offended him both as 
a lawyer and as a lover of the sane and customary sides of life, to 
whom the fanciful was the immodest. And hitherto it was his ig¬ 
norance of Mr. Hyde that had swelled his indignation; now, by a 
sudden turn, it was his knowledge. It was already bad enoug 
when the name was but a name of which he could learn no more. 
It was worse when it began to be clothed upon with detestable at¬ 
tributes; and out of the shifting, insubstantial mists that had so 
long baffled his eye, there leaped up the sudden, definite present¬ 


ment of a fiend. 

“I thought it was madness,” he said, as he replaced the o - 
noxious paper in the safe, “and now I begin to fear it is disgrace.” 

With that he blew out his candle, put on a great-coat, and set 
forth in the direction of Cavendish Square, that citadel of medi¬ 
cine where his friend, the great Dr. Lanyon, had his house and 
received his crowding patients. "If any one knows, it will be Lan- 
yon,” he had thought. 

The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subjected 
to no stage of delay, but ushered direct from the door to the 
dining-room where Dr. Lanyon sat alone over his wine. This was a 
hearty, healthy, dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock of hair 
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prematurely white, and a boisterous and decided manner At • u 

Of Mr. Utterson, he sprang up from his chair and welcomedhim 
wuh both hand. The geniality, as was the way of the" was 
somewhat theatric! to the eye; but it reposed on genuine fedine 

, “ 1 CSC l T "’ ere . °' d fr,ends > old mates both at school and coh 

1 ' thor °ugh respecters of themselves and of each other 

each rr.stompa 0 :; 1 ^ ^ ““ ^ 


After a little rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject 
which so disagreeably preoccupied his mind. 

I suppose, Lanyon,” said he, “you and I must be the two oldest 
friends that Henry Jekyll has?” 


“I wish the friends were younger,” chuckled Dr. Lanyon. “But I 
suppose we are. And what of that? I see little of him now.” 

“Indeed?” said Utterson. “I thought you had a bond of common 
interest.” 

“We had,” was the reply. “But it is more than ten years since 
Henry Jekyll became too fanciful for me. He began to go wrong, 
wrong in mind; and though of course I continue to take an in¬ 
terest in him for old sake’s sake, as they say, I see and I have seen 
devilish little of the man. Such unscientific balderdash,” added the 

doctor, flushing suddenly purple, “would have estranged Damon 
and Pythias.” 


This little spirit of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr. Ut¬ 
terson. “They have only differed on some point of science,” he 
thought; and being a man of no scientific passions (except in the 
matter of conveyancing), he even added: “It is nothing worse than 
that!” He gave his friend a few seconds to recover his composure, 
and then approached the question he had come to put. “Did you 
ever come across a protege of his—one Hyde?” he asked. 

“Hyde?” repeated Lanyon. “No. Never heard of him. Since my 
time.” 

That was the amount of information that the lawyer carried 
back with him to the great, dark bed on which he tossed to and 
fro, until the small hours of the morning began to grow large. It 
was a night of little ease to his toiling mind, toiling in mere dark¬ 
ness and besieged by questions. 

Six o’clock struck on the bells of the church that was so con¬ 
veniently near to Mr. Utterson’s dwelling, and still he was digging 
at the problem. Hitherto it had touched him on the intellectual 
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side alone; but now his imagination also was engaged, or rather 
enslaved; and as he lay and tossed in the gross darkness o tie 
night and the curtained room, Mr. Enfield’s tale went y ore 
his mind in a scroll of lighted pictures. He would be aware of the 
great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then of the figure o , a 
man walking swiftly; then of a child running from the doctor s; 
and then these met, and that human Juggernaut trod the chi 
down and passed on regardless of her screams. Or else he would 
see a room in a rich house, where his friend lay asleep, dreaming 
and smiling at his dreams; and then the door of that room would 
be opened, the curtains of the bed plucked apart, the sleeper re¬ 
called, and lo! there would stand by his side a figure to whom 
power was given, and even at that dead hour, he must rise and do 
its bidding. The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyer all 
night; and if at any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide 
more stealthily through sleeping houses, or move the more 
swiftly and still the more swiftly, even to dizziness, through wider 
labyrinths of lamp-lighted city, and at every street corner crush a 
child and leave her screaming. And still the figure had no face 
by which he might know it; even in his dreams, it had no face, or 
one that baffled him and melted before his eyes; and thus it was 
that there sprang up and grew apace in the lawyer’s mind a singu¬ 
larly strong, almost an inordinate, curiosity to behold the features 
of the real Mr. Hyde. If he could but once set eyes on him, he 
thought the mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether 
away, as was the habit of mysterious things when well examined. 
He might see a reason for his friend’s strange preference or bond¬ 
age (call it which you please) and even for the startling clause of 
the will. At least it would be a face worth seeing: the face of a 
man who was without bowels of mercy: a face which had but to 
show itself to raise up in the mind of the unimpressionable En¬ 
field a spirit of enduring hatred. 

From that time forward, Mr. Utterson began to haunt the door 
in the by-street of shops. In the morning before office hours, at 
noon when business was plenty, and time scarce, at night under 
the face of the fogged city moon, by all lights and at all hours of 
solitude or concourse, the lawyer was to be found on his chosen 

P°st. 

“If he be Mr. Hyde,” he had thought, “I shall be Mr. Seek.” 

And at last his patience was rewarded. It was a fine dry night; 
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frost in the air; the streets as clean as a ball-room floor; the lamps, 
unshaken by any wind, drawing a regular pattern of light and 
shadow. By ten o clock, when the shops were closed, the by-street 
was very solitary and, in spite of the low growl of London from 
all round, very silent. Small sounds carried far; domestic sounds 
out of the houses were clearly audible on either side of the road¬ 
way; and the rumour of the approach of any passenger preceded 
him by a long time. Mr. Utterson had been some minutes at his 
post, when he was aware of an odd, light footstep drawing near. 
In the course of his nightly patrols, he had long grown accustomed 
to the quaint effect with which the footfalls of a single person, 
while he is still a great way off, suddenly spring out distinct from 
the vast hum and clatter of the city. Yet his attention had never 
before been so sharply and decisively arrested; and it was with a 
strong, superstitious prevision of success that he withdrew into 
the entry of the court. 

The steps drew swiftly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder 
as they turned the end of the street. The lawyer, looking forth 
from the entry, could soon see what manner of man he had to 
deal with. He was small and very plainly dressed, and the look of 
him, even at that distance, went .somehow strongly against the 
watcher’s inclination. But he made straight for the door, crossing 
the roadway to save time; and as he came, he drew a key from his 
pocket like one approaching home. 

Mr. Utterson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as 

he passed. “Mr. Hyde, I think?” 

Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But 
his fear was only momentary; and though he did not look the 
lawyer in the face, he answered coolly enough: “That is my name. 
What do you want?” 

“I see you are going in,” returned the lawyer. “I am an old 
friend of Dr. Jekyll’s—Mr. Utterson of Gaunt Street—you must 
have heard my name; and meeting you so conveniently, I thought 

you might admit me.” 

“You will not find Dr. Jekyll; he is from home,” replied Mr. 
Hyde, blowing in the key. And then suddenly, but still without 

looking up, “How did you know me?” he asked. 

“On your side,” said Mr. Utterson, “will you dome a favour? 

“With pleasure,” replied the other. “What shall it be? 

“Will you let me see your face?” asked the lawyer. 
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Mr. Hyde appeared to hesitate, and then, as if ll P on some 
sudden reflection, fronted about with an air of defiance; and the 
pair stared at each other pretty fixedly for a few seconds Now 
I shall know you again,” said Mr. Utterson. “It may be useful. 

“Yes,” returned Mr. Hyde, “it is as well we have met; and a 
propos, you should have my address.” And he gave a number of a 


street in Soho. , 

“Good God!” thought Mr. Utterson, “can he, too, have bee 

thinking of the will?” But he kept his feelings to himself and only 

grunted in acknowledgment of the address. 

“And now,” said the other, ‘‘how did you know me? 

“By description,” was the reply. 

“Whose description?” 

“We have common friends,” said Mr. Utterson. 

“Common friends?” echoed Mr. Hyde, a little hoarsely. “Who 


are they?” 

“Jekyll, for instance,” said the lawyer. 

“He never told you,” cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger. I 

did not think you would have lied.” 

“Come,” said Mr. Utterson, “that is not fitting language. 

The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next 
moment, with extraordinary quickness, he had unlocked the door 

and disappeared into the house. 

The lawyer stood awhile when Mr. Hyde had left him, the pic¬ 
ture of disquietude. Then he began slowly to mount the street, 
pausing every step or two and putting his hand to his brow like 
a man in mental perplexity. The problem he was thus debating 
as he walked, was one of a class that is rarely solved. Mr. Hyde was 
pale and dwarfish, he gave an impression of deformity without any 
nameable malformation, he had a displeasing smile, he had borne 
himself to the lawyer with a sort of murderous mixture of timidity 
and boldness, and he spoke with a husky, whispering and some¬ 
what broken voice; all these were points against him, but not all 
of these together could explain the hitherto unknown disgust, 
loathing, and fear with which Mr. Utterson regarded him. “There 
must be something else,” said the perplexed gentleman. “There is 
something more, if I could find a name for it. God bless me, the 
man seems hardly human! Something troglodytic, shall we say? or 
can it be the old story of Dr. Fell? or is it the mere radiance of a 
foul soul that thus transpires through, and transfigures, its clay 
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continent? The last, I think; for, O my poor old Harry Jekyll if 

friend.” J,ala " * S,§naU,re U P°’ 1 a face ’ » » °n that of your new 


Round the corner from the by-street, there was a square of 
ancient, handsome houses, now for the most part decayed from 
then high estate and let in flats and chambers to all sorts and con¬ 
ditions of men: map-engravers, architects, shady lawyers and the 
agents of obscure enterprises. One house, however, second from 
the corner, was still occupied entire; and at the door of this, which 
wore a great air of wealth and comfort, though it was now plunged 
in darkness except for the fanlight, Mr. Utterson stopped and 
knocked. A well-dressed, elderly servant opened the door. 

“Is Dr. Jekyll at home, Poole?” asked the lawyer. 

I vill see, Mr. Utterson, said Poole, admitting the visitor, as 
he spoke, into a large, low-roofed, comfortable hall, paved with 
Hags, warmed (after the fashion of a country house) by a bright, 
open fire, and furnished with costly cabinets of oak. “Will you 

wait here by the fire, sir? or shall I give you a light in the dining¬ 
room?” 

“Here, thank you,” said the lawyer, and he drew near and 
leaned on the tall fender. This hall, in which he was now left 
alone, was a pet fancy of his friend the doctor’s; and Utterson him¬ 
self was wont to speak of it as the pleasantest room in London. But 
to-night there was a shudder in his blood; the face of Hyde sat 
heavy on his memory; he felt (what was rare with him) a nausea 
and distaste of life; and in the gloom of his spirits, he seemed to 
read a menace in the flickering of the firelight on the polished 
cabinets and the uneasy starting of the shadow on the roof. He was 
ashamed of his relief, when Poole presently returned to announce 
that Dr. Jekyll was gone out. 

“I saw Mr. Hyde go in by the old dissecting-room door, Poole,” 
he said. “Is that right, when Dr. Jekyll is from home?” 

“Quite right, Mr. Utterson, sir,” replied the servant. “Mr. Hyde 
has a key.” 

“Your master seems to repose a great deal of trust in that young 
man, Poole,” resumed the other musingly. 

“Yes, sir, he do indeed,” said Poole. “We have all orders to 
obey him.” 

“I do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde?” asked Utterson. 

“O, dear no, sir. He never dines here,” replied the butler. “In- 
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deed we see very little of him on this side of the house; he most y 

comes and goes by the laboratory. 

“Well, good-night, Poole.” 

“Good-night, Mr. Utterson ” 

And the lawyer set out homeward with a very heavy he . 

Harry Jekyll,” he thought, '‘my mind misgives me he is in deep 
waters! He was wild when he was young; a long while ago to 
sure- but in the law of God, there is no statute of limitations. Ay, 
it must be that; the ghost of some old sm, the cancer o some con 
cealed disgrace: punishment coming, pede claudo years atte 
memory has forgotten and self-love condoned the fault. The law 
yer, scared by the thought, brooded awhile on his own past, grop¬ 
ing in all the corners of memory, lest by chance some Jack-in-t le- 
Box of an old iniquity should leap to light there. His past was 
fairly blameless; few men could read the rolls of their life with less 
apprehension; yet he was humbled to the dust by the many il 
things he had done, and raised up again into a sober and fearfu 
gratitude by the many that he had come so near to doing, yet 
avoided. And then by a return on his former subject, he conceived 
a spark of hope. “This Master Hyde, if he were studied, thought 
he “must have secrets of his own; black secrets, by the look of him; 
secrets compared to which poor Jekyll’s worst would be like sun¬ 
shine Things cannot continue as they are. It turns me cold to 
think of this creature stealing like a thief to Harry’s bedside; poor 
Harry, what a wakening! And the danger of it; for if this Hyde 
suspects the existence of the will, he may grow impatient to in¬ 
herit. Ay, I must put my shoulder to the wheel—if Jekyll will but 
let me,” he added, “if Jekyll will only let me.” For once more he 
saw before his mind’s eye, as clear as a transparency, the strange 

clauses of the will. 


Dr. Jekyll Was Quite at Ease 

A fortnight later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one 
of his pleasant dinners to some five or six old cronies, all intel¬ 
ligent, reputable men and all judges of good wine; and Mr. Ut¬ 
terson so contrived that he remained behind after the others had 
departed. This was no new arrangement, but a thing that had be¬ 
fallen many scores of times. Where Utterson was liked, he was 
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well liked. Hosts loved to detain the dry lawyer, when the light- 
hcarted and the loose-tongued had already their foot on the 
threshold; they liked to sit awhile in his unobtrusive company 
practising for solitude, sobering their minds in the man’s rich 
silence after the expense and strain of gaiety. To this rule, Dr. 
Jekyll was no exception; and as he now sat on the opposite side 
of the fire a large, well-made, smooth-faced man of fifty, with 
something of a slyish cast perhaps, but every mark of capacity and 
kindness you could see by his looks that he cherished for Mr. 
Utterson a sincere and warm affection. 

“I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll,” began the latter. 
‘‘You know that will of yours?” 

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was dis¬ 
tasteful; but the doctor carried it off gaily. ‘‘My poor Utterson,” 
said he, “you are unfortunate in such a client. I never saw a man 
so distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that hide-bound 
pedant, Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies. O, I know 
he’s a good fellow—you needn’t frown—an excellent fellow, and I 
always mean to see more of him; but a hide bound pedant for all 
that; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never more disappointed 
in any man than Lanyon.” 

“You know I never approved of it,” pursued Utterson, ruthlessly 
disregarding the fresh topic. 

“My will? Yes, certainly, I know that,” said the doctor, a trifle 
sharply. “You have told me so.” 

“Well, I tell you so again,” continued the lawyer. “I have been 
learning something of young Hyde.” 

The large handsome face of Dr. Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, 
and there came a blackness about his eyes. “I do not care to hear 
more,” said he. “This is a matter I thought we had agreed to drop.” 

“What I heard was abominable,” said Utterson. 

“It can make no change. You do not understand my position,” 
returned the doctor, with a certain incoherency of manner. “I am 
painfully situated, Utterson; my position is a very strange—a very 
strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot be mended by 
talking.” 

“Jekyll,” said Utterson, “you know me: I am a man to be trusted. 
Make a clean breast of this in confidence; and I make no doubt I 
can get you out of it.” 

“My good Utterson,” said the doctor, “this is very good of you. 
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this is downright good of you, and I cannot find words to thank 
you in. I believe you fully; I would trust you before any man > 
he£ore myself if I could make the choice; but indeed 

1 “r,.nc»; i is not , bsd „h.t »d j»s, to j>». ,=» good 
heart at test, I will tell you one thing: the moment ohoos, T can 
be rid of Mr. Hyde. I give you my hand upon hat, an 
you again and again; and I will just add one little word, Uttewo» , 

that I’m sure you’ll take in good part: this is a private m 
I beg of you to let it sleep.” 

Utterson reflected a little, looking in the fire. • 

“I have no doubt you are perfectly right, he said at last, ge g 

“‘■Weltbut since we have touched upon this business, and for 
the last time I hope,” continued the doctor, "there is one point I 
should like you to understand. I have really a very great ^ ere ^ 
n poor Hyde. I know you have seen him; he told me so; and I fear 
he was rude. But I do sincerely take a great, a very great interest 
in that young man; and if I am taken away, Utterson, I wish you 
to promise me that you will bear with him and get his rl 8 htsl ° 
him. I think you would, if you knew all; and it would be a weight 

off my mind if you would promise. . . 

“I can’t pretend that I shall ever like him,” said the lawyer. 

"I don’t ask that,” pleaded Jekyll, laying his hand upon the 
other’s arm; ”1 only ask for justice; I only ask you to help him 

for my sake, when I am no longer here. 

Utterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. “Well, ’ said he, I prom- 


ise. 


The Carew Murder Case 

Nearly a year later, in the month of October, 18—, London was 
startled by a crime of singular ferocity and rendered all the more 
notable by the high position of the victim. The details were few 
and startling. A maid servant, living alone in a house not far from 
the river, had gone up-stairs to bed about eleven. Although a fog 
rolled over the city in the small hours, the early part of the night 
-was cloudless, and the lane, which the maid’s window overlooked, 
was brilliantly lit by the full moon. It seems she was romantically 
■given, for she sat down upon her box, which stood immediately 
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under the window, and fell into a dreant of musing. Never (she 

1 l ° say ' Wlth streaming tears, when she narrfted that ex 
pcrience) never had she felt more at peace with all men or thought 
more ktndly of the world. And as she so sat she became aware of an 
f° d ancl beautiful gentleman with white hair, drawing near 
along the lane; and advancing to meet him, another and very small 
gent cman. to whom at first she paid less attention. When they had 
come within speech (which was just under the maid's eyes) the 
older man bowed and accosted the other with a very pretty man¬ 
ner of politeness. It did not seem as if the subject of his address 
"ere of great importance; indeed, from his pointing, it sometimes 
appeared as if he were only inquiring his way; but the moon shone 
on his face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to watch it, it 
seemed to breathe such an innocent and old-world kindness of 
disposition, yet with something high too, as of a well-founded self¬ 
content. Presently her eye wandered to the other, and she was 
surprised to recognise in him a certain Mr. Hyde, who had once 
visited her master and for whom she had conceived a dislike. He 
had in his hand a heavy cane, with which he was trifling; but he 
answered never a word, and seemed to listen with an ill-con¬ 
tained impatience. And then all of a sudden he broke out in a 
great flame of anger, stamping with his foot, brandishing the cane, 
and carrying on (as the maid described it) like a madman. The old 
gentleman took a step back, with the air of one very much sur¬ 
prised and a trifle hurt; and at that Mr. Hyde broke out of all 
bounds and clubbed him to the earth. And next moment, with 
ape-like fury, he was trampling his victim underfoot and hailing 
down a storm of blows, under which the bones were audibly shat¬ 
tered and the body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of 
these sights and sounds, the maid fainted. 

It was two o’clock when she came to herself and called for the 
police. The murderer was gone long ago; but there lay his victim 
in the middle of the lane, incredibly mangled. The stick with 
which the deed had been done, although it was of some rare and 
very tough and heavy wood, had broken in the middle under the 
stress of this insensate cruelty; and one splintered half had rolled 
in the neighbouring gutter—the other, without doubt, had been 
carried away by the murderer. A purse and a gold watch were 
found upon the victim: but no cards or papers, except a sealed and 
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stamped envelope, which he had been probably carrying to the 
post, and which bore the name and address of Mr. Utterson. 

This was brought to the lawyer the next morning, be ore 
was out of bed; and he had no sooner seen it, and been told t e 
circumstances, than he shot out a solemn lip. “I shall say nothing 
till I have seen the body,” said he; “this may be very serious. Have 
the kindness to wait while I dress.” And with the same grave 
countenance he hurried through his breakfast and drove to the 
police station, whither the body had been carried. As soon as he 

came into the cell, he nodded. 

“Yes,” said he, “I recognise him. I am sorry to say that this is bir 

Danvers Carew ” . 

“Good God, sir,” exclaimed the officer, “is it possible? And the 

next moment his eye lighted up with professional ambition. “This 

will make a deal of noise,” he said. “And perhaps you can help us 

to the man.” And he briefly narrated what the maid had seen, and 

showed the broken stick. 

Mr. Utterson had already quailed at the name of Hyde; but 
when the stick was laid before him, he could doubt no longer; 
broken and battered as it was, he recognised it for one that he 
had himself presented many years before to Henry Jekyll. 

“Is this Mr. Hyde a person of small stature?” he inquired. 
“Particularly small and particularly wicked-looking, is what the 

maid calls him,” said the officer. 

Mr. Utterson reflected; and then, raising his head, “If you will 
come with me to my cab,” he said, “I think I can take you to his 

house.” 

It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog 
of the season. A great chocolate-coloured pall lowered over heaven, 
but the wind was continually charging and routing these embatded 
vapours; so that as the cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utter¬ 
son beheld a marvellous number of degrees and hues of twdight; 
for here it would be dark like the back-end of evening; and there 
would be a glow of a rich, lurid brown, like the light of some 
strange conflagration; and here, for a moment, the fog would be 
quite broken up, and a haggard shaft of daylight would glance in 
between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quarter of Soho seen un¬ 
der these changing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and slatternly 
passengers, and its lamps, which had never been extinguished or 
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had been kindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion of 
darkness seemed, in the lawyer’s eyes, like a district of some city 
in a nightmare. The thoughts of his mind, besides, were of the 
gloomiest dye; and when he glanced at the companion of his drive 
he was conscious of some touch of that terror of the law and the 
law’s officers, which may at times assail the most honest. 

As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted 
a little and showed him a dingy street, a gin palace, a low French 
eating-house, a shop for the retail of penny numbers and two¬ 
penny salads, many ragged children huddled in the doorways, and 
many women of many different nationalities passing out, key in 
hand, to have a morning glass; and the next moment the fog set¬ 
tled down again upon that part, as brown as umber, and cut him 
off from his blackguardly surroundings. This was the home of 


Henry Jekyll’s favourite; of a man who was heir to quarter of a 
million sterling. 

An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. 
She had an evil face, smoothed by hypocrisy; but her manners were 
excellent. Yes, she said, this was Mr. Hyde’s, but he was not at 
home; he had been in that night very late, but had gone away 
again in less than an hour; there was nothing strange in that; his 
habits were very irregular, and he was often absent; for instance, 
it was nearly two months since she had seen him till yesterday. 

“Very well, then, we wish to see his rooms,” said the lawyer; and 
when the woman began to declare it was impossible, “I had better 
tell you who this person is,” he added. “This is Inspector New¬ 
comen of Scotland Yard.” 

A flash of odious joy appeared upon the woman’s face. “Ah!” 
said she, “he is in trouble! What has he done?” 

Mr. Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. “He don’t 
seem a very popular character,” observed the latter. “And now, 
my good woman, just let me and this gentleman have a look about 


In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman 
remained otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde had only used a couple of 
rooms; but these were furnished with luxury and good taste. A 
closet was filled with wine; the plate was of silver, the napery 
elegant; a good picture hung upon the walls, a gift (as Utterson 
supposed) from Henry Jekyll, who was much of a connoisseur; and 
the carpets were of many plies and agreeable in colour. At this 
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moment, however, the rooms bore every mark of having been 
recently and hurriedly ransacked; clothes lay about the floor, w 
their pockets inside out; lock-fast drawers stood open; and on t e 
hearth there lay a pile of grey ashes, as though many papers had 
been burned. From these embers the inspector disinterred the but 
end of a green cheque book, which had resisted the action o t e 
fire; the other half of the stick was found behind the door; and as 
this clinched his suspicions, the officer declared himself delighted. 
A visit to the bank, where several thousand pounds were found to 
be lying to the murderer’s credit, completed his gratification. 

‘•You may depend upon it, sir,” he told Mr. Utterson: “I have 
him in my hand. He must have lost his head, or he never would 
have left the stick or, above all, burned the cheque book. Why, 
money’s life to the man. We have nothing to do but wan for him 

at the bank, and get out the handbills. 

This last, however, was not so easy of accomplishment; for Mr. 
Hyde had numbered few familiars—even the master of the servant 
maid had only seen him twice; his family could nowhere be traced; 
he had never been photographed; and the few who could de¬ 
scribe him differed widely, as common observers will. Only on 
one point, were they agreed; and that was the haunting sense of 
unexpressed deformity with which the fugitive impressed his be- 

holders. 


Incident of the Letter 

It was late in the afternoon, when Mr. Utterson found his way to 
Dr. Jekyll’s door, where he was at once admitted by Poole, and 
carried down by the kitchen offices and across a yard which had 
once been a garden, to the building which was indifferently known 
as the laboratory or the dissecting-rooms. The doctor had bought 
the house from the heirs of a celebrated surgeon; and his own 
tastes being rather chemical than anatomical, had changed the 
destination of the block at the bottom of the garden. It was the 
first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his 
friend’s quarters; and he eyed the dingy, windowless structure 
with curiosity, and gazed round with a distasteful sense of strange¬ 
ness as he crossed the theatre, once crowded with eager students 
and now lying gaunt and silent, the tables laden with chemical 
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apparatus, the floor strewn with crates and littered with packing 
straw, and the light falling dimly through the foggy cupola. At 
the fuithei end. a flight of stairs mounted to a door covered with 
red baize; and through this, Mr. Utterson was at last received 
into the doctor’s cabinet. It was a large room, fitted round with 
glass presses, furnished, among other things, with a cheval-glass 
and a business table, and looking out upon the court by three 
dusty windows barred with iron. A fire burned in the grate- a lamp 
was set lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in the houses the 
fog began to lie thickly; and there, close up to the warmth, sat Dr. 
Jekyll, looking deadly sick. He did not rise to meet his visitor, but 
held out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a changed voice. 

"And now,” said Mr. Utterson, as soon as Poole had left them, 
“you have heard the news?” 

1 he doctor shuddered. “They were crying it in the square,” he 
said. “I heard them in my dining-room.” 

“One word,” said the lawyer. “Carew was my client, but so are 
you, and I want to know what I am doing. You have not been 
mad enough to hide this fellow?” 

“Utterson, I swear to God,” cried the doctor, “I swear to God I 
will never set eyes on him again. I bind my honour to you that I 
am done with him in this world. It is all at an end. And indeed 
he does not want my help; you do not know him as I do; he is 
safe, he is quite safe; mark my words, he will never more be 
heard of.” 

The lawyer listened gloomily; he did not like his friend’s fever¬ 
ish manner. “You seem pretty sure of him,” said he; “and for your 
sake, I hope you may be right. If it came to a trial, your name 
might appear.” 

“I am quite sure of him,” replied Jekyll; “I have grounds for 
certainty that I cannot share with any one. But there is one thing 
on which you may advise me. I have—I have received a letter; and 
I am at a loss whether I should show it to the police. I should like 
to leave it in your hands, Utterson; you would judge wisely, I 
am sure; I have so great a trust in you.” 

“You fear, I suppose, that it might lead to his detection?” asked 

the lawyer. 

“No,” said the other. “I cannot say that I care what becomes of 
Hyde; I am quite done with him. I was thinking of my own char¬ 
acter, which this hateful business has rather exposed.” 
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Utterson ruminated awhile; he was surprised at his friend s 
selfishness, and yet relieved by it. "Well,” said he, at last, 

S£ "The letter was written in an odd, upright hand and signed 
‘•Edward Hyde"; and it signified, briefly enough, that the writers 
benefactor. Dr. Jekyll, whom he had long so unworthily repaid 
for a thousand generosities, need labour under no alarm for h.s 
safety, as he had means of escape on which he placed a sure e- 
pendence. The lawyer liked this letter well enough; it put a better 
colour on the intimacy than he had looked for; and he blame 
himself for some of his past suspicions. 

“Have you the envelope?” he asked. 

"I burned it,” replied Jekyll, “before I thought wliat I was 
about. But it bore no postwark. The note was handed in. 

“Shall I keep this and sleep upon it?” asked Utterson. 

“I wish you to judge for me entirely,” was the reply. “I have lost 

confidence in myself.” 

“Well, I shall consider,” returned the lawyer. And now one 
word more: it was Hyde who dictated the terms in your will about 

that disappearance?” 

The doctor seemed seized with a qualm of faintness, le s u 
his mouth tight and nodded. 

“I knew it,” said Utterson. “He meant to murder you. You 
have had a fine escape.” 

“I have had what is far more to the purpose, returned the 
doctor solemnly: "I have had a lesson—O God, Utterson, what a 
lesson X have hadl” And he covered his face for a moment with 

his hands. . 

On his way out the lawyer stopped and had a word or two with 

Poole “By-the-bye,” said he, “there was a letter handed in to-day: 
what was the messenger like?” But Poole was positive nothing had 
come except by post; “and only circulars by that,” he added. 

This news sent ofi the visitor with his fears renewed. Plainly the 
letter had come by the laboratory door; possibly, indeed, it had 
been written in the cabinet; and if that were so, it must be dif¬ 
ferently judged, and handled with the more caution. The news¬ 
boys, as he went, were crying themselves hoarse along the footways: 
“Special edition. Shocking murder of an M.P.” That was the 
funeral oration of one friend and client; and he could not help a 
certain apprehension lest the good name of another should be 
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sucked down in the eddy of the scandal. It was, at least, a ticklish 
decision that he had to make; and self-reliant as he was by habit 
he began to cherish a longing for advice. It was not to be had di- 
recti y; but perhaps, he thought, it might be fished for. 

Presently after, he sat on one side of his own hearth, with Mr 
Guest, his head clerk, upon the other, and midway between, at a 
nicely calculated distance from the fire, a bottle of a particular old 
wine that had long dwelt unsunned in the foundations of his 
house. The fog still slept on the wing above the drowned city, 
where the lamps glimmered like carbuncles; and through the muf¬ 
fle and smother of these fallen clouds, the procession of the town’s 
life was still rolling in through the great arteries with a sound as of 
a mighty wind. But the room was gay with firelight. In the bottle 
the acids were long ago resolved; the imperial dye had softened 
with time, as the colour glows richer in stained windows; and the 
glow of hot autumn afternoons on hillside vineyards, was ready to 
be set free and to disperse the fogs of London. Insensibly the 
lawyer melted. There was no man from whom he kept fewer 
secrets than Mr. Guest; and he was not always sure that he kept as 
many as he meant. Guest had often been on business to the doc¬ 
tor’s; he knew Poole; he could scarce have failed to hear of Mr. 
Hyde’s familiarity about the house; he might draw conclusions: 
was it not as well, then, that he should see a letter which put that 
mystery to rights? and above all since Guest, being a great student 
and critic of handwriting, would consider the step natural and 
obliging? The clerk, besides, was a man of counsel; he would 
scarce read, so strange a document without dropping a remark; 
and by that remark Mr. Utterson might shape his future course. 

“This is a sad business about Sir Danvers,” he said. 

“Yes, sir, indeed. It has elicited a great deal of public feeling,” 
returned Guest. “The man, of course, was mad.” 

“I should like to hear your views on that,” replied Utterson. 
“I have a document here in his handwriting; it is between our¬ 
selves, for I scarce know what to do about it; it is an ugly business 
at the best. But there it is; quite in your way: a murder’s auto¬ 
graph.” . . 

Guest’s eyes brightened, and he sat down at once and studied it 
with passion. “No, sir,” he said: “not mad; but it is an odd hand.” 

“And by all accounts a very odd writer,” added the lawyer. 

Just then the servant entered with a note. 
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"Is that from Dr. Jekyll. sir?” inquired the clerk. "I thought 

knew the writing. Anything private, Mr. Utterson? 

"Only an invifation to dinner. Why? Do you want to see it? 
"One moment. I thank you, sir”; and the clerk laid the 
of paper alongside and sedulously compared th«r conte • 
"Thank you, sir,” he said at last, returning both, it s a very 

TS rr£u. during .hid, Mr. U.,nr„n 
himself. “Why did you compare them, Guest? he inquire 

dC «Well, sir,” returned the clerk, “there’s a rather singular re¬ 
semblance; the two hands are in many points identical, only 1 - 


ferently sloped.” 

“Rather quaint,” said Utterson. 

“It is as you say, rather quaint,” returned Guest. 

“I wouldn’t speak of this note, you know,” said the master. 

“No, sir,” said the clerk. “I understand. 

But no sooner was Mr. Utterson alone that night than he 
locked the note into his safe, where it reposed from that time for¬ 
ward. “What!” he thought. “Henry Jekyll forge for a murderer. 

And his blood ran cold in his veins. 


Remarkable Incident oj Dr. Lanyon 

Time ran on; thousands of pounds were offered in reward, for 
the death of Sir Danvers was resented as a public injury; but Mr. 
Hyde had disappeared out of the ken of the police as though he 
had never existed. Much of his past was unearthed, indeed, and 
all disreputable; tales came out of the man’s cruelty, at once so 
callous and violent; of his vile life, of his strange associates, of the 
hatred that seemed to have surrounded his career; but of his 
present whereabouts, not a whisper. From the time he had left 
the house in Soho on the morning of the murder, he was simply 
blotted out; and gradually, as time drew on, Mr. Utterson began 
to recover from the hotness of his alarm, and to grow more at 
quiet with himself. The death of Sir Danvers was, to his way of 
thinking, more than paid for by the disappearance of Mr. Hyde. 
Now that that evil influence had been withdrawn, a new life began 
for Dr. Tekyll. He came out of his seclusion, renewed relations 
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On the 8th of January Utterson had dined at the doctor’s with 
a small patty, Lanyon had been there; and the face of the host had 
looked horn one to the other as in the old days when the trio 
ttete inseparable friends. On the 12th, and again on the 14th the 
door was shut against the lawyer. “The doctor was confined to the 
house, Poole said, “and saw no one.” On the 15th, he tried again 
and was again refused; and having now been used for the last two 
months to see his friend almost daily, he found this return of soli 
tude to weigh upon his spirits. The fifth night he had in Guest to 
dine with him; and the sixth he betook himself to Dr. Lanyon’s. 

Theie at least he was not denied admittance; but when he came 
in, he was shocked at the change which had taken place in the 
doctors appearance. He had his death-warrant written legibly 
upon his face. The rosy man had grown pale; his flesh had fallen 
away; he was visibly balder and older; and yet it was not so much 
these tokens of a swift physical decay that arrested the lawyer's 
notice, as a look in the eye and quality of manner that seemed to 
testify to some deep-seated terror of the mind. It was unlikely that 
the doctor should fear death; and yet that was what Utterson was 
tempted to suspect. “Yes,” he thought; “he is a doctor, he must 
know his own state and that his days are counted; and the knowl¬ 
edge is more than he can bear.” And yet when Utterson remarked 
on his ill-looks, it was with an air of great firmness that Lanyon 
declared himself a doomed man. 

“I have had a shock,” he said, “and I shall never recover. It is a 
question of weeks. Well, life has been pleasant; I liked it; yes, sir, 

I used to like it. I sometimes think if we knew all, we should be 
more glad to get away.” 

“Jekyll is ill, too,” observed Utterson. “Have you seen him?” 

But Lanyon’s face changed, and he held up a trembling hand. 
“I wish to see or hear no more of Dr. Jekyll,” he said in a loud, 
unsteady voice. “I am quite done with that person; and I beg 
that you will spare me any allusion to one whom I regard as 
dead.” 
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“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson; and then after a considerable 
pause, “Can’t I do anything?” he inquired. “We are three very o 
friends, Lanyon; we shall not live to make others. 

“Nothing can be done,” returned Lanyon; “ask himself. 

“He will not see me,” said the lawyer. 

“I am not surprised at that,” was the reply. “Some day, Utterson, 
after I am dead, you may perhaps come to learn the right and 
wrong of this. I cannot tell you. And in the meantime, if you can 
sit and talk with me of other things, for God’s sake, stay and do so; 
but if you cannot keep clear of this accursed topic, then, in God s 

name, go, for I cannot bear it.” 

As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jekyll, 
complaining of his exclusion from the house, and asking the 
cause of this unhappy break with Lanyon; and the next day 
brought him a long answer, often very pathetically worded, and 
sometimes darkly mysterious in drift. The quarrel with Lanyon 
was incurable. “I do not blame our old friend,” Jekyll wrote, “but 
I share his view that we must never meet. I mean from henceforth 
to lead a life of extreme seclusion; you must not be surprised, nor 
must you doubt my friendship, if my door is often shut even to 
you. You must suffer me to go my own dark way. I have brought 
on myself a punishment and a danger that I cannot name. If I am 
the chief of sinners, I am the chief of sufferers also. I could not think 
that this earth contained a place for sufferings and tenois so un¬ 
manning; and you can do but one thing, Utterson, to lighten this 
destiny, and that is to respect my silence.” Utterson was amazed; 
the dark influence of Hyde had been withdrawn, the doctor had le- 
turned to his old tasks and amities; a week ago, the prospect had 
smiled with every promise of a cheerful and an honoured age; 
and now in a moment, friendship, and peace of mind, and the 
whole tenor of his life were wrecked. So great and unprepared a 
change pointed to madness; but in view of Lanyon’s manner and 
words, there must lie for it some deeper ground. 

A week afterwards Dr. Lanyon took to his bed, and in some¬ 
thing less than a fortnight he was dead. The night after the fu¬ 
neral, at which he had been sadly affected, Utterson locked the 
door of his business room, and sitting there by the light of a 
melancholy candle, drew out and set before him an envelope ad¬ 
dressed by the hand and sealed with the seal of his dead friend. 
“Private: for the hands of G. J. Utterson alone, and in case of his 
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predecease to be destroyed unread ” so it was emphatically super¬ 
scribed; and the lawyer dreaded to behold the contents. “I have 
buried one friend to-day," he thought: “what if this should cost 
nic another? ’ And then he condemned the fear as a disloyalty, and 
broke the seal. Within there was another enclosure, likewise 
scaled, and marked upon the cover as “not to be opened till the 
death or disappearance of Dr. Henry Jekyll.” Utterson could not 
trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappearance; here again, as in the mad 
will which he had long ago restored to its author, here again were 
the idea of a disappearance and the name of Henry Jekyll brack¬ 
eted. But, in the will, that idea had sprung from the sinister sug¬ 
gestion of the man Hyde; it was set there with a purpose all too 
Plain and horrible. Written by the hand of Lanyon, what should 
it mean? A great curiosity came on the trustee, to disregard the 
prohibition and dive at once to the bottom of these mysteries; 
but professional honour and faith to his dead friend were stringent 
obligations; and the packet slept in the inmost corner of his 
private safe. 

It is one thing to mortify curiosity, another to conquer it; and 
it may be doubted if, from that day forth, Utterson desired the 
society of his surviving friend with the same eagerness. He thought 
of him kindly; but his thoughts were disquieted and fearful. He 
went to call indeed; but he was perhaps relieved to be denied ad¬ 
mittance; perhaps, in his heart, he preferred to speak with Poole 
upon the doorstep and surrounded by the air and sounds of the 
open city, rather than to be admitted into that house of voluntary 
bondage, and to sit and speak with its inscrutable recluse. Poole 
had, indeed, no very pleasant news to communicate. The doctor, 
it appeared, now more than ever confined himself to the cabinet 
over the laboratory, where he would sometimes even sleep; he was 
out of spirits, he had grown very silent, he did not read; it seemed 
as if he had something on his mind. Utterson became so used to 
the unvarying character of these reports, that he fell off little by 
little in the frequency of his visits. 


Incident at the Window 

It chanced on Sunday, when Mr. Utterson was on his usual walk 
with Mr. Enfield, that their way lay once again through the by- 
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street; and that when they came in front of the door, both stopped 

l ° "Well!” said Enfield, "that story’s at an end at least. We shall 

""’IhopeTioC' said Utterson. "Did I ever tell you that I once saw 

him, and shared your feeling of repulsion? >f 

"It was impossible to do the one without the other tetur 
Enfield. "And by the way, what an ass you must have thought me, 
not to know that this was a back way to Dr. Jekyll si It was pait y 

your own fault that I found it out, even when I did. 

“So you found it out, did you?” said Utterson. ’ But if that be so 
we may step into the court and take a look at the windows. To tel 
you the truth, I am uneasy about poor Jekyll; and even outside, I 
feel as if the presence of a friend might do him good. 

The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature 
twilight, although the sky, high up overhead, was still bright wit 
sunset. The middle one of the three windows was half-way open; 
and sitting close beside it, taking the air with an infinite sadness of 
mien, like some disconsolate prisoner, Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll. 
“What! Jekyll!” he cried. “I trust you are better.” 

“I am very low, Utterson,” replied the doctor, drearily, very 

low. It will not last long, thank God.” 

“You stay too much indoors,” said the lawyer. “You should be 

out, whipping up the circulation like Mr. Enfield and me. (This 

is my cousin—Mr. Enfield—Dr. Jekyll.) Come now; get your hat 

and take a quick turn with us.” 

“You are very good,” sighed the other. * I should like to very 
much; but no, no, no, it is quite impossible; I dare not. But in¬ 
deed, Utterson, I am very glad to see you; this is really a great 
pleasure; I would ask you and Mr. Enfield up, but the place is 

really not fit.” 

“Why then,” said the lawyer, good-naturedly, “the best thing 
we can do is to stay down here and speak with you from where we 


“That is just what I was about to venture to propose,” returned 
the doctor with a smile. But the.words were hardly uttered, before 
the smile was struck out of his face and succeeded by an expression 
of such abject terror and despair, as froze the very blood of the two 
gentlemen below. They saw it but for a glimpse, for the window 
was instantly thrust down; but that glimpse had been sufficient, 
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and they turned and left the court without a word. In silence, too, 
they traversed the by-streets; and it was not until they had come 
into a neighbouring thoroughfare, where even upon a Sunday 
there were still some stirrings of life, that Mr. Utterson at last 
turned and looked at his companion. They were both pale; and 
there was an answering horror in their eyes. 

“God forgive us, God forgive us,” said Mr. Utterson. 

But Mr. Enfield only nodded his head very seriously, and walked 
on once more in silence. 


The Last Night 

Mr. Utterson was sitting by his fireside one evening after dinner, 
when he was surprised to receive a visit from Poole. 

“Bless me, Poole, what brings you here?” he cried; and then 
taking a second look at him, “What ails you?” he added; “is the 
doctor ill?” 

“Mr. Utterson,” said the man, “there is something wrong.” 

“Take a seat, and here is a glass of wine for you,” said the 
lawyer. “Now, take your time, and tell me plainly what you 

want.” 

“You know the doctor’s ways, sir,” replied Poole, “and how he 
shuts himself up. Well, he’s shut up again in the cabinet; and I 
don’t like it, sir—I wish I may die if I like it. Mr. Utterson, sir, 

I’m afraid.” 

“Now, my good man,” said the lawyer, “be explicit. What are you 
afraid of?” 

“I’ve been afraid for about a week,” returned Poole, doggedly 
disregarding the question, “and I can bear it no more.” 

The man’s appearance amply bore out his words; his manner 
was altered for the worse; and except for the moment when he had 
first announced his terror, he had not once looked the lawyer in 
the face. Even now, he sat with the glass of wine untasted on his 
knee, and his eyes directed to a corner of the floor. “I can bear 

it no more,” he repeated. . 

“Come,” said the lawyer, “I see you have some good reason, 

Poole; I see there is something seriously amiss. Try to tell me what 

it is.” . _ . - 

“I think there's been foul play,” said Poole, hoarsely. 

“Foul play!” cried the lawyer, a good deal frightened and rather 
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weather, took off his hat and mopped his brow with a red pocket- 
handkerchief. But for all the hurry of his coming, these were not 
fhc dews of exertion that he wiped away, but the moisture of so, 
strangling anguish; for his face was white and his voice, when 

sooke, harsh and broken, .l 

P -Well, sir," he said, “here we are, and God grant there be not - 


ing wrong.” 

“Amen, Poole,” said the lawyer. 

Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded maimer; the 
door was opened on the chain; and a voice asked from within. 


“Is that you, Poole?” 

“It's all right,” said Poole. “Open the door. 

The hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the 
fire was built high; and about the hearth the whole of the servants 
men and women, stood huddled together like a flock of sheep. At 
the sight of Mr. Utterson, the housemaid broke into hysterical 
whimpering; and the cook, crying out, “Bless Godl it’s Mr. Utter- 

son," ran forward as if to take him in her arms. 

“What what? Are you all here?” said the lawyer peevishly- 
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Very irregular, very unseemly; your master would be far from 
pleased.” 

‘‘They're all afraid,” said Poole. 

Blank silence followed, no one protesting; only the maid lifted 
up her voice and now wept loudly. 

Hold your tongue! Poole said to her, with a ferocity of accent 
that testified to his own jangled nerves; and indeed, when the girl 
had so suddenly raised the note of her lamentation, they had all 
started and turned towards the inner door with faces of dreadful 
expectation. “And now,” continued the butler, addressing the 
knife-boy, reach me a candle, and we’ll get this through hands at 
once.” And then he begged Mr. Utterson to follow him, and led 
the way to the back garden. 

“Now, sir,” said he, “you come as gently as you can. I want you 
to hear, and I don’t want you to be heard. And see here, sir, if 
by any chance he was to ask you in, don’t go.” 

Mr. Utterson’s nerves, at this unlooked-for termination, gave 
a jerk that nearly threw him from his balance; but he re¬ 
collected his courage and followed the butler into the laboratory 
building and through the surgical theatre, with its lumber of 
crates and bottles, to the foot of the stair. Here Poole motioned 
him to stand on one side and listen; while he himself, setting 
down the candle and making a great and obvious call on his reso¬ 
lution, mounted the steps and knocked with a somewhat uncertain 
hand on the red baize of the cabinet door. 

“Mr. Utterson, sir, asking to see you,” he called; and even as 
he did so, once more violently signed to the lawyer to give ear. 

A voice answered from within: “Tell him I cannot see any one,” 
it said complainingly. 

“Thank you, sir,” said Poole, with a note of something like 
triumph in his voice; and taking up his candle, he led Mr. Utter¬ 
son back across the yard and into the great kitchen, where the fire 
was out and the beetles were leaping on the floor. 

“Sir,” he said, looking Mr. Utterson in the eyes, “was that my 

master’s voice?” 

“It seems much changed,” replied the lawyer, very pale, but 
giving look for look. 

“Changed? Well, yes, I think so,” said the butler. “Have I been 
twenty years in this man’s house, to be deceived about his voice? 
No, sir; master’s made away with; he was made away with, eight 
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,„o. when we heard him - »P« f ^',Z S 

Jo’s in there instead o£ him, and why it stays there, 

that cries to Heaven, Mr. Utters ° n rather a wild tale, 

“This is a very strange tale, Poole this is ; were 

my man," said Mr. Uttersorn b.tmg! ^ 

LX! Z.'riwEL -he murderer ,o Thar w.nh ho.d 

vet” said Poole. “All this last week (you must know) » 

’ whameerT, 1, rha, live. „ ~ e.hiner, hm been cr,.~ f n, S h. 
and day lor some sort o£ medicine and cannot get it to h n 

H no,hte 5 

t “meals KS 3^ S3,'- £ 
ine Well, sir, every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, 

there have been orders and complaints, and I have been sent flying 
to all the wholesale chemists in town. Every time I brought the 
stuff back, there would be another paper telling me « , 

because it was not pure, and another order to a different firm. 

This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever or. 

“Have you any of these papers?” asked Mr. Utterson. 

Poole felt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note, which 
the lawyer, bending nearer to the candle, carefully examined Its 
contents ran thus: “Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs. 
Maw. He assures them that their last sample is impure and quite 
useless for his present purpose. In the year 18— Dr. J. purchase 
a somewhat large quantity from Messrs. M. He now begs them 
to search with the most sedulous care, and should any of the same 
quality be left, to forward it to him at once. Expense is no con¬ 
sideration. The importance of this to Dr. J. can hardly be exag¬ 
gerated ” So far the letter had run composedly enough, but here 
with a sudden splutter of the pen, the writer's emotion had 
broken loose. “For God’s sake,” he had added, “find me some of 

the old.” , , , , 

“This is a strange note,” said Mr. Utterson; and then sharply, 

“How do you come to have it open?” 

“The man at Maw’s was main angry, sir, and he threw it back 

to me like so much dirt,” returned Poole. 
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" T his unquestionably the doctor's hand, do you know? 
sumed the Lawyer. 

I thought it looked like it,” said the servant rather sulkily; and 

then, with another voice, “But what matters hand of write?” he 
said. "I've seen him!" 

“Seen him?" repeated Mr. Utterson. “Well?” 

”1 hat s it!" said Poole. “It was this way. I came suddenly into 
the theatre from the garden. It seems he had slipped out to look 
,or this drug or whatever it is: for the cabinet door was open, 
and there he was at the far end of the room digging among the 
crates. He looked up when I came in, gave a kind of cry, and 
whipped up-stairs into the cabinet. It was but for one minute that 
I saw him, but the hair stood upon my head like quills. Sir, if that 
was my master, why had he a mask upon his face? If it was my 
master, why did lie cry out like a rat, and run from me? I have 
served him long enough. And then . . .” The man paused and 
passed his hand over his face. 

“These are all very strange circumstances,” said Mr. Utterson, 
“but I think I begin to see daylight. Your master, Poole, is plainly 
seized with one of those maladies that both torture and deform the 


sufferer; hence, for aught I know, the alteration of his voice; hence 
the mask and the avoidance of his friends; hence his eagerness 
to find this drug, by means of which the poor soul retains some 
hope of ultimate recovery'—God grant that he be not deceived! 
There is my explanation; it is sad enough, Poole, ay, and appalling 
to consider; but it is plain and natural, hangs well together, and 
delivers us from all exorbitant alarms.” 

“Sir,” said the butler, turning to a sort of mottled pallor, “that 
thing was not my master, and there’s the truth. My master”—here 
he looked round him and began to whisper—“is a tall, fine build 
of a man, and this was more of a dwarf.” Utterson attempted to 
protest. “O, sir,” cried Poole, “do you think I do not know my 
master after twenty years? Do you think I do not know where his 
head comes to in the cabinet door, where I saw him every morning 
of my life? No, sir, that thing in the mask was never Dr. Jekyll— 
God knows what it was, but it was never Dr. Jekyll; and it is the 
belief of my heart that there was murder done.” 

“Poole,” replied the lawyer, “if you say that, it will become my 
duty to make certain. Much as I desire to spare your masters 
feelings, much as I am puzzled by this note which seems to prove 
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him to be still alive, I shall consider it my duty to break in 

“Ah, Mr. Utterson, that’s talking! cried 

“And now comes the second question, resumed 

“Who is going to do it? 

“ ssscvss 

f it I shall make it my business to see you are no loser. 

.he theatre," continued Puo.et "and ,« 

take the '".right, instrument into hi. 

The lawyer took that rude but weign y looking 

hand, and balanced it. “Do you know, Poole, he said, looking 
up, “that you and I are about to place ourselves in a position 

“'“You may say so, sir, indeed,” returned the butler. 

“I t 7s well then, that we should be frank,” said the other We 
both think more than we have said; let us make a clean breast. 

This masked figure that you saw, did you recognise 1 

“Well, sir, it went so quick, and the creature was so doubled up 
tl at I could hardly swear to that,” was the answer. But if you 
mean was it Mr. Hyde?-why, yes, I think it was! You see it was 
much of the same bigness; and it had the same quick light way 
with if and then who else could have got in by the laboratory 
door? You have not forgot, sir, that at the time of the nmrder he 
had still the key with him? But that's not all. I don t know, Mr. 

Utterson, if ever you met this Mr. Hyde? ^ 

“Yes,” said the lawyer, “I once spoke with him. 

“Then you must know as well as the rest of us that there was 

something queer about that gentleman-something that gave a 
man a turn—I don’t know rightly how to say it, sir, beyond this. 

that you felt it in your marrow kind of cold and thin.” 

“I own I felt something of what you describe, said Mr. Utter- 


“Quite so, sir,” returned Poole. “Well, when that masked thing 
like a monkey jumped from among the chemicals and whipped 
into the cabinet, it went down my spine like ice. O, I know it’s not 
evidence, Mr. Utterson; I’m book-learned enough for that; but 
a man has his feelings, and I give you my bible-word it was Mr. 

Hyde!” 

“Ay, ay,” said the lawyer. “My fears incline to the same point. 
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Evil, I fear, founded—evil was sure to come—of that connection 
Ay, truly, I believe you; I believe poor Harry is killed; and I be¬ 
lieve his murderer (for what purpose, God alone can tell) is still 

lurking in his victim’s room. Well, let our name be vengeance. 
Call Bradshaw.” 

The footman came at the summons, very white and nervous. 

Put yourself together, Bradshaw,” said the lawyer. “This sus¬ 
pense, I know, is telling upon all of you; but it is now our inten¬ 
tion to make an end of it. Poole, here, and I am going to force 
our way into the cabinet. If all is well, my shoulders are broad 
enough to bear the blame. Meanwhile, lest anything should really 
be amiss, or any malefactor seek to escape by the back, you and 
the boy must go round the corner with a pair of good sticks and 
take your post at the laboratory door. We give you ten minutes, to 
get to your stations.” 

As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. “And now, 
Poole, let us get to ours,” he said; and taking the poker under his 
arm, led the way into the yard. The scud had banked over the 
moon, and it was now quite dark. The wind, which only broke 
in puffs and draughts into that deep well of building, tossed the 
light of the candle to and fro about their steps, until they came 
into the shelter of the theatre, where they sat down silently to wait. 
London hummed solemnly all around; but nearer at hand, the 
stillness was only broken by the sounds of a footfall moving to and 
fro along the cabinet floor. 

“So it will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole; “ay, and the 
better part of the night. Only when a new sample comes from the 
chemist, there’s a bit of a break. Ah, it’s an ill-conscience that’s 
such an enemy to restl Ah, sir, there’s blood foully shed in every 
step of itl But hark again, a little closer—put your heart in your 
ears, Mr. Utterson, and tell me, is that the doctor’s foot?” 

The steps fell lightly and oddly, with a certain swing, for all 
they went so slowly; it was different indeed from the heavy creak¬ 
ing tread of Henry Jekyll. Utterson sighed. “Is there never any¬ 
thing else?” he asked. 

Poole nodded. “Once,” he said. “Once I heard it weepingl” 

“Weeping? how that?” said the lawyer, conscious of a sudden 

chill of horror. 

“Weeping like a woman or a lost soul,” said the butler. I came 
away with that upon my heart, that I could have wept too. 
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But now the ten minums 

axe from under■ * °‘ E £ J the attack ; and they drew near 

the h n r r ted breath to there that patient foot was still go.ng up 

I^dtr u tnd down, in the .uietof - night ^ 

Of your consent, then by bru “ J° r ‘ c ’ sak£ have mercy r 

“Ahtthat’s tot ‘Je^t'vorce-ifs Hyde’s!" cried Utterson. 

"Down with the door, Poole! the bk)W shook the 

7*1 the fittings were of excellent workmanship; and rt was 

z. .h. i«* »■*"to 101 

; h 7 r tt a fin th VhtreTythe 

cabinet”'before* thek^estn Aequiet"lamplight, a good fire glow¬ 
ing and chattering on the hearth, the kettle sing.ng rts thin strain 
a drawer or two open, papers neatly set forth on the business 
table, and nearer the fire, the things lard out for tea: the quietes 
room, you would have said, and, but for the glazed presses full of 
chemicals, the most commonplace that night m London. 

Right in the midst there lay the body of a man sorely contorted 
and still twitching. They drew near on tiptoe, turned it on its 
back and beheld the face of Edward Hyde. He was dressed in 
clothes far too large for him, clothes of the doctor s bigness, the 
cords of his face still moved with the semblance of life, but 1 
was quite gone: and by the crushed phial in the hand and the 
strong smell of kernels that hung upon the air, Utterson knew 

that he was looking on the body of a self-destroyer. 

“We have come too late," he said sternly, "whether to save 
or punish. Hyde is gone to his account; and it only remains for 
us to find the body of your master.” 
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The far greater proportion of the building was occupied by the 
theatre, which filled almost the whole ground storey and was 
lighted from above, and by the cabinet, which formed an upper 
storey at one end and looked upon the court. A corridor joined the 
theatre to the door on the by-street; and with this the cabinet 
communicated separately by a second flight of stairs. There were 
besides a few dark closets and a spacious cellar. All these they now 
thoroughly examined. Each closet needed but a glance, for all were 
empty, and all, by the dust that fell from their doors, had stood 
long unopened. The cellar, indeed, was filled with crazy lumber, 
mostly dating from the times of the surgeon who was Jekyll’s 
predecessor; but even as they opened the door they were advertised 
of the uselessness of further search, by the fall of a perfect mat of 
cobweb which had for years sealed up the entrance. Nowhere was 
there any trace of Henry Jekyll, dead or alive. 

Poole stamped on the flags of the corridor. "He must be buried 
here,” he said, hearkening to the sound. 

"Or he may have fled,” said Utterson, and he turned to examine 
the door in the by-street. It was locked; and lying near by on the 
flags, they found the key, already stained with rust. 

"This does not look like use,” observed the lawyer. 

"Usel” echoed Poole. “Do you not see, sir, it is broken? much 
as if a man had stamped on it.” 

"Ay,” continued Utterson, “and the fractures, too, are rusty.” 
The two men looked at each other with a scare. "This is beyond 
me, Poole,” said the lawyer. "Let us go back to the cabinet.” 

They mounted the stair in silence, and still with an occasional 
awestruck glance at the dead body, proceeded more thoroughly to 
examine the contents of the cabinet. At one table, there were 
traces of chemical work, various measured heaps of some white 
salt being laid on glass saucers, as though for an experiment in 
which the unhappy man had been prevented. 

"That is the same drug that I was always bringing him,” said 
Poole; and even as he spoke, the kettle with a startling noise boiled 

over. 

This brought them to the fireside, where the easy-chair was 
drawn cosily up, and the tea things stood ready to the sitter's 
elbow, the very sugar in the cup. There were several books on a 
shelf; one lay beside the tea things open, and Utterson was amazed 
to find it a copy of a pious work, for which Jekyll had several times 
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expressed a great esteem, annotated, in his own hand, wtth star- 

tiing blasphemies. chamber, the searchers 

-This glass has seen some strange things, sir, whispeie 

PO “And surely none stranger than itself,” echoed the lawyer in the 
same tones “For what did Jekyll”—he caught himself up at the 
wo™ with a start, and then conquering the weakness- what 

could Jekyll want with it?” he said. 

“You mav say that!” said Poole. . 

Next they turned to the business table. On the desk, amon 

the neat array of papers, a large envelope was uppermost, an 

bore, in the doctor's hand, the name of f ‘ Ir ' UtterSOn _J * ^ 
unsealed it, and several enclosures fell to the floor. The 
a will, drawn in the same eccentric terms as the one which he had 
returned six months before, to serve as a testament in ca e of d«tl 
and as a deed of gift in case of disappearance; but in place of the 
name of Edward Hyde, the lawyer, with indescribable amazemen , 
read the name of Gabriel John Utterson. He looked at Poole and 
then back at tire paper, and last of all at the dead malefactor 

stretched upon the carpet. 

“My head goes round," he said. "He has been all these days in 
possession; he had no cause to like me; he must have raged to see 
himself displaced; and he has not destroyed this document. _ 
He caught up the next paper; it was a brief note in the doctor s 
hand and dated at the top. “O Poolel” the lawyer cried, "he was 
alive and here this day. He cannot have been disposed of in so 
short a space; he must be still alive, he must have fled! And then, 
why fled? and how? and in that case, can we venture to declare 
this suicide? O, we must be careful. I foresee that we may yet in¬ 
volve your master in some dire catastrophe. ^ 

“Why don’t you read it, sir?” asked Poole. 

“Because I fear,” replied the lawyer solemnly. “God grant I 
have no cause for itl” And with that he brought the paper to his 
eyes and read as follows: 
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, dear Utterson, When this shall fall into your hands, I 

shall have disappeared, under what circumstances I have not 
the penetration to foresee, but my instinct and all the circum¬ 
stances of my nameless situation tell me that the end is sure and 
must be early. Go then, and first read the narrative which 
Lanyon warned me he was to place in your hands; and if you 
care to hear more, turn to the confession of 

“Your unworthy and unhappy friend, 

“Henry Jekyll” 

“There was a third enclosure?” asked Utterson. 

“Here, sir,” said Poole, and gave into his hands a considerable 
packet sealed in several places. 

The lawyer put it in his pocket. “I would say nothing of this 
paper. If your master has fled or is dead, we may at least save his 
credit. It is now ten; I must go home and read these documents in 
quiet; but I shall be back before midnight, when we shall send 
for the police.” 

They went out, locking the door of the theatre behind them; 
and Utterson, once more leaving the servants gathered about the 
fire in the hall, trudged back to his office to read the two narratives 
in which this mystery was now to be explained. 


Dr. Lanyon’s Narrative 

On the ninth of January, now four days ago, I received by the 
evening delivery a registered envelope, addressed in the hand of 
my colleague and old school-companion, Henry Jekyll. I was a 
good deal surprised by this; for we were by no means in the habit 
of correspondence; I had seen the man, dined with him, indeed, 
the night before; and I could imagine nothing in our intercourse 
that should justify formality of registration. The contents in¬ 
creased my wonder; for this is how the letter ran: 

“10th December, 18—. 

Dear Lanyon, 

“You are one of my oldest friends; and although we may have 
differed at times on scientific questions, I cannot remember, 
at least on my side, any break in our affection. There was never 
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a day when, if you had said to me, ‘Jekyll my life, my honour, 
my reason, depend upon you,’ I would not have sacrificed my 
left hand to help you. Lanyon, my life, my honour, my reason, 
are all at your mercy; if you fail me to-night I am lost. You 
might suppose, after this preface, that I am going to ask you for 
something dishonourable to grant. Judge for yourself. 

“I want you to postpone all other engagements for to-night 
ay, even if you were summoned to the bedside of an emperor; 
to take a cab, unless your carriage should be actually at the 
door; and with this letter in your hand for consultation, to drive 
straight to my house. Poole, my butler, has his orders; you will 
find him waiting your arrival with a locksmith. The door of my 
cabinet is then to be forced: and you are to go in alone; to open 
the glazed press (letter E) on the left hand, breaking the lock if 
it be shut; and to draw out, with all its contents as they stand, 
the fourth drawer from the top or (which is the same thing) the 
third from the bottom. In my extreme distress of mind, I have 
a morbid fear of misdirecting you; but even if I am in error, you 
may know the right drawer by its contents: some powders, a 
phial and a paper book. This drawer I beg of you to carry back 
with you to Cavendish Square exactly as it stands. 

“That is the first part of the service: now for the second. You 
should be back, if you set out at once on the receipt ©f this, 
long before midnight; but I will leave you that amount of 
margin, not only in the fear of one of those obstacles that can 
neither be prevented nor foreseen, but because an hour when 
your servants are in bed is to be preferred for what will then 
remain to do. At midnight, then, I have to ask you to be alone 
in your consulting-room, to admit with your own hand into the 
house a man who will present himself in my name, and to place 
in his hands the drawer that you will have brought with you 
from my cabinet. Then you will have played your part and 
earned my gratitude completely. Five minutes afterwards, if you 
insist upon an explanation, you will have understood that these 
arrangements are of capital importance; and that by the neglect 
of one of them, fantastic as they must appear, you might have 
charged your conscience with my death or the shipwreck of my 
reason. 

“Confident as I am that you will not trifle with this appeal, 
my heart sinks and my hand trembles at the bare thought of 
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such a possibility. Think of me at this hour, in a strange place 

labouring under a blackness of distress that no fancy can exa ! 

gerate, and yet well aware that, if you will but punctually serve 

me, my doubles will roll away like a story that is told. Serve 
me, my dear Lanyon, and save 


“Your friend, 

“H. J- 

P. S. I had already sealed this up when a fresh terror struck 
upon my soul. It is possible that the post-office may fail me, and 
this letter not come into your hands until to-morrow morning. 
In that case, dear Lanyon, do my errand when it shall be most 
convenient for you in the course of the day; and once more 
expect my messenger at midnight. It may then already be too 
late; and if that night passes without event, you will know that 
you have seen the last of Henry Jekyll.” 


Upon the reading of this letter, I made sure my colleague was 
insane; but till that was proved beyond the possibility of doubt, 
I felt bound to do as he requested. The less I understood of this 
farrago, the less I was in a position to judge of its importance; and 
an appeal so worded could not be set aside without a grave re¬ 
sponsibility. I rose accordingly from table, got into a hansom, and 
drove straight to Jekyll’s house. The butler was awaiting my ar¬ 
rival, he had received by the same post as mine a registered letter 
of instruction, and had sent at once for a locksmith and a carpen¬ 
ter. The tradesmen came while we were yet speaking; and we 
moved in a body to old Dr. Denman’s surgical theatre, from which 
(as you are doubtless aware) Jekyll’s private cabinet is most con¬ 
veniently entered. The door was very strong, the lock excellent; 
the carpenter avowed he would have great trouble and have to 
do much damage, if force were to be used; and the locksmith was 
near despair. But this last was a handy fellow, and after two hours' 
work, the door stood open. The press marked E was unlocked; and 
I took out the drawer, had it filled up with straw and tied in a 
sheet, and returned with it to Cavendish Square. 

Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were 
neatly enough made up, but not with the nicety of the dispensing 
chemist; so that it was plain they were of Jekyll’s private manu¬ 
facture: and when I opened one of the wrappers I found what 
seemed to me a simple crystalline salt of a white colour. The 
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phial, to which I next turned my attention, might have been 
about half full of a blood-red liquor, which was highly pungent to 
the sense of smell and seemed to me to contain phosphorous and 
some volatile ether. At the other ingredients I could make no 
guess. The book was an ordinary version book and contained little 
but a series of dates. These covered a period of many years, but 
I observed that the entries ceased nearly a year ago and quite 
abruptly. Here and there a brief remark was appended to a date, 
usually no more than a single word: “double occurring perhaps 
six times in a total of several hundred entries; and once very 
early in the list and followed by several marks of exclamation, 
“total failure! 1!” All this, though it whetted my curiosity, told me 
little that was definite. Here were a phial of some tincture, a paper 
of some salt, and the record of a series of experiments that had led 
(like too many of Jekyll’s investigations) to no end of practical 
usefulness. How could the presence of these articles in my house 
affect either the honour, the sanity, or the life of my flighty 
colleague? If his messenger could go to one place, why could he 
not go to another? And even granting some impediment, why was 
this gentleman to be received by me in secret? The more I reflected 
the more convinced I grew that I was dealing with a case of 
cerebral disease; and though I dismissed my servants to bed, I 
loaded an old revolver, that I might be found in some posture of 
self-defence. 

Twelve o’clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the 
knocker sounded very gently on the door. I went myself at the 
summons, and found a small man crouching against the pillars of 
the portico. 

“Are you come from Dr. Jekyll?” I asked. 

He told me “yes” by a constrained gesture; and when I had 
bidden him enter, he did not obey me without a searching back¬ 
ward glance into the darkness of the square. There was a police¬ 
man not far off, advancing with his bull’s-eye open; and at the 
sight, I thought my visitor started and made greater haste. 

These particulars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as I 
followed him into the bright light of the consulting-room, I kept 
my hand ready on my weapon. Here, at last, I had a chance of 
clearly seeing him. I had never set eyes on him before, so much 
was certain. He was small, as I have said; I was struck besides 
with the shocking expression of his face, with his remarkable com- 
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f r irs rr; ~ 
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klng o£ thc !->-■ At the time, I set it down to some id.osyn 
ctattc, personal dtstaste, and merely wondered at the acuteness of 

the symptoms; but I have stnce had reason to believe the cause to 

e much deeper in the nature of man, and to turn on some nobler 
hinge than the principle of hatred. 

This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his en¬ 
trance, struck in me what I can only describe as a disgustful 
curiosity) was dressed in a fashion that would have made an ordi¬ 
nary person laughable; his clothes, that is to say, although they 
were of rich and sober fabric, were enormously too large for him 
in every measurement—the trousers hanging on his legs and rolled 
up to keep them from the ground, the waist of the coat below his 
haunches, and the collar sprawling wide upon his shoulders. 
Strange to relate, this ludicrous accoutrement was far from moving 
me to laughter. Rather, as there was something abnormal and mis¬ 
begotten in the very essence of the creature that now faced me— 


something seizing, surprising, and revolting—this fresh disparity 
seemed but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my interest 
in the man’s nature and character, there was added a curiosity 
as to his origin, his life, his fortune and status in the world. 


These observations, though they have taken so great a space to 
be set down in, were yet the work of a few seconds. My visitor was, 
indeed, on fire with sombre excitement. 

“Have you got it?’’ he cried. “Have you got it?” And so lively 
was his impatience that he even laid his hand upon my arm and 
sought to shake me. 

I put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang 
along my blood. “Come, sir,” said I. “You forget that I have not 
yet the pleasure of your acquaintance. Be seated, if you please.’’ 
And I showed him an example, and sat down myself in my cus¬ 
tomary seat and with as fair an imitation of my ordinary manner 
to a patient, as the lateness of the hour, the nature of my pre¬ 
occupations, and the horror I had of my visitor, would suffer me 
to muster. 

“I beg your pardon. Dr. Lanyon,” he replied civilly enough. 
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“What you say is very well founded; and my impatience has 
shown its heels to my politeness. I come here at the instance of 
your colleague. Dr. Henry Jekyll, on a piece of business of some 
moment; and I understood . . He paused and put his hand to 
his throat, and I could see, in spite of his collected manner, that he 
was wrestling against the approaches of the hysteria ‘ I undei- 
stood, a drawer . . 

But here I took pity on my visitor’s suspense, and some perhaps 
on my own growing curiosity. 

“There it is, sir,” said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay 
on the floor behind a table and still covered with the sheet. 

He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his 
heart: I could hear his teeth grate with the convulsive action of 
his jaws; and his face was so ghastly to see that I grew alarmed 
both for his life and reason. 

“Compose yourself,” said I. 

He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the decision 
of despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he 
uttered one loud sob of such immense relief that I sat petrified. 
And the next moment, in a voice that was already fairly well 
under control, “Have you a graduated glass?” he asked. 

I rose from my place with something of an effort and gave him 
what he asked. 

He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured out a few 
minims of the red tincture and added one of the powders. The 
mixture, which was at first of a reddish hue, began, in proportion 
as the crystals melted, to brighten in colour, to effervesce audibly, 
and to throw off small fumes of vapour. Suddenly and at the same 
moment, the ebullition ceased and the compound changed to a 
dark purple, which faded again more slowly to a watery green. My 
visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses with a keen eye, 
smiled, set down the glass upon the table, and then turned and 
looked upon me with an air of scrutiny. 

“And now,” said he, “to settle what remains. Will you be wise? 
will you be guided? will you suffer me to take this glass in my hand 
and to go forth from your house without further parley? or has the 
greed of curiosity too much command of you? Think before you 
answer, for it shall be done as you decide. As you decide, you 
shall be left as you were before, and neither richer nor wiser, unless 
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the sense of service rendered to a man in mortal distress may be 

counted as a kind of riches of the soul. Or, if you shall so prefir to 

Choose, a new province of knowledge and new avenues to fame and 

power shall be laid open to you, here, in this room, upon the 

instant; and your sight shall be blasted by a prodigy to stagger the 
unbelief of Satan.” 56 

“Sir,” said I, affecting a coolness that I was far from truly pos¬ 
sessing, “you speak enigmas, and you will perhaps not wonder 
that I hear you with no very strong impression of belief. But I 

have gone too far in the way of inexplicable services to pause be¬ 
fore I see the end.” 


“It is well,” replied my visitor. “Lanyon, you remember your 
vows: what follows is under the seal of our profession. And now, 
you who have so long been bound to the most narrow and ma¬ 
terial views, you who have denied the virtue of transcendental 
medicine, you who have derided your superiors—behold!” 

He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry fol¬ 
lowed; he reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, 
staring with injected eyes, gasping with open mouth; and as I 
looked there came, I thought, a change—he seemed to swell—his 
face became suddenly black and the features seemed to melt and 
alter—and the next moment I had sprung to my feet and leaped 
back against the wall, my arm raised to shield me from that 
prodigy, my mind submerged in terror. 

“O God!” I screamed, and “O God!” again and again; for there 
before my eyes—pale and shaken, and half fainting, and groping 
before him with his hands, like a man restored from death—there 
stood Henry Jekylll 

What he told me in the next hour, I cannot bring my mind to 
set on paper. I saw what I saw, I heard what I heard, and my soul 
sickened at it; and yet now when that sight has faded from my 
eyes, I ask myself if I believe it, and I cannot answer. My life is 
shaken to its roots; sleep has left me; the deadliest terror sits by 
me at all hours of the day and night; I feel that my days arc 
numbered, and that I must die; and yet I shall die incredulous. 
As for the moral turpitude that man unveiled to me, even with 
tears of penitence, I cannot, even in memory, dwell on it with¬ 
out a start of horror. I will say but one thing, Utterson, and that 
(if you can bring your mind to credit it) will be more than enough. 
The creature who crept into my house that night was, on Jekyll’s 
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own confession, known by the name of Hyde and hunted for in 
every corner of the land as the murderer of Carew. 

1 HASTIE LANYON 


Henry JekylVs Full Statement of the Case 

I was born in the year 18— to a large fortune, endowed besides 
with excellent parts, inclined by nature to industry, fond of the 
respect of the wise and good among my fellow-men, and thus, as 
might have been supposed, with every guarantee of an honour¬ 
able and distinguished future. And indeed the worst of my faults 
was a certain impatient gaiety of disposition, such as has made the 
happiness of many, but such as I found it hard to reconcile with 
my imperious desire to carry my head high, and wear a more than 
commonly grave countenance before the public. Hence it came 
about that I concealed my pleasures; and that when I reached 
years of reflection, and began to look round me and take stock of 
my progress and position in the world, I stood already committed 
to a profound duplicity of life. Many a man would have even 
blazoned such irregularities as I was guilty of; but from the high 
views that I had set before me, I regarded and hid them with an 
almost morbid sense of shame. It was thus rather the exacting 
nature of my aspirations than any particular degradation in my 
faults, that made me what I was, and, with even a deeper trench 
than in the majority of men, severed in me those provinces of good 
and ill which divide and compound man's dual nature. In this 
case, I was driven to reflect deeply and inveterately on that hard 
law of life, which lies at the root of religion and is one of the most 
plentiful springs of distress. Though so profound a double-dealer, 
I was in no sense a hypocrite; both sides of me were in dead 
earnest; I was no more myself when I laid aside restraint and 
plunged in shame, than when I laboured, in the eye of day, at 
the furtherance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. 
And it chanced that the direction of my scientific studies, which 
led wholly towards the mystic and the transcendental, reacted and 
shed a strong light on this consciousness of the perennial war 
among my members. With every day, and from both sides of my 
intelligence, the moral and the intellectual, I thus drew steadily 
nearer to that truth, by whose partial discovery I have been 
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doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: that man is not truly one. 


ou 
w 


but truly two. I say two, because the state of my 
docs not pass beyond that point. Others will follow, others will 
utstrip me on the same lines; and 1 hazard the guess that man 
ill be ultimately known for a mere polity of multifarious in¬ 
congruous, and independent denizens. I for my part, from the na¬ 
ture of my life, advanced infallibly in one direction and in one 
direction only. It was on the moral side, and in mv own person 
that I learned to recognise the thorough and primitive duality of 
man; I saw that, of the two natures that contended in the field of 
my consciousness, even if I could rightly be said to be either, it 
was only because I was radically both; and from an early date, 
even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun to 
su g& cst the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned 
to dwell with pleasure, as a beloved day-dream, on the thought of 
the separation of these elements. If each, I told myself, could but 
be housed in separate identities, life would be relieved of all that 
was unbearable; the unjust might go his way, delivered from the 
aspirations and remorse of his more upright twin; and the just 
could walk steadfastly and securely on his upward path, doing the 
good things in which he found his pleasure, and no longer ex¬ 
posed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this extraneous 
evil. It was the curse of mankind that these incongruous faggots 
were thus bound together—that in the agonised womb of con¬ 
sciousness, these polar twins should be continuously struggling. 
How, then, were they dissociated? 

I was so far in my reflections when, as I have said, a side light 
began to shine upon the subject from the laboratory' table. I began 
to perceive more deeply than it has ever yet been stated, the trem¬ 
bling immateriality, the mist-like transience, of this seemingly so 
solid body in which we walk attired. Certain agents I found to 
have the power to shake and to pluck back that fleshly vestment, 
even as a wind might toss the curtains of a pavilion. For two good 
reasons, I will not enter deeply into this scientific branch of my 
confession. First, because I have been made to learn that the doom 
and burthen of our life is bound for ever on man’s shoulders, and 
when the attempt is made to cast it off, it but returns upon us with 
more unfamiliar and more awful pressure. Second, because, as my 
narrative will make, alas! too evident, my discoveries were incom¬ 
plete. Enough, then, that I not only recognised my natural body 



DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 
for the mere aura and effulgence of certain of the powers that 
made up my spirit, but managed to compound a drug by which 
these powers should be dethroned from their supremacy, an a 
second form and countenance substituted, none the less natural to 
me because they were the expression, and bore the stamp, of lower 

elements in my soul. 

I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. 

I knew well that I risked death; for any drug that so potently con¬ 
trolled and shook the very fortress of identity, might by the least 
scruple of an overdose or at the least inopportunity in the mo¬ 
ment of exhibition, utterly blot out that immaterial tabernacle 
which I looked to it to change. But the temptation of a discovery 
so singular and profound, at last overcame the suggestions of 
alarm. I had long since prepared my tincture; I purchased at once, 
from a firm of wholesale chemists, a large quantity of a particular 
salt which I knew, from my experiments, to be the last ingredient 
required; and late one accursed night, I compounded the elements, 
watched them boil and smoke together in the glass, and when the 
ebullition had subsided, with a strong glow of courage, drank off 
the potion. 

The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, 
deadly nausea, and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded 
at the hour of birth or death. Then these agonies began swiftly to 
subside, and I came to myself as if out of a great sickness. There 
was something strange in my sensations, something indescribably 
new and, from its very novelty, incredibly sweet. I felt younger, 
lighter, happier in body; within I was conscious of a heady reck¬ 
lessness, a current of disordered sensual images running like a mill 
race in my fancy, a solution of the bonds of obligation, an un¬ 
known but not an innocent freedom of the soul. I knew myself, 
at the first breath of this new life, to be more wicked, tenfold more 
wicked, sold a slave to my original evil; and the thought, in that 
moment, braced and delighted me like wine. I stretched out my 
hands, exulting in the freshness of these sensations; and in the 
act, I was suddenly aware that I had lost in stature. 

There was no miiror, at that date, in my room; that which 
stands beside me as I write, was brought there later on for the very 
purpose of these transformations. The night, however, was far 
gone into the morning—the morning, black as it was, was nearly 
ripe for the conception of the day—the inmates of my house were 



' >28 D R- JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 

locked in the most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined 
ushed as I was with hope and triumph, to venture in my new 

ape as far as to my bedroom. I crossed the yard where.>, .he 

constellations looked down upon me, I could have ’thought with 

Inc T’d r C , rCatUle ° f that S ° n that their “"keeping vigi¬ 
lance had yet disclosed to them; I stole through the corridors a 

stranger in my own house; and coming to my room, I saw for the 
first time the appearance of Edward Hyde. 

I must here speak by theory alone, saying not that which I know 
but that which I suppose to be most probable. The evil side of mv 
nature, to which I had now transferred the stamping efficacy, was 
less robust and less developed than the good which I had just 
deposed. Again, in the course of my life, which had been, after all, 
nine-tenths a life of effort, virtue, and control, it had been much 
less exercised and much less exhausted. And hence, as I think, it 
came about that Edward Hyde was so much smaller, slighter, and 
>ounger than Henry Jekyll. Even as good shone upon the counte¬ 
nance of the one, evil was written broadly and plainly on the face 
of the other. Evil besides (which I must still believe to be the lethal 
side of man) had left on that body an imprint of deformity and 
decay. And yet when I looked upon that ugly idol in the glass, 

I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome. 
This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes 
it bore a livelier image of the spirit, it seemed more express and 
single, than the imperfect and divided countenance I had been 
hitherto accustomed to call mine. And in so far I was doubtless 
right. I have observed that when I wore the semblance of Edward 
Hyde, none could come near to me at first without a visible mis¬ 
giving of the flesh. This, as I take it, was because all human beings, 
as we meet them, are commingled out of good and evil: and Ed¬ 
ward Hyde, alone in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil. 

I lingered but a moment at the mirror: the second and conclu¬ 
sive experiment had yet to be attempted; it yet remained to be 
seen if I had lost my identity beyond redemption and must flee 
before daylight from a house that was no longer mine; and hurry¬ 
ing back to my cabinet, I once more prepared and drank the cup, 
once more suffered the pangs of dissolution, and came to myself 
once more with the character, the stature, and the face of Henry 
Jekyll. 

That night I had come to the fatal cross roads. Had I ap- 
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proached my discovery in a more noble spirit, had I risked the 
experiment while under the empire of generous of pious aspira¬ 
tions, all must have been otherwise, and from these agonies o 
death and birth, I had come forth an angel instead of a fiend. 
The drug had no discriminating action; it was neither diabolica 
nor divine; it but shook the doors of the prison house of my dis¬ 
position; and like the captives of Philippi, that which stood within 
ran forth. At that time my virtue slumbered; my evil, kept awake 
by ambition, was alert and swift to seize the occasion; and the 
thing that was projected was Edward Hyde. Hence, although I a 
now two characters as well as two appearances, one was wholly 
evil, and the other was still the old Henry Jekyll, that incongruous 
compound of whose reformation and improvement I had already 
learned to despair. The movement was thus wholly towards the 

worse. 

Even at that time, I had not yet conquered my aversion to the 
dryness of a life of study. I would still be merrily disposed at times; 
and as my pleasures were (to say the least) undignified, and I was 
not only well known and highly considered, but growing towards 
the elderly man, this incoherency of my life was daily growing 
more unwelcome. It was on this side that my new power tempted 
me until I fell in slavery. I had but to drink the cup, to doff at 
once the body of the noted professor, and to assume, like a thick 
cloak, that of Edward Hyde. I smiled at the notion; it seemed to 
me at the time to be humourous; and I made my preparations with 
the most studious care. I took and furnished the house in Soho, to 
which Hyde was tracked by the police; and engaged as house¬ 
keeper a creature whom I well knew to be silent and unscrupulous. 
On the other side, I announced to my servants that a Mr. Hyde 
(whom I described) was to have full liberty and power about my 
house in the square; and to parry mishaps, I even called and made 
myself a familiar object, in my second character. I next drew up 
that will to which you so much objected; so that if anything befell 
me in the person of Dr. Jekyll, I could enter on that of Edward 
Hyde without pecuniary loss. And thus fortified, as I supposed, 
on very side, I began to profit by the strange immunities of my 
position. 

Men have before hired bravos to transact their crimes, while 
their own person and reputation sat under shelter. I was the first 
that ever did so for his pleasures. I was the first that could thus plod 
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momen t'/'like"a^choolbov st°f t l 0 "' 3 ! res P cctabili ty. and in a 

" ad ^^ksbksbs 

ta.n of breath upon a mirror; and there in his stead quietly a t 

Xd toUul'h at 11 ' ,amp in his stud >’’ a man - b ° could 

altoid to laugh at suspicion, would be Henry Tekyll. 

The pleasures which I made haste to seek in my disguise were 
as I have said, undignified; I would scarce use a harder^erm But 
m the hands of Edward Hyde, they soon began to turn towards 
the monstrous When I would come back from these excursions 
I was often plunged into a kind of wonder at my vicarious de- 
praytty This familiar that I called out of my own soul, and sent 
foi th a one to do his good pleasure, was a being inherently malign 
and villainous; his every act and thought centred on self; drinking 
pleasure with bestial avidity from any degree of torture to another; 
relentless like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll stood at times aghast 
before the acts of Edward Hyde; but the situation was apart from 
ordinary laws, and insidiously relaxed the grasp of conscience. It 
was Hyde, after all, and Hyde alone, that was guilty. Jekyll was 
no worse; he woke again to his good qualities seemingly unim¬ 
paired; he would even make haste, where it was possible, to undo 
the evil done by Hyde. And thus his conscience slumbered. 

Into the details of the infamy at which I thus connived (for 
even now I can scarce grant that I committed it) I have no design 
of entering; I mean but to point out the warnings and the succes¬ 
sive steps with which my chastisement approached. I met with one 
accident which, as it brought on no consequence, I shall no more 
than mention. An act of cruelty to a child aroused against me the 
anger of a passer-by, whom I recognised the other day in the per¬ 
son of your kinsman; the doctor and the child’s family joined him; 
there were moments when I feared for my life; and at last, in order 
to pacify their too just resentment, Edward Hyde had to bring 
them to the door, and pay them in a cheque drawn in the name 
of Henry Jekyll. But this danger was easily eliminated from the 
future, by opening an account at another bank in the name of 
Edward Hyde himself; and when, by sloping my own hand back- 
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ward, I had supplied my double with a signature, I thought I sat 

beyond the reach of fate. 

Some two months before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been 
out for one of my adventures, had returned at a late hour, and 
woke the next day in bed with somewhat odd sensations. It was in 
vain I looked about me; in vain I saw the decent furniture and tall 
proportions of my room in the square; in vain that I recognised 
the pattern of the bed curtains and the design of the mahogany 
frame; something still kept insisting that I was not where I was, 
that I had not wakened where I seemed to be, but in the little 
room in Soho where I was accustomed to sleep in the body of 
Edward Hyde. I smiled to myself, and, in my psychological way 
began lazily to inquire into the elements of this illusion, occa¬ 
sionally, even as I did so, dropping back into a comfortable morn¬ 
ing doze. I was still so engaged when, in one of my more wakeful 
moments, my eyes fell upon my hand. Now the hand of Henry 
jekyll (as you have often remarked) was professional in shape and 
size: it was large, firm, white, and comely. But the hand which I 
now saw, clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London 
morning, lying half shut on the bed clothes, was lean, corded, 
knuckly, of a dusky pallor, and thickly shaded with a swart growth 
of hair. It was the hand of Edward Hyde. 

I must have stared upon it for near half a minute, sunk as I was 
in the mere stupidity of wonder, before terror woke up in my 
breast as sudden and startling as the crash of cymbals; and bound¬ 
ing from my bed, I rushed to the mirror. At the sight that met 
my eyes, my blood was changed into something exquisitely thin 
and icy. Yes, I had gone to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened 
Edward Hyde. How was this to be explained? I asked myself; and 
then, with another bound of terror—how was it to be remedied? 
It was well on in the morning; the servants were up; all my drugs 
were in the cabinet—a long journey down two pair of stairs, 
through the back passage, across the open court and through the 
anatomical theatre, from where I was then standing horror-struck. 
It might indeed be possible to cover my face; but of what use was 
that, when I was unable to conceal the alteration in my stature? 
And then with an overpowering sweetness of relief, it came back 
upon my mind that the servants were already used to the coming 
and going of my second self. I had soon dressed, as well as I was 
able, in clothes of my own size; had soon passed through the house. 
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Small indeed was my appetite. This inexplicable incident this 
reversal of my previous experience, seemed like the Babylonian 
mger on the wall, to be spelling out the letters of my judgment- 

3,1 . Cg ! 11 ’ U> reflect more seriously than ever before on the issues 

and possibilities of my double existence. That part of me which 

had he power of projecting, had lately been much exercised and 
ourished, it had seemed to me of late as though the body of 
Edward Hyde had grown in stature, as though (when I wore that 
oim) I were conscious of a more generous tide of blood; and I 
)cgan to spy a danger that, if this were much prolonged, the 
)a a nce of m Y nature might be permanently overthrown, the 
power of voluntary change be forfeited, and the character of Ed¬ 
ward Hyde become irrevocably mine. The power of the drug had 
not been always equally displayed. Once, very early in my career, 
it had totally failed me; since then I had been obliged on more 
than one occasion to double, and once, with infinite risk of death, 
to treble the amount; and these rare uncertainties had cast hith¬ 
erto the sole shadow on my contentment. Now, however, and in 
the light of that morning’s accident, I was led to remark that 


whereas, in the beginning, the difficulty had been to throw off the 
body of Jckyll, it had of late gradually but decidedly transferred 
iself to the other side. All things therefore seemed to point to this: 
that I was slowly losing hold of my original and better self, and be¬ 
coming slowly incorporated with my second and worse. 

Between these two, I now felt I had to choose. My two natures 
had memory in common, but all other faculties were most un¬ 
equally shared between them. Jekyll (who was composite) now 
with the most sensitive apprehensions, now with a greedy gusto, 
projected and shared in the pleasures and adventures of Hyde; but 
Hyde was indifferent to Jekyll, or but remembered him as the 
mountain bandit remembers the cavern in which he conceals him¬ 
self from pursuit. Jekyll had more than a father’s interest; Hyde 
had more than a son’s indifference. To cast in my lot with Jekyll, 
was to die to those appetites which I had long secretly indulged 
and had of late begun to pamper. To cast it in with Hyde, was to 
die to a thousand interests and aspirations, and to become, at a 
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blow and for ever, despised and friendless. The bargain might 
appear unequal; but there was still another consideration in the 
scales; for while Jekyll would suffer smarting m the fires o 

abstinence, Hyde would be not even conscious o£ that ^ 
lost Strange as my circumstances were, the terms of this debate are 
Is old and^commonplace as man; much the same inducements and 
alarms cast the die for any tempted and trembling sinner, a " d 
fell out with me, as it falls with so vast a majority of my felloivs 
that I chose the better part and was found wanting in the stre g 

t0 Yes, P I preferred the elderly and discontented doctor, surrounded 
by friends and cherishing honest hopes; and bade a resolute fare¬ 
well to the liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leaping 
impulses and secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of 
Hvde. I made this choice perhaps with some unconscious reserva¬ 
tion, for I neither gave up the house in Soho, nor destroyed the 
clothes of Edward Hyde, which still lay ready in my cabinet. For 
two months, however, I was true to my determination; for two 
months I led a life of such severity as I had never before attained 
to, and enjoyed the compensations of an approving conscience. 
But time began at last to obliterate the freshness of my alarm; the 
praises of conscience began to grow into a thing of course; I began 
to be tortured with throes and longings, as of Hyde struggling 
after freedom; and at last, in an hour of moral weakness, I once 
again compounded and swallowed the transforming draught. 

I do not suppose that, when a drunkard reasons with himself 
upon his vice, he is once out of five hundred times affected by the 
dangers that he runs through his brutish, physical insensibility; 
neither had I, long as I had considered my position, made enough 
allowance for the complete moral insensibility and insensate readi¬ 
ness to evil, which were the leading characters of Edward Hyde. 
Yet it was by these that I was punished. My devil had been long 
caged, he came out roaring. I was conscious, even when I took 
the draught, of a more unbridled, a more furious propensity to 
ill. It must have been this, I suppose, that stirred in my soul that 
tempest of impatience with which I listened to the civilities of my 
unhappy victim; I declare, at least, before God, no man morally 
sane could have been guilty of that crime upon so pitiful a provo¬ 
cation; and that I struck in no more reasonable spirit than that in 
which a sick child may break a plaything. But I had voluntarily 
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wo'rTof 1mySelf ° f 3,1 thOSC baland "S ^tincts by which even the 
' V ° of us cont.nues to walk with some degree of steadiness 

among temptauons; and in my case, to be tempted, howeve 
slightly, was to fall. r 

Instantly the spirit of hell awoke in me and raged. With a 
transport of glee, I mauled the unresisting body, tasting delight 
from every blow; and it was not till weariness had begun to sue- 
ceed, that I was suddenly, in the top fit of my delirium, struck 
thiough the heart by a cold thrill of terror. A mist dispersed; I 
saw my life to be forfeit; and fled from the scene of these excesses, 
at once glorifying and trembling, my lust of evil gratified and 
stimulated, my love of life screwed to the topmost peg. I ran to the 
house in Soho, and (to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my 
papers; thence I set out through the lamplit streets, in the same 
divided ecstasy of mind, gloating on my crime, light-headedly 
devising others in the future, and yet still hastening and still 
hearkening in my wake for the steps of the avenger. Hyde had a 
song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, and as he drank 
it, pledged the dead man. The pangs of transformation had not 
done tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with streaming tears of 
gratitude and remorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his 
clasped hands to God. The veil of self-indulgence was rent from 
head to foot. I saw my life as a whole: I followed it up from the 
days of childhood, when I had walked with my father's hand, 
and through the self-denying toils of my professional life, to arrive 
again and again, with the same sense of unreality, at the damned 
horrors of the evening. I could have screamed aloud; I sought with 
tears and prayers to smother down the crowd of hideous images 
and sounds with which my memory swarmed against me; and still, 
between the petitions, the ugly face of my iniquity stared into my 
soul. As the acuteness of this remorse began to die away, it was 
succeeded by a sense of joy. The problem of my conduct was 
solved. Hyde was thenceforth impossible; whether I would or not, 
I was now confined to the better part of my existence; and O, how 
I rejoiced to think it! with what willing humility, I embraced anew 
the restrictions of natural life! with what sincere renunciation, I 
locked the door by which I had so often gone and come, and 
ground the key under my heel! 

The next day, came the news that the murder had been over¬ 
looked, that the guilt of Hyde was patent to the world, and that 
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the victim was a man high in public estimation. It was not only a 
crime, it had been a tragic folly. I think I was glad to know it; I 
think I was glad to have my better impulses thus buttressed and 
guarded by the terrors of the scaffold. Jekyll was now my city o 
refuge; let but Hyde peep out an instant, and the hands of all men 

would be raised to take and slay him. 

I resolved in my future conduct to redeem the past; and I can 
say with honesty that my resolve was fruitful of some good. You 
know yourself how earnestly in the last months of last year, I 
laboured to relieve suffering; you know that much was done for 
others, and that the days passed quietly, almost happily for myself. 
Nor can I truly say that t wearied of this beneficent and innocent 
life; I think instead that I daily enjoyed it more completely; but I 
was still cursed with my duality of purpose; and as the first edge 
of my penitence wore off, the lower side of me, so long indulged, 
so recently chained down, began to growl for license. Not that 
I dreamed of resuscitating Hyde; the bare idea of that would 
startle me to frenzy: no, it was in my own person, that I was once 
more tempted to trifle with my conscience; and it was as an ordi¬ 
nary secret sinner, that I at last fell before the assaults of tempta¬ 
tion. 

There comes an end to all things; the most capacious measure 
is filled at last; and this brief condescension to my evil finally 
destroyed the balance of my soul. And yet I was not alarmed; the 
fall seemed natural, like a return to the old days before I had made 
my discovery. It was a fine, clear, January day, wet underfoot 
where the frost had melted, but cloudless overhead; and the 
Regent’s Park was full of winter chirrupings and sweet with spring 
odours. I sat in'the sun on a bench; the animal within me licking 
the chops of memory; the spiritual side a little drowsed, promising 
subsequent penitence, but not yet moved to begin. After all, I 
reflected, I was like my neighbours; and then I smiled, comparing 
myself with other men, comparing my active good-will with the 
lazy cruelty of their neglect. And at the very moment of that 
vainglorious thought, a qualm came over me, a horrid nausea and 
the most deadly shuddering. These passed away, and left me faint; 
and then as in its turn the faintness subsided, I began to be aware 
of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, a 
contempt of danger, a solution of the bonds of obligation. I looked 
down; my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunken limbs; the 
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Edut t 'i a Hv<L°A my "' aS f Corded and ^iry. I was once more 
d H> f e * A momen t before I had been safe of all men's 

oomatT ly ’ b " l0VCd - the cloth ^"g me in the dining- 

00,11 and now I was the common quarry of mankind 

lunted, houseless, a known murderer, thrall to the gallows 
My reason wavered, but it did not fail me utterly. I have more 
than once observed that, in my second character, my faculties 
seemed sharpened to a point and my spirits more tensely 
clastic; thus it came about that, where Jckyll perhaps might have 
succumbed, Hyde rose to the importance of the moment. My drugs 
were m one of the presses of my cabinet; how was I to reach them? 
A. hat was the problem that (crushing my temples in my hands) I 
set myself to solve. The laboratory door I had closed. If I sought 
to enter by the house, my own servants would consign me to the 
gallows. I saw I must employ another hand, and thought of 
Lanyon. How was he to be reached? how persuaded? Supposing 
that I escaped capture in the streets, how was I to make my way 
into his presence? and how should I, an unknown and displeasing 
visitor, prevail on the famous physician to rifle the study of his 
colleague. Dr. Jekyll? Then I remembered that of my original 
chaiacter, one part remained to me: I could write my own hand; 
and once I had conceived that kindling spark, the way that I must 
follow became lighted up from end to end. 

Thereupon I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summon¬ 
ing a passing hansom, drove to an hotel in Portland Street, the 
name of which I chanced to remember. At my appearance (which 
was indeed comical enough, however tragic a fate these garments 
covered) the driver could not conceal his mirth. I gnashed my 
teeth upon him with a gust of devilish fury; and the smile withered 
from his face—happily for him—yet more happily for myself, for 
in another instant I had certainly dragged him from his perch. At 
the inn, as I entered, I looked about me with so black a counte¬ 
nance as made the attendants tremble; not a look did they ex¬ 


change in my presence; but obsequiously took my orders, led me to 
a private room, and brought me wherewithal to write. Hyde in 
danger of his life was a creature new to me; shaken with inordinate 
anger, strung to the pitch of murder, lusting to inflict pain. Yet 
the creature was astute; mastered his fury with a great effort of 
the will; composed his two important letters, one to Lanyon and 
one to Poole; and that he might receive actual evidence of their 
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being posted, sent them out with directions that they should be 

registered. 

Thenceforward, he sat all day over the fire in the private room, 
gnawing his nails; there he dined, sitting alone with his fears, the 
waiter visibly quailing before his eye; and thence, when the nig it 
was fully come, he set forth in the corner of a closed cab, and was 
driven to and fro about the streets of the city. He, I say—I cannot 
say, I. That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in 
him but fear and hatred. And when at last, thinking the driver 
had begun to grow suspicious, he discharged the cab and ventured 
on foot, attired in his misfitting clothes, an object marked out 
for observation, into the midst of the nocturnal passengers, these 
two base passions raged within him like a tempest. He walked 
fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself, skulking through 
the less frequented thoroughfares, counting the minutes that still 
divided him from midnight. Once a woman spoke to him, offering, 
I think, a box of lights. He smote her in the face, and she fled. 

When I came to myself at Lanyon’s, the horror of my old friend 
perhaps affected me somewhat: I do not know; it was at least but a 
drop in the sea to the abhorrence with which I looked back upon 
these hours. A change had come over me. It was no longer the fear 
of the gallows, it was the horror of being Hyde that racked me. 
I received Lanyon’s condemnation partly in a dream; it was partly 
in a dream that I came home to my own house and got into bed. 
I slept after the prostration of the day, with a stringent and pro¬ 
found slumber which not even the nightmares that wrung me 
could avail to break. I awoke in the morning shaken, weakened, 
but refreshed. I still hated and feared the thought of the brute that 
slept within me, and I had not of course forgotten the appalling 
dangers of the day before; but I was once more at home, in my 
own house and close to my drugs; and gratitude for my escape 
shone so strong in my soul that it almost rivalled the brightness of 
hope. 

I was stepping leisurely across the court after breakfast, drinking 
the chill of the air with pleasure, when I was seized again with 
those indescribable sensations that heralded the change; and I had 
but the time to gain the shelter of my cabinet, before I was once 
again raging and freezing with the passions of Hyde. It took on 
this occasion a double dose to recall me to myself; and alas! six 
hours after, as I sat looking sadly in the fire, the pangs returned. 
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and the drug had to be readministered. In short, from that day 

unV 1 !, SeemCd ° nly by a S reat effort as of gymnastics, and only 
undci the immedtate stimulation of the drug, that I was able to 

tear the countenance of Jekyll. At all hours of the day and night 
tould be taken with the premonitory shudder; above all, !f I 
s ept, or even dozed for a moment in my chair, it was always as 
H 5 de that I awakened. Under the strain of this continually im¬ 
pending doom and by the sleeplessness to which I now condemned 
myself, ay, even beyond what I had thought possible to man, I 
became, in my own person, a creature eaten up and emptied by 
fever, languidly weak both in body and mind, and solely occupied 
by one thought: the horror of my other self. But when I slept, or 
when the virtue of the medicine wore off, I would leap almost 
without transition (for the pangs of transformation grew daily less 
marked) into the possession of a fancy brimming with images of ter¬ 
ror, a soul boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed 
not strong enough to contain the raging energies of life. The 
powers of Hyde seemed to have grown with the sickliness of Jekyll. 
And certainly the hate that now divided them was equal on each 
side. With Jekyll, it was a thing of vital instinct. He had now seen 
the full deformity of that creature that shared with him some 
of the phenomena of consciousness, and was co-heir with him to 


death: and beyond these links of community, which in themselves 
made the most poignant part of his distress, he thought of Hyde, 
for all his energy of life, as of something not only hellish but 
inorganic. This was the shocking thing; that the slime of the pit 
seemed to utter cries and voices; that the amorphous dust gesticu¬ 
lated and sinned; that what was dead, and had no shape, should 
usurp the offices of life. And this again, that that insurgent horror 
was knit to him closer than a wife, closer than an eye; lay caged 
in his flesh, where he heard it mutter and felt it struggle to be 
born; and at every hour of weakness, and in the confidence of 
slumber, prevailed against him, and deposed him out of life. The 
hatred of Hyde for Jekyll, was of a different order. His terror of 
the gallows drove him continually to commit temporary suicide, 
and return to his subordinate station of a part instead of a person; 
but he loathed the necessity, he loathed the despondency into 
which Jekyll was now fallen, and he resented the dislike with 
which he was himself regarded. Hence the apelike tricks that he 
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would play me, scrawling in my own hand blasphemies on the 
pages of my books, burning the letters and destroying the portrai 
of my father; and indeed, had it not been for his fear of death, he 
would long ago have ruined himself in order to involve me in the 
ruin. But his love of life is wonderful; I go further: I, who sicken 
and freeze at the mere thought of him, when I recall the abjection 
and passion of this attachment, and when I know how he fears my 
power to cut him off by suicide, I find it in my heart to pity him. 

It is useless, and the time awfully fails me, to prolong this de¬ 
scription; no one has ever suffered such torments, let that suffice; 
and yet even to these, habit brought—no, not alleviation—but a 
certain callousness of soul, a certain acquiescence of despair; and 
my punishment might have gone on for years, but for the last 
calamity which has now fallen, and which has finally severed me 
from my own face and nature. My provision of the salt, which had 
never been renewed since the date of the first experiment, began 
to run low. I sent out for a fresh supply, and mixed the draught; 
the ebullition followed, and the first change of colour, not the 
second; I drank it and it was without efficiency. You will learn 
from Poole how I have had London ransacked: it was in vain; and 
I am now persuaded that my first supply was impure, and that it 
was that unknown impurity which lent efficacy to the draught. 

About a week has passed, and I am now finishing this statement 
under the influence of the last of the old powders. This, then, is 
the last time, short of a miracle, that Henry Jekyll can think his 
own thoughts or see his own face (now how sadly altered!) in the 
glass. Nor must I delay too long to bring my writing to an end; 
for if my narrative has hitherto escaped destruction, it has been by 
a combination of great prudence and great good luck. Should the 
throes of change take me in the act of writing it, Hyde will tear 
it in pieces; but if some time shall have elapsed after I have laid 
it by, his wonderful selfishness and circumscription to the moment 
will probably save it once again from the action of his apelike 
spite. And indeed the doom that is closing on us both, has already 
changed and crushed him. Half an hour from now, when I shall 
again and for ever reindue that hated personality, I know how I 
shall sit shuddering and weeping in my chair, or continue, with 
the most strained and fearstruck ecstasy of listening, to pace up 
and down this room (my last earthly refuge) and give ear to every 
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sound of menace. Will Hyde die upon the scaffold? or will he find 
courage to release himself at the last moment? God knows; I am 
careless; this is my true hour of death, and what is to follow con¬ 
cerns another than myself. Here then, as I lay down the pen and 
proceed to seal up my confession, I bring the life of that unhappy 
Henry Jekyll to an end. r ' 





The Suicide Club 




Story of the Toung Man with the Cream Tarts 

TOURING HIS RESIDENCE IN LONDON, THE ACCOMPLISHED PRINCE 

JL) Florizel of Bohemia gained the affection of all classes by the 
seduction of his manner and by a well-considered generosity. He 
was a remarkable man even by what was known of him; and that 
was but a small part of what he actually did. Although of a placid 
temper in ordinary circumstances, and accustomed to take the 
world with as much philosophy as any ploughman, the Prince of 
Bohemia was not without a taste for ways of life more adventurous 
and eccentric than that to which he was destined by his birth. Now 
and then, when he fell into a low humour, when there was no 
laughable play to witness in any of the London theatres, and when 
the season of the year was unsuitable to these field sports in which 
he excelled all competitors, he would summon his confidant and 
Master of the Horse, Colonel Geraldine, and bid him prepare 
himself against an evening ramble. The Master of the Horse was 
a young officer of a brave and even temerarious disposition. He 
greeted the news with delight, and hastened to make ready. Long 
practice and a varied acquaintance of life had given him a singular 
facility in disguise; he could adapt not only his face and bearing, 
but his voice and almost his thoughts, to those of any rank, char¬ 
acter, or nation; and in this way he diverted attention from the 
Prince, and sometimes gained admission for the pair into strange 
societies. The civil authorities were never taken into the secret of 
these adventures; the imperturbable courage of the one and the 
ready invention and chivalrous devotion of the other had brought 
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them through a score of dangerous passes; and they grew in con- 
fidence as time went on. 

One evening in March they were driven by a sharp fall of sleet 
into an Oyster Bar in the immediate neighbourhood of Leicester 
Square. Colonel Geraldine was dressed and painted to represent 
a person connected with the Press in reduced circumstances; while 
the Prince had, as usual, travestied his appearance by the addition 
of false whiskers and a pair of large adhesive eyebrows. These lent 
him a shaggy and weather-beaten air, which, for one of his ur¬ 
banity, formed the most impenetrable disguise. Thus equipped, 
the commander and his satellite sipped their brandy and soda in 
security. 

The bar was full of guests, both male and female; but though 
more than one of these offered to fall into talk with our adventur¬ 
ers, none of them promised to grow interesting upon a nearer 
acquaintance. There was nothing present but the lees of London 
and the commonplace of disrespectability; and the Prince had 
already fallen to yawning, and was beginning to grow weary of 
the whole excursion, when the swing doors were pushed violently 
open, and a young man, followed by a couple of commissionaires, 
entered the bar. Each of the commissionaires carried a large dish 
of cream tarts under a cover, which they at once removed; and the 
young man made the round of the company, and pressed these 
confections upon every one’s acceptance with an exaggerated cour¬ 
tesy. Sometimes his offer was laughingly accepted; sometimes it was 
firmly, or even harshly, rejected. In these latter cases the new¬ 
comer always ate the tart himself, with some more or less humour¬ 
ous commentary. 

At last he accosted Prince Florizel. 

“Sir,” said he, with a profound obeisance, proffering the tart at 
the same time between his thumb and forefinger, “will you so far 
honour an entire stranger? I can answer for the quality of the 
pastry, having eaten two dozen and three of them myself since 

five o’clock.” 

“I am in the habit,” replied the Prince, “of looking not so much 
to the nature of a gift as to the spirit in which it is offered.” 

“The spirit, sir,” returned the young man, with another bow, “is 

one of mockery.” 

“Mockery?” repeated Florizel. "And whom do you propose to 
mock?” 
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“I am not here to expound my philosophy," replied the other, 

“but to distribute these cream tarts. If I mention tha y 

include myself in the ridicule of the transaction, I hope you wil 
consider honour satisfied and condescend. If not, you will c 
strain me to eat my twenty-eighth, and I own to being weary of 

the exercise.” .. . , 

“You touch me,” said the Prince, “and I have all the will m the 

world to rescue you from this dilemma, but upon one condition. 

if my friend and I eat your cakes—for which we have neither of us 

any natural inclination—we shall expect you to join us at supper, 

by way of recompense.” 

The young man seemed to reflect. 

“I have still several dozen upon hand,” he said at last; and t at 
will make it necessary for me to visit several more bars before my 
great affair is concluded. This will take some time; and if you are 

hungry-” 

The Prince interrupted him with a polite gesture. 

“My friend and I will accompany you,” he said: “for we have 
already a deep interest in your very agreeable mode of passing an 
evening. And now that the preliminaries of peace are settled, 

allow me to sign the treaty for both.” 

And the Prince swallowed the tart with the best grace imagina¬ 


ble. 

“It is delicious,” said he. 

“I perceive you are a connoisseur,” replied the young man. 

Colonel Geraldine likewise did honour to the pastry; and every 
one in that bar having now either accepted or refused his deli 
cacies, the young man with the cream tarts led the way to another 
and similar establishment. The two commissionaires, who seemed 
to have grown accustomed to their absurd employment, followed 
immediately after; and the Prince and the Colonel brought up the 
rear, arm in arm, and smiling to each other as they went. In this 
order the company visited two other taverns, where scenes were 
enacted of a like nature to that already described—some refusing, 
some accepting, the favours of this vagabond hospitality, and the 
young man hhnself eating each rejected tart. 

On leaving the third saloon the young man counted his store. 
There were but nine remaining, three in one tray and six in the 
other. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, addressing himself to his two new follow- 
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ers, “I am unwilling to delay your supper. I am positively sure you 
must be hungry. I feel that I owe you a special consideration. And 
on this great day for me, when I am closing a career of folly by my 
most conspicuously silly action, I wish to behave handsomely to all 
who give me countenance. Gentlemen, you shall wait no longer. 
Although my constitution is shattered by previous excesses, at the 
risk of my life I liquidate the suspensory condition.” 

With these words he crushed the nine remaining tarts into his 

mouth, and swallowed them at a single movement each. Then, 

turning to the commissionaires, he gave them a couple of sover¬ 
eigns. 

I have to thank you,” said he, “for your extraordinary pa¬ 
tience.” 

And he dismissed them with a bow apiece. For some seconds 
he stood looking at the purse from which he had just paid his 
assistants, then, with a laugh, he tossed it into the middle of the 
street, and signified his readiness for supper. 

In a small French restaurant in Soho, which had enjoyed an 
exaggerated reputation for some little while, but had already be¬ 
gun to be forgotten, and in a private room up two pair of stairs, 
the three companions made a very elegant supper, and drank three 
or four bottles of champagne, talking the while upon indifferent 
subjects. The young man was fluent and gay, but he laughed 
louder than was natural in a person of polite breeding; his hands 
trembled violently, and his voice took sudden and surprising in¬ 
flections, which seemed to be independent of his will. The dessert 
had been cleared away, and all three had lighted their cigars, when 
the Prince addressed him in these words: 

“You will, I am sure, pardon my curiosity. What I have seen of 
you has greatly pleased but even more puzzled me. And though I 
should be loath to seem indiscreet, I must tell you that my friend 
and I are persons very well worthy to be entrusted with a secret. 
We have many of our own, which we are continually revealing to 
improper ears. And if, as I suppose, your story is a silly one, you 
need have no delicacy with us, who are two of the silliest men in 
England. My name is Godall, Theophilus Godall; my friend is 
Major Alfred Hammersmith—or at least, such is the name by 
which he chooses to be known. We pass our lives entirely in the 
search for extravagant adventures; and there is no extravagance 
with which we are not capable of sympathy." 
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“I liUe you Mr. Godall,” returned the young man; “you inspire 

M IZm* confidence: and I have no. .fie <*J~ 

tion to your friend, the Major; whom I take to be a noblem 

masquerade. At least, I am sure he is no soldier. f . - 

The Colonel smiled at this compliment to the perfection of 
art- and the young man went on in a more animated manner. 

“There is every reason why I should not tell you my story. Per- 
tap, .ha, I, just L: reason wh, I >« going » do so A. Lc.fi you 
seem so well prepared ,o I,ear a ,.le o£ sill,ness *.I —“ 
it in my heart to disappoint you. My name, m spite of your exam 
pie, I shall keep to myself. My age is not essential to the narrative 
I am descended from my ancestors by ordinary generation and 
from them I inherited the very eligible human tenement which I 
still occupy and a fortune of three hundred pounds a year I sup 
pose they also handed on to me a hare-brain humour, which it has 
been my chief delight to indulge. I received a good education. I 
can play the violin nearly well enough to earn money in the 
orchestra of a penny gaff, but not quite. The same remark applies 
to the flute and the French horn. I learned enough of whist to 
lose about a hundred a year at that scientific game. My acquaint¬ 
ance with French was sufficient to enable me to squander money in 
Paris with almost the same facility as in London. In short, I am 
a person full of manly accomplishments. I have had every sort ot 
adventure, including a duel about nothing. Only two months ago 
I met a young lady exactly suited to my taste in mind and body; I 
found my heart melt; I saw that I had come upon my fate at last, 
and was in the way to fall in love. But when I came to reckon up 
what remained to me of my capital, I found it amounted to some¬ 
thing less than four hundred pounds! I ask you fairly—can a man 
who respects himself fall in love on four hundred pounds? I con¬ 
cluded, certainly not; left the presence of my charmer, and slightly 
accelerating my usual rate of expenditure, came this morning to 
my last eighty pounds. This I divided into two equal parts, forty 
I reserved for a particular purpose; the remaining forty I was to 
dissipate before the night. I have passed a very entertaining day; 
and played many farces besides that of the cream tarts which 
procured me the advantage of your acquaintance; for I was deter¬ 
mined, as I told you, to bring a foolish career to a still more 
foolish conclusion; and when you saw me throw my purse into the 
street, the forty pounds were at an end. Now you know me as well 
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as I know myself: a fool but consistent in his folly; and, as I will 
ask you to believe, neither a whimperer nor a coward.” 

From the whole tone of the young man’s statement it was plain 
that he harboured very bitter and contemptuous thoughts about 
himself. His auditors were led to imagine that his love affair was 
nearer his heart than he admitted, and that he had a design on his 
own life. The farce of the cream tarts began to have very much the 
air of a tragedy in disguise. 

Why, is this not odd,” broke out Geraldine, giving a look to 
Prince Florizel, “that we three fellows should have met by the 
merest accident in so large a wilderness as London, and should be 
so nearly in the same condition?” 

“How?” cried the young man. “Are you, too, ruined? Is this 
supper a folly like my cream tarts? Has the devil brought three of 
his own together for a last carouse?” 

"The devil, depend upon it, can sometimes do a very gentle¬ 
manly thing,” returned Prince Florizel; “and I am so much 
touched by this coincidence, that although we are not entirely in 
the same case, I am going to put an end to the disparity. Let your 
heroic treatment of the last cream tarts be my example.” 

So saying, the Prince drew out his purse and took from it a small 
bundle of bank-notes. 

“You see, I was a week or so behind you, but I mean to catch 
you up and come neck and neck into the winning-post,” he con¬ 
tinued. “This,” laying one of the notes upon the table, “will suffice 
for the bill. As for the rest-” 

He tossed them into the fire, and they went up the chimney in a 
single blaze. 

The young man tried to catch his arm, but as the table was be¬ 
tween them his interference came too late. 

“Unhappy man,” he cried, “you should not have burned them 

alll You should have kept forty pounds.” 

“Forty pounds!** repeated the Prince. “Why, in heaven’s name, 

forty pounds?” 

“Why not eighty?” cried the Colonel; for to my certain knowl¬ 
edge there must have been a hundred in the bundle.” 

“It was only forty pounds he needed,” said the young man 
gloomily. “But without them there is no admission. The rule is 
strict. Forty pounds for each. Accursed life, where a man cannot 
even die without money!” 
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The Prince and the Colonel exchanged glances. 

“Explain yourself.” said the latter. »I have still a podjcttaok 

tolerably well lined, and I need not say how readily I would sha 
my wealth with Godall. But I must know to what end. you m 

certainly tell us what you mean. 

The young man seemed to awaken; he looked uneasily from one 

to the other, and his face flushed deeply. • . 

-You are not fooling me?” he asked. "You are indeed ruined 

men like me?” . 

“Indeed, I am for my part,” replied the Colonel. 

“And for mine,” said the Prince, “I have given you proof. Who 

but a ruined man would throw his notes into the fire? The action 

speaks for itself.” fl . 

-A ruined man—yes,” returned the other suspiciously, or else a 

millionaire.” , T t 

“Enough, sir,” said the Prince; “I have said so, and I am not 

accustomed to have my word remain in doubt. 

“Ruined?” said the young man. “Are you ruined, like me? Are 
you, after a life of indulgence, come to such a pass that you can 
only indulge yourself in one thing more? Are you”—he kept lower¬ 
ing his voice as he went on—“are you going to give yourself that 
last indulgence? Are you going to avoid the consequences of your 
folly by the one infallible and easy path? Are you going to give the 
slip to the sheriff’s officers of conscience by the one open door?” 
Suddenly he broke off and attempted to laugh. 

“Here is your health!” he cried, emptying his glass, “and good¬ 
night to you, my merry ruined men.” 

Colonel Geraldine caught him by the arm as he was about to 


“You lack confidence in us,” he said, “and you are wrong. To all 
your questions I make answer in the affirmative. But I am not so 
timid, and can speak the Queen’s English plainly. We too, like 
yourself, have had enough of life, and are determined to die. 
Sooner or later, alone or together, we meant to seek out death and 
beard him where he lies ready. Since we have met you, and your 
case is more pressing, let it be to-night—and at once—and, if you 
will, all three together. Such a penniless trio,” he cried, “should 
go arm in arm into the halls of Pluto, and give each other some 
countenance among the shades!” 

Geraldine had hit exactly on the manners and intonations that 
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became the part he was playing. The Prince himself was disturbed 
and looked over at his confidant with a shade of doubt. As for the 

young man, his flush came back darkly into his cheek, and his eyes 
threw out a spark of light. 

You are the men for me!” he cried, with an almost terrible 
gatety. ‘^hake hands upon the bargain!” (his hand was cold and 
wet.) You little know in what a company you will begin the 
march! You little know in what a happy moment for yourselves 
you partook of my cream tarts! I am only a unit, but I am a unit 
in an army. I know Death’s private door. I am one of his familiars, 
and can show you into eternity without ceremony and yet without 
scandal.” 

They called upon him eagerly to explain his meaning. 

“Can you muster eighty pounds between you?” he demanded. 

Geraldine ostentatiously consulted his pocketbook, and replied 
in the affirmative. 

“Fortunate beings!” cried the young man. “Forty pounds is the 
entry money of the Suicide Club.” 

“The Suicide Club,” said the Prince, “why, what the devil is 
that?” 

“Listen,” said the young man; “this is the age of conveniences, 
and I have to tell you of the last perfection of the sort. YVe have 
affairs in different places; and hence railways were invented. Rail¬ 
ways separated us infallibly from our friends; and so telegraphs 
were made that we might communicate speedily at great distances. 
Even in hotels we have lifts to spare us a climb of some hundred 
steps. Now, we know that life is only a stage to play the fool upon 
as long as the part amuses us. There was one more convenience 
lacking to modern comfort; a decent, easy way to quit that stage; 
the back stairs to liberty; or, as I said this moment. Death's private 
door. This, my two fellow-rebels, is supplied by the Suicide Club. 
Do not suppose that you and I are alone, or even exceptional, in 
the highly reasonable desire that we profess. A large number of 
our fellow-men, who have grown heartily sick of the performance 
in which they are expected to join daily and all their lives long, 
are only kept from flight by one or two considerations. Some have 
families who would be shocked, or even blamed, if the matter be¬ 
came public; others have a weakness at heart and recoil from the 
circumstances of death. This is, to some extent my own ex¬ 
perience. I cannot put a pistol to my head and draw the trigger; 
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for something stronger than myself withholds the 
I loathe life, I have not strength enough in body to take ho d 

death and be done with it. For such as I, and , £ ? r r f 1 Smcide Club 
be out of the coil without posthumous scandal, the Suic.de Cl b 

has been inaugurated. How this has been managed, 
history, or what may be its ramifications in other lands l am mysel 
uninformed; and what I know of us constitution, 
liberty to communicate to you. To this extent however, I am at 
your service. If you are truly tired of life, I will introduce you to¬ 
night to a meeting; and if not to-night, at least some time within 
the week, you will be easily relieved of your existences. It is now 
(consulting his watch) “eleven; by half-past, at latest, we must 
leave this place; so that you have half an hour before you to con¬ 
sider my proposal. It is more serious than a cream tart, he added, 

with a smile; “and I suspect more palatable.” 

“More serious, certainly,” returned Colonel Geraldine, and as 
it is so much more so, will you allow me five minutes speech in 

private with my friend, Mr. Godall?” 

“It is only fair,” answered the young man. “If you will permit, I 

will retire.” 

“You will be very obliging,” said the Colonel. <t . 

As soon as the two were alone—“What,” said Prince Florizel, is 
the use of this confabulation, Geraldine? I see you are flurried, 
whereas my mind is very tranquilly made up. I will see the end of 


this.” _ . 

“Your Highness,” said the Colonel, turning pale, “let me ask you 

to consider the importance of your life, not only to your friends, 
but to the public interest. ‘If not to-night,’ said this madman; but 
supposing that to-night some irreparable disaster were to overtake 
your Highness’s person, what, let me ask you, what would be my 
despair, and what the concern and disaster of a great nation?” 

“I will see the end of this,” repeated the Prince in his most de¬ 
liberate tones; “and have the kindness. Colonel Geraldine, to re¬ 
member and respect your word of honour as a gentleman. Under 
no circumstances, recollect, nor without my special authority, are 
you to betray the incognito under which I choose to go abroad. 
These were my commands, which I now reiterate. And now,” he 
added, ‘‘let me ask you to call for the bill.” 

Colonel Geraldine bowed in submission; but he had a very 


white face as he summoned the young man of the cream tarts, and 
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issued his directions to the waiter. The Prince preserved his undis¬ 
turbed demeanour, and described a Palais Royal farce to the young 
suicide with great humour and gusto. He avoided the Colonel's 
appealing looks without ostentation, and selected another cheroot 
with more than usual care. Indeed, he was now the only man of 
the party who kept any command over his nerves. 

The bill was discharged, the Prince giving the whole change of 
the note to the astonished waiter; and the three drove off in a four- 
wheeler. They were not long upon the way before the cab stopped 
at the entrance to a rather dark court. Here all descended. 

Alter Geraldine had paid the fare, the young man turned, and 
addressed Prince Florizel as follows: 

It is still time, Mr. Godall, to make good your escape into 
thraldom. And for you too. Major Hammersmith. Reflect well be¬ 
fore you take another step; and if your hearts say no—here are 
the cross-roads.” 

“Lead on, sir,” said the Prince. “I am not the man to go back 
from a thing once said.” 

“Your coolness does me good,” replied their guide. “I have never 
seen any one so unmoved at this conjuncture; and yet you are not 
the first whom I have escorted to this door. More than one of my 
friends has preceded me, where I knew I must shortly follow. But 
this is of no interest to you. Wait me here for only a few moments; 
I shall return as soon as I have arranged the preliminaries of your 
introduction.” 

And with that the young man, waving his hand to his com¬ 
panions, turned into the court, entered a doorway and disappeared. 

“Of all our follies,” said Colonel Geraldine in a low voice, “this 
is the wildest and most dangerous.” 

“I perfectly believe so,” returned the Prince. 

“We have still,” pursued the Colonel, “a moment to ourselves. 
Let me beseech your Highness to profit by the opportunity and 
retire. The consequences of this step are so dark, and may be so 
grave, that I feel myself justified in pushing a little farther than 
usual the liberty which your Highness is so condescending as to 
allow me in private.” 

“Am I to understand that Colonel Geraldine is afraid? asked 
his Highness, taking his cheroot from his lips, and looking keenly 
into the other’s face. 
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“My tear is certainly not personal,” replied the other proudly; 

“ot that your Highness may rest well assured.’ 

“I had supposed as much,” returned the Prince, with undis¬ 
turbed good humour; “but I was unwilling to remind you of 
difference in our stations. No more—no more,” he added, seeing 

Geraldine about to apologise, ”you stand excused. 

And he smoked placidly, leaning against a railing, until 

young man returned. 

“Well " he asked, “has our reception been arranged. 

“Follow me,” was the reply. “The President will see you in the 
cabinet. And let me warn you to be frank in your answeis. I have 
stood your guarantee; but the club requires a searching inquiry 
before admission; for the indiscretion of a single member would 
lead to the dispersion of the whole society for ever. 

The Prince and Geraldine put their heads together for a mo¬ 
ment. “Bear me out in this," said the one; and “bear me out m 
that," said the other; and by boldly taking up the characters of 
men with whom both were acquainted, they had come to an 
agreement in a twinkling, and were ready to follow their guide 

into the President’s cabinet. 

There were no formidable obstacles to pass. The outer door 
stood open; the door of the cabinet was ajar; and there, in a small 
but very high apartment, the young man left them once more. 

“He will be here immediately," he said with a nod, as he disap¬ 
peared. 

Voices were audible in the cabinet through the folding-doors 
which formed one end; and now and then the noise of a cham¬ 
pagne cork, followed by a burst of laughter, intervened among 
the sounds of conversation. A single tall window looked out upon 
the river and the embankment; and by the disposition of the lights 
they judged themselves not far from Charing Cross station. The 
furniture was scanty, and the coverings worn to the thread; and 
there was nothing movable except a hand-bell in the centre of a 
round table, and the hats and coats of a considerable party hung 

round the wall on pegs. 

“What sort of a den is this?” said Geraldine. 

“That is what I have come to see," replied the Prince. “If they 
keep live devils on the premises, the thing may grow amusing." 

Just then the folding-door was opened no more than was neces- 
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saw for the passage of a human body; and there entered at the 
same moment a louder buzz of talk, and the redoubtable President 
of the Suicide Club. The President was a man of fifty or upwards; 
large and rambling in his gait, with shaggy side-whiskers, a bald 
top to his head, and a veiled grey eye, which now and then emitted 
a twinkle. His mouth, which embraced a large cigar, he kept con¬ 
tinually screwing round and round and from side to side, as he 
looked sagaciously and coldly at the strangers. He was dressed in 
light tweeds, with his neck very open, in a striped shirt collar; 
and carried a minute book under one arm. 

“Good-evening,” said he, after he had closed the door behind 
him. “I am told you wish to speak with me.” 

“We have a desire, sir, to join the Suicide Club,” replied the 
Colonel. 

The President rolled his cigar about in his mouth. 

“What is that?” he said abruptly. 

“Pardon me," returned the Colonel, “but I believe you are the 
person best qualified to give us information on that point.” 

“I?” cried the President. “A Suicide Club? Come, come! this is a 
frolic for All Fools’ Day. I can make allowances for gentlemen 
who get merry in their liquor; but let there be an end to this.” 

“Call your Club what you will,” said the Colonel, “you have 
some company behind these doors, and we insist on joining it.” 

“Sir,” returned the President, curtly, “you have made a mistake. 
This is a private house, and you must leave it instantly.” 

The Prince had remained quietly in his seat throughout this 
little colloquy; but now, when the Colonel looked over to him, 
as much as to say, “Take your answer and come away, for God's 
sakel” he drew his cheroot from his mouth, and spoke. 

“I have come here,” said he, “upon the invitation of a friend of 
yours. He has doubtless informed you of my intention in thus in¬ 
truding on your party. Let me remind you that a person in my 
circumstances has exceedingly little to bind him, and is not at all 
likely to tolerate much rudeness. I am a very quiet man, as a usual 
thing; but, my dear sir, you are either going to oblige me in the 
little matter of which you are aware, or you shall very bitterly re¬ 
pent that you ever admitted me to your ante-chamber. 

The President laughed aloud. 

“That is the way to speak,” said he. “You are a man who is a 
man. You know the way to my heart, and can do what you like 
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with me Will you,” he continued, addressing Geraldine ”wi 
;“ h S : aside for a few minutes? I shall finish rvath your 

companion, and some of the club's formalities require to be 

“with ^hese'words he opened the door of a small closet, into 

Wh ‘I bebevfin you/'^aid to Florizel, as soon as they were alone; 

“but are you sure of your friend? 

“Not so sure as I am of myself, though he has more cogent 

reasons,” answered Florizel, ‘ but sure enough to bring him heie 

without alarm. He has had enough to cure the most tenacious man 

of life. He was cashiered the other day for cheating at caids. 

‘‘A good reason, I dare say," replied the President; ‘at least, we 

have another in the same case, and I feel sure of him. Have you 

also been in the Service, may I ask?” 

“I have,” was the reply; “but I was too lazy, I left it early. 

“What is your reason for being tired of life?” pursued t e 


President. 

“The same, as near as I can make out,” answered the Prince, 
“unadulterated laziness.” 

The President started. “D—n it,” said he, “you must have some¬ 
thing better than that.” 

“I have no more money,” added Florizel. “That is also a vexa¬ 
tion, wtihout doubt. It brings my sense of idleness to an acute 

point.” 

The President rolled his cigar round in his mouth for some 
seconds, directing his gaze straight into the eyes of this unusual 
neophyte; but the Prince supported his scrutiny with unabashed 

good temper. 

“If I had not a deal of experience,” said the President at last, “I 
should turn you off. But I know the world; and this much any way, 
that the most frivolous excuses for a suicide are often the toughest 
to stand by. And when I downright like a man, as I do you, sir, I 
would rather strain the regulation than deny him.” 

The Prince and the Colonel, one after the other, were subjected 
to a long and particular interrogatory: the Prince alone; but Ger- 
aldine in the presence of the Prince, so that the President might ob 
serve the countenance of the one while the other was being warmly 
cross-examined. The result was satisfactory; and the President, 
after having booked a few details of each case, produced a form 
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Of oath to be accepted. Nothing could be conceived more passive 
than the obedience promised, or more stringent than the terms by 
which the juror bound himself. The man who forfeited a pledge 
so awful could scarcely have a rag of honour or any of the consola¬ 
tions of religion left to him. Florizel signed the document, but 
not without a shudder; the Colonel followed his example with an 
air of great depression. Then the President received the entry 
money; and without more ado, introduced the two friends into 
the smoking-room of the Suicide Club. 

The smoking-room of the Suicide Club was the same height as 
the cabinet into which it opened, but much larger, and papered 
from top to bottom with an imitation of oak wainscot. A large and 
cheerful fire and a number of gas-jets illuminated the company. 
The Prince and his follower made the number up to eighteen. 
Most of the party were smoking, and drinking champagne; a fever¬ 
ish hilarity reigned, with sudden and rather ghastly pauses. 

“Is this a full meeting?” asked the Prince. 

“Middling,” said the President. “By the way,” he added, “if you 
have any money, it is usual to offer some champagne. It keeps up 
a good spirit, and is one of my own little perquisites.” 

“Hammersmith,” said Florizel, “I may leave the champagne to 
you.” 

And with that he turned away and began to go round among 
the guests. Accustomed to play the host in the highest circles, he 
charmed and dominated all whom he approached; there was 
something at once winning and authoritative in his address; and 
his extraordinary coolness gave him yet another distinction in this 
half-maniacal society. As he went from one to another he kept 
both his eyes and ears open, and soon began to gain a general idea 
of the people among whom he found himself. As in all other places 
of resort, one type predominated: people in the prime of youth, 
with every show of intelligence and sensibility in their appearance, 
but with little promise of strength or the quality that makes suc¬ 
cess. Few were much above thirty, and not a few were still in their 
teens. They stood, leaning on tables and shifting on their feet; 
sometimes they smoked extraordinarily fast, and sometimes they 
let their cigars go out; some talked well, but the conversation of 
others was plainly the result of nervous tension, and was equally 
without wit or purport. As each new bottle of champagne was 
opened, there was a manifest improvement in gaiety. Only two 
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were seated-one in a chair in the recess of the window, with his 
head hanging and his hands plunged deep into h.s trouser pockets 
pale, visibly moist with perspiration, saying never a word, a very 
wreck of soul and body; the other sat on the divan close by 
chimney, and attracted notice by a trenchant dissimilarity from all 
the rest. He was probably upwards of forty, but he looked u > 
ten years older; and Florizel thought he had never seen a man 
more naturally hideous, nor one more ravaged by disease and 
ruinous excitements. He was no more than skin and bone, was 
partly paralysed, and wore spectacles of such unusual power that 
his eyes appeared through the glasses greatly magnified and dis¬ 
torted in shape. Except the Prince and the President, he was the 
only person in the room who preserved the composure of ordinary 

life- r tic 

There was little decency among the members of the club, borne 
boasted of the disgraceful actions, the consequences of which had 
reduced them to seek refuge in death; and the others listened with¬ 
out disapproval. There was a tacit understanding against moral 
judgments; and whoever passed the club doors enjoyed alieady 
some of the immunities of the tomb. They drank to each other s 
memories, and to those of notable suicides in the past. They com¬ 
pared and developed their different views of death—some declar¬ 
ing that it was no more than blackness and cessation; others full 
of a hope that that very night they should be scaling the stars and 

commercing with the mighty dead. 

“To the eternal memory of Baron Trenck, the type of suicides!” 
cried one. “He went out of a small cell into a smaller, that he 

might come forth again to freedom.” 

“For my part,” said a second, “I wish no more than a bandage 
for my eyes and cotton for my ears. Only they have no cotton thick 


enough in this world.” 

A third was for reading the mysteries of life in a future state; 
and a fourth professed that he would never have joined the club, 
if he had not been induced to believe in Mr. Darwin. 

“I could not bear,” said this remarkable suicide, “to be de¬ 
scended from an ape.” 

Altogether, the Prince was disappointed by the bearing and 
conversation of the members. 

“It does not seem to me,” he thought, “a matter for so much 
disturbance. If a man has made up his mind to kill himself, let 
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him do it, in God’s name, like a gentleman. This flutter and bie 
talk is out of place.” 6 

In the meanwhile Colonel Geraldine was a prey to the blackest 
apprehensions; the club and its rules were still a mystery, and he 
looked round the room for some one who should be able to set 
his mind at rest. In this survey his eye lighted on the paralytic 
person with the strong spectacles; and seeing him so exceedingly 
tranquil, he besought the President, who was going in and out of 

the room under a pressure of business, to present him to the gen¬ 
tleman on the divan. 


The functionary explained the needlessness of all such formali¬ 
ties within the club, but nevertheless presented Mr. Hammersmith 
to Mr. Malthus. 


Mr. Malthus looked at the Colonel curiously, and then requested 
him to take a seat upon his right. 

“You are a new-comer,” he said, “and wish information? You 
have come to the proper source. It is two years since I first visited 
this charming club.” 

The Colonel breathed again. If Mr. Malthus had frequented 
the place for two years there could be little danger for the Prince 
in a single evening. But Geraldine was none the less astonished, 
and began to suspect a mystification. 

“Whatl” cried he, “two yearsl I thought—but indeed I see I 
have been made the subject of a pleasantry.” 

“By no means,” replied Mr. Malthus mildly. “My case is pe¬ 
culiar. I am not, properly speaking, a suicide at all; but, as it were, 
an honorary member. I rarely visit the club twice in two months. 
My infirmity and the kindness of the President have procured me 
these little immunities, for which besides I pay at an advanced 
rate. Even as it is my luck has been extraordinary.” 

“I am afraid,” said the Colonel, “that I must ask you to be more 
explicit. You must remember that I am still most imperfectly 
acquainted with the rules of the club.” 

“An ordinary member who comes here in search of death like 
yourself,” replied the paralytic, “returns every evening until for¬ 
tune favours him. He can, even if he is penniless, get board and 
lodging from the President: very fair, I believe, and clean, al¬ 
though, of course, not luxurious; that could hardly be, considering 
the exiguity (if I may so express myself) of the subscription. And 
then the President’s company is a delicacy in itself.” 
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.■Indeed!” cried Geraldine, “he had not greatly prepossessed 

m “Ah!” said Mr. Malthus, “you do not know the man: the drollest 

fellow! What stories! What cynicism! He knows life to ad 

and, between ourselves, is probably the most corrupt rogue in 

“And he also,” asked the Colonel ;> “is a permanency-like your 

self, if I may say so without offence? „ 

“indeed, he is a permanency in a very different sense from me, 

replied Mr. Malthus. “I have been graciously spared but I must 
go at last. Now he never plays. He shuffles and deals for the club, 
and makes the necessary arrangements. That man, my dear M . 
Hammersmith, is the very soul of ingenuity. For three years he ha 
pursued in London his useful and, I think I may add, lus artistic 
calling; and not so much as a whisper of suspicion has been once 
aroused. I believe him myself to be inspired. You doubtless re¬ 
member the celebrated case, six months ago, of the gentleman who 
was accidentally poisoned in a chemist's shop? That was one of 
the least rich, one of the least racy, of his notions; but then, how 


simple! and how safe! ’ 

“You astound me,” said the Colonel. “Was that unfortunate 
gentleman one of the—” he was about to say “victims;” but be¬ 
thinking himself in time, he substituted—‘‘members of the club? 

In the same flash of thought it occurred to him that Mr. Malthus 
himself had not at all spoken in the tone of one who is in love 

with death; and he added hurriedly: 

“But I perceive I am still in the dark. You speak of shuffling 
and dealing; pray for what end? And since you seem rather un¬ 
willing to die than otherwise, I must own that I cannot conceive 
what brings you here at all.” 

“You say truly that you are in the dark,” replied Mr. Malthus 
with more animation. “Why, my dear sir, this club is the temple 
of intoxication. If my enfeebled health could support the excite¬ 
ment more often, you may depend upon it I should be more often 
here. It requires all the sense of duty engendered by a long habit 
of ill-health and careful regimen, to keep me from excess in this, 
which is, I may say, my last dissipation. I have tried them all, sir,” 
he went on, laying his hand on Geraldine’s arm, all without ex¬ 
ception, and I declare to you, upon my honour, there is not one of 
them that has not been grossly and untruthfully overrated. People 
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tnflc with love. Now, I deny that love is a strong passion. Fear is 
he strong passion; it is with fear that you must trifle, if you wish 
<o taste the intense joys of living. Envy me-envy me/sir,” he 
added with a chuckle, “I am a coward!” 

Geraldine could scarcely repress a movement of repulsion for 
this deplorable wretch; but he commanded himself with an effort 
and continued his inquiries. 

‘How, sir,” he asked, “is the excitement so artfully prolonged? 
and wlieie is there any element of uncertainty?” 

“I must tell you how the victim for every evening is selected,” 
returned Mr. Malthus; “and not only the victim, but another 
member, who is to be the instrument in the club’s hands, and 
death’s high priest for that occasion.” 


Good God!” said the Colonel, “do they then kill each other?” 

“The trouble of suicide is removed in that way,” returned Mal¬ 
thus with a nod. 

“Merciful Heavens!” ejaculated the Colonel, “and may you— 
may I—may the—my friend, I mean—may any of us be pitched 
upon this evening as the slayer of another man’s body and im¬ 
mortal spirit? Can such things be possible among men born of 
women? Oh! infamy of infamies!” 

He was about to rise in his horror, when he caught the Prince’s 
eye. It was fixed upon him from across the room with a frowning 
and angry stare. And in a moment Geraldine recovered his com¬ 
posure. 

“After all,” he added, “why not? And since you say the game is 
interesting, vogue la galere —I follow the club!” 

Mr. Malthus had keenly enjoyed the Colonel’s amazement and 
disgust. He had the vanity of wickedness; and it pleased him to 
see another man give way to a generous movement, while he felt 
himself, in his entire corruption, superior to such emotions. 

“You now, after your first moment of surprise,” said he, “are in 
a position to appreciate the delights of our society. You can see 
how it combines the excitement of a gaming-table, a duel, and a 
Roman amphitheatre. The Pagans did well enough; I cordially 
admire the refinement of their minds; but it has been reserved 
for a Christian country to attain this extreme, this quintessence, 
this absolute of poignancy. You will understand how vapid are all 
amusements to a man who has acquired a taste for this one. The 
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came we play,” he continued, “is one of extreme simplicity. A full 
pack— but I perceive you are about to see the thing in pi ogress. 
Will you lend me the help of your arm? I am unfortunately para- 

indeed, just as Mr. Malthus was beginning his description, an¬ 
other pair of folding-doors was thrown open, and the whole club 
began to pass, not without some hurry, into the adjoining room. It 
was similar in every respect to the one from which it was entered, 
but somewhat differently furnished. The centre was occupied by a 
long green table, at which the President sat shuffling a pack o 
cards with great particularity. Even with the stick and the Colonel s 
arm, Mr. Malthus walked with so much difficulty that every one 
was seated before this pair and the Prince, who had waited for 
them, entered the apartment; and, in consequence, the three took 

seats close together at the lower end of the board. 

“It is a pack of fifty-two,” whispered Mr. Malthus. “Watch for 
the ace of spades, which is the sign of death, and the ace of clubs, 
which designates the official of the night. Happy, happy young 
men!” he added. "You have good eyes, and can follow the game. 
Alas! I cannot tell an ace from a deuce across the table. 

And he proceeded to equip himself with a second pair of spec- 

tacles. 

“I must at least watch the faces,” he explained. 

The Colonel rapidly informed his friend of all that he had 
learned from the honorary member, and of the horrible alternative 
that lay before them. The Prince was conscious of a deadly chill 
and a contraction about his heart; he swallowed with difficulty, 

and looked from side to side like a man in a maze. 

‘‘One bold stroke,” whispered the Colonel, “and we may still 

escape.” 

But the suggestion recalled the Prince’s spirits. 

“Silence!” said he. “Let me see that you can play like a gentle¬ 
man for any stake, however serious.” 

And he looked about him, once more to all appearance at his 
ease, although his heart beat thickly, and he was conscious of an 
unpleasant heat in his bosom. The members were all very quiet 
and intent; every one was pale, but none so pale as Mr. Malthus. 
His eyes protruded; his head kept nodding involuntarily upon 
his spine; his hands found their way, one after the other, to his 
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mouth, where they made clutches at his 
It was plain that the honorary member 
on very startling terms. 


tremulous and ashen lips, 
enjoyed his membership 


"Attention, gentlemen!” said the President. 

And he began slowly dealing the cards about the table in the 
reverse direction, pausing until each man had shown his card 
Nearly every one hesitated; and sometimes you would see a player’s 
fingers stumble more than once before he could turn over the 
momentous slip of pasteboard. As the Prince’s turn drew nearer, 
he was conscious of a growing and almost suffocating excitement; 
but he had somewhat of the gambler’s nature, and recognised al¬ 
most with astonishment that there was a degree of pleasure in his 
sensations. The nine of clubs fell to his lot; the three of spades 
was dealt to Geraldine; and the queen of hearts to Mr. Malthus, 
who was unable to suppress a sob of relief. The young man of the 
cream tarts almost immediately afterwards turned over the ace 


of clubs, and remained frozen with horror, the card still resting 
on his finger; he had not come there to kill, but to be killed; and 
the Prince, in his generous sympathy with his position, almost for¬ 
got the peril that still hung over himself and his friend. 

The deal was coming round again, and still Death’s card had 
not come out. The players held their respiration, and only breathed 
by gasps. The Prince received another club; Geraldine had a dia¬ 
mond; but when Mr. Malthus turned up his card a horrible noise, 
like that of something breaking, issued from his mouth; and he 
rose from his seat and sat down again, with no sign of his paralysis. 
It was the ace of spades. The honorary member had trifled once 
too often with his terrors. 

Conversation broke out again almost at once. The players re¬ 
laxed their rigid attitudes, and began to rise from the table and 
stroll back by twos and threes into the smoking-room. The Presi¬ 
dent stretched his arms and yawned, like a man who had finished 
his day’s work. But Mr. Malthus sat in his place, with his head in 
his hands, and his hands upon the table, drunk and motionless—a 
thing stricken down. 

The Prince and Geraldine made their escape at once. In the cold 
night air their horror of what they had witnessed was redoubled. 

“Alas!” cried the Prince, “to be bound by an oath in such a 
matter! to allow this wholesale trade in murder to be continued 
with profit and impunity! If I but dared to forfeit my pledge!” 
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"That is impossible for your Highness,” replied the Colonel 
“whose honour is the honour of Bohemia. But I dare, and y 

-4-U your honour 

the adventures into which you follow me, not only w 1 I nere 
pardon you, but-what I believe will much more sensibly affect 

vou _X should never forgive myself.” , 

7 "I receive your Highness’s commands,” replied the Colone . 

"Shall we go from this accursed spot?” 

"Yes,” slid the Prince. “Call a cab, in Heaven’s name and let 

me try to forget in slumber the memory of this night s disgrac . 

But it was notable that he carefully read the name of the court 

before he left it. . . . 

The next morning, as soon as the Prince was stirring Colonel 

Geraldine brought him a daily newspaper, with the following 

paragraph marked: . i i at*- 

“Melancholy Accident.— This morning, about two o clock, Mr. 

Bartholomew Malthus, of 16 Chepstow Place, Westbourne Grove, 
on his way home from a party at a friend’s house, fell over the 
upper parapet in Trafalgar Square, fracturing his skull and break¬ 
ing a leg and an arm. Death was instantaneous. Mr. Malthus, ac¬ 
companied by a friend, was engaged in looking for a cab at the 
time of the unfortunate occurrence. As Mr. Malthus was paralytic, 
it is thought that his fall may have been occasioned by another 
seizure. The unhappy gentleman was well known in the most re¬ 
spectable circles, and his loss will be widely and deeply deplored.” 
“If ever a soul went straight to Hell,” said Geraldine solemnly, 

“it was that paralytic man’s.” 

The Prince buried his face in his hands, and remained silent. 

“I am almost rejoiced,” continued the Colonel, “to know that he 
is dead. But for our young man of the cream tarts I confess my 


heart bleeds.” 

“Geraldine,” said the Prince, raising his face, “that unhappy 
lad was last night as innocent as you and I; and this morning 
the guilt of blood is on his soul. When I think of the President, my 
heart grows sick within me. I do not know how it shall be done, 
but I shall have that scoundrel at my mercy as there is a God in 
heaven. What an experience, what a lesson, was that game of 

cards!” 

“One,” said the Colonel, “never to be repeated.” 
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g J, he a la P ,ted. rCmainCd 50 ’° ng WithOUt replyin ?' that Geraldine 

lrll 'I° U " a , nn0t mcan to return >” he said. "You have suffered too 
much, and seen too much horror already. The duties of your high 
position forbid the repetition of the hazard.” g 

"There is much in what you say,” replied Prince Florizel, "and 
I am not altogether pleased with my own determination. Alasl in 
the clothes of the greatest potentate, what is there but a man? I 
never felt my weakness more acutely than now, Geraldine, but it is 
stronger than I. Can I cease to interest myself in the fortunes of 
the unhappy young man who supped with us some hours ago? Can 
I leave the President to follow his nefarious career unwatched? 
Can I begin an adventure so entrancing, and not follow it to an 
end? No, Geraldine; you ask of the Prince more than the man 

is able to perform. To-night, once more, we take our places at the 
table of the Suicide Club.” 

Colonel Geraldine fell upon his knees. 

“Will your Highness take my life?” he cried. “It is his—his 

freely, but do not, O do not! let him ask me to countenance so 
terrible a risk.” 


“Colonel Geraldine,” replied the Prince, with some haughtiness 
of manner, “your life is absolutely your own. I only looked for 
obedience; and when that is unwillingly rendered, I shall look for 
that no longer. I add one word: your importunity in this affair 
has been sufficient.” 

The Master of the Horse regained his feet at once. “Your High¬ 
ness,” he said, “may I be excused in my attendance this afternoon? 
I dare not, as an honourable man, venture a second time into that 
fatal house until I have perfectly ordered my affairs. Your High¬ 
ness shall meet, I promise him, with no more opposition from the 
most devoted and grateful of his servants.” 

“My dear Geraldine,” returned Prince Florizel, “I always regret 
when you oblige me to remember my rank. Dispose of your day as 
you think fit, but be here before eleven in the same disguise.” 

The club, on this second evening, was not so fully attended; 
and when Geraldine and the Prince arrived, there were not above 
half-a-dozen persons in the smoking-room. His Highness took the 
President aside and congratulated him warmly on the demise of 
Mr. Malthus. 

“I like,” he said, “to meet with capacity, and certainly find much 
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Of it in you. Your profession is of a very delicate nature, but I see 
vou are well qualified to conduct it with success and secrecy. 

The President was somewhat affected by these comp iments from 
one of his Highness’s superior bearing. He acknowledge 

almost with humility. . ._. 

“Poor Mai thy!” he added, "I shall hardly know the club without 

him. The most of my patrons are boys, sir, and poetica oys, w to 

are not much company for me. Not but what Malthy had some 

poetry, too; but it was of a kind that I could understand. 

“I can readily imagine you should find yourself in symp y 

with Mr. Malthus,” returned the Prince. “He struck me as a man 

of a very original disposition.” . r „ 

The young man of the cream tarts was in the room, but painfully 

depressed and silent. His late companions sought in vain to lead 
him into conversation. 

“How bitterly I wish,” he cried, “that I had never brought you 
to this infamous abode! Begone, while you are clean-handed. I 
you could have heard the old man scream as he fell, and the noise 
of his bones upon the pavement! Wish me, if you have any kind¬ 
ness to so fallen a being—wish the ace of spades for me tonight! 

A few more members dropped in as the evening went on, but 
the club did not muster more than the devil's dozen when they 
took their places at the table. The Prince was again conscious of a 
certain joy in his alarms; but he was astonished to see Geraldine so 
much more self-possessed than on the night before. 

“It is extraordinary,” thought the Prince, “that a will, made or 
unmade, should so greatly influence a young man s spirit. 

“Attention, gentlemen!” said the President, and he began to 


deal. 

Three times the cards went all round the table, and neither of 
the marked cards had yet fallen from his hand. The excitement 
as he began the fourth distribution was overwhelming. There 
were just cards enough to go once more entirely round. The Prince, 
who sat second from the dealer’s left, would receive, in the re¬ 
verse mode of dealing practised at the club, the second last card. 
The third player turned up a black ace—it was the ace of clubs. 
The next received a diamond, the next a heart, and so on; but the 
ace of spades was still undelivered. At last Geraldine, who sat 
upon the Prince’s left, turned his card; it was an ace, but the ace 
of hearts. 
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When Prince Florizel saw his fate upon the table in front of 
hnn. his heart stood still. He was a brave man, but the sweat 
poured off his face. There were exactly fifty chances out of a 
hundred that he was doomed. He reversed the card; it was the ace 
o spades. A loud roaring fdled his brain, and the table swam 
before his eyes. He heard the player on his right break into a fit 
of laughter that sounded between mirth and disappointment; he 
saw the company rapidly dispersing, but his mind was full of other 
thoughts. He recognised how foolish, how criminal, had been his 
conduct. In perfect health, in the prime of his years, the heir to a 
throne, he had gambled away his future and that of a brave and 
loyal country. "God,” he cried, “God forgive mel” And with that, 
the confusion of his senses passed away, and he regained his self- 
possession in a moment. 

To his surprise Geraldine had disappeared. There was no one 
in the card-room but his destined butcher consulting with the 
President, and the young man of the cream tarts, who slipped up 
to the Prince and whispered in his ear: 

“I would give a million, if I had it, for your luck." 

His Highness could not help reflecting, as the young man de¬ 
parted, that he would have sold his opportunity for a much more 
moderate sum. 

The whispered conference now came to an end. The holder of 
the ace of clubs left the room with a look of intelligence, and the 
President, approaching the unfortunate Prince, proffered him 
his hand. 

"I am pleased to have met you, sir,” said he, "and pleased to 
have been in a position to do you this trifling service. At least, 
you cannot complain of delay. On the second evening—what a 
stroke of luck!" 

The Prince endeavoured in vain to articulate something in re¬ 
sponse, but his mouth was dry and his tongue seemed paralysed. 

"You feel a little sickish?” asked the President, with some show 
of solicitude. "Most gentlemen do. Will you take a little brandy?" 

The Prince signified in the affirmative, and the other immedi¬ 
ately filled some of the spirit into a tumbler. 

"Poor old Mai thy I" ejaculated the President, as the Prince 
drained the glass. "He drank near upon a pint, and little enough 
good it seemed to do him!" 

"I am more amenable to treatment," said the Prince, a good 
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deal revived. “I am my own man again at once, as you percent'. 

And so, let me ask you, what are my directions. 

“You will proceed along the Strand in the direction 
and on h left-hand pavement, until you meet the gentleman 
tho has iust left the room. He will continue your instructions, 
and him you will have the kindness to obey; the authority of the 
“1 hi, person .or ,he nigh.. And no.f added .he 

President, “I wish you a pleasant walk. 

Florizel acknowledged the salutation rather awkwardly, an 
took his leave. He passed through the smoking-room, where the 
bulk of the players were still consuming champagne, some o 
which he had himself ordered and paid for; and he was surprise 
to find himself cursing them in his heart. He put on his hat a 
meat-coat in the cabinet, and selected his umbrella from a corner 
?he familiarity of these acts, and the thought that he was about 

them for die last time, betrayed him into a fit of ^ u g hter ^‘ C 
sounded unpleasantly in his own ears. He conceived a reluctance 

to leave the cabinet, and turned instead to the window. The sight 
of the lamps and the darkness recalled him to himself. 

“Come, come, I must be a man,” he thought, and tear myse 

^At the corner of Box Court three men fell upon Prince Florizel 
and he was unceremoniously thrust into a carriage, which at once 

drove rapidly away. There was already an occupant. 

“Will your Highness pardon my zeal?” said a well-known voice. 
The Prince threw himself upon the Colonel’s neck in a passion 

“How can I ever thank you?” he cried. “And how was this 


effected?” , 

Although he had been willing to march upon his doom, he was 

overjoyed to yield to friendly violence, and return once more to 

life and hope. . 

“You can thank me effectually enough,” replied the Colonel, 

“by avoiding all such dangers in the future. And as for your second 
question, all has been managed by the simplest means. I ar¬ 
ranged this afternoon with a celebrated detective. Secrecy has 
been promised and paid for. Your own servants have been prin¬ 
cipally engaged in the affair. The house in Box Court has been 
surrounded since nightfall, and this, which is one of your own car¬ 
riages, has been awaiting you for nearly an hour. 
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_ f ,; .. thc nllSCI i abIe crcaturc "'ho was to have slain m 
of himr inquired the Prince. 

" He was pinioned as he left the club,” replied the Colonel ”anrl 

joined by hiraccomphcel’^ ^ WherC he wiU soon be 

Geraldine,” said the Prince, “you have saved me against mv 

life P but a r ie 6rS ’ and J,°T u aVe d ° ne Wdl - 1 OWe >' ou not only my 
’ 1 son, and I should be unworthy of my rank if I did 

Z manner.” 56 ^ ^ *° "** ^ “ be y^urs to cLole 

s, JelTlf " aS ,, a , PaUSC ' duHng which the carriage continued to 
speed through the streets, and the two men were each buried in 

Ins own reflections. The silence was broken by Colonel Geraldine. 

Your Highness,” said he, “has by this time a considerable body 

o prisoners. There is at least one criminal among the number to 

whom justice should be dealt. Our oath forbids us all recourse to 

law; and discretion would forbid it equally if the oath were 

loosened. May I inquire your Highness’s intention?” 

“It is decided,” answered Florizel; “the President must fall in 
duel. It only remains to choose his adversary.” 

Your Highness has permitted me to name my own recom¬ 
pense, said the Colonel. “Will he permit me to ask the appoint¬ 
ment of my brother? It is an honourable post, but I dare assure 
your Highness that the lad will acquit himself with credit.” 

“You ask me an ungracious favour,” said the Prince, “but I must 
refuse you nothing.” 

The Colonel kissed his hand with the greatest affection; and at 
that moment the carriage rolled under the archway of the Prince’s 
splendid residence. 

An hour after, Florizel in his official robes, and covered with 


all the orders of Bohemia, received the members of the Suicide 
Club. 

“Foolish and wicked men,” said he, “as many of you as have 
been driven into this strait by the lack of fortune shall receive 
employment and remuneration from my officers. Those who suffer 
under a sense of guilt must have recourse to a higher and more 
generous Potentate than I. I feel pity for all of you, deeper than 
you can imagine; to-morrow you shall tell me your stories; and as 
you answer more frankly, I shall be the more able to remedy your 
misfortunes. As for you,” he added, turning to the President, “I 
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should only offend a person of your parts by any offer of as¬ 
sistance; but I have instead a piece of diversion to propose to you 
Here," laying his hand on the shoulder of Colonel Geraid.nes 
young brother, "is an officer of mine who desires to make a lit 
tour upon the Continent; and I ask you, as a favour, to accompany 
him on this excursion. Do you,” he went on, changing his tone, 
“do you shoot well with the pistol? Because you may have need o 
that accomplishment. When two men go travelling together, it is 
best to be prepared for all. Let me add that, if by any chance you 
should lose young Mr. Geraldine upon the way, I shall always have 
another member of my household to place at your disposa , and I 
am known, Mr. President, to have long eyesight, and as long an 

arm.” . „ • 

With these words, said with much sternness, the Prince con¬ 
cluded his address. Next morning the members of the club were 
suitably provided for by his munificence, and the President set 
forth upon his travels, under the supervision of Mr. Geraldine, and 
a pair of faithful and adroit lackeys, well trained in the Prince s 
household. Not content with this, discreet agents were put in 
possession of the house of Box Court, and all letters of visitors for 
the Suicide Club or its officials were to be examined by Prince 

Florizel in person. 


Here (says my Arabian author ) ends the story of the young man with 
the CREAM tarts, who is now a comfortable householder in Wigmore 
Street, Cavendish Square. The number, for obvious reasons, I suppress. 
Those who care to pursue the adventures of Prince Florizel and the 
President of the Suicide Club, may read the story of the physician and 

THE SARATOGA TRUNK. 


Story of the Physician and the Saratoga Trunk 

Mr. Silas Q. Scuddamore was a young American of a simple and 
harmless disposition, which was the more to his credit as he came 
from New England—a quarter of the New World not precisely 
famous for those qualities. Although he was exceedingly rich, he 
kept a note of all his expenses in a little paper pocket-book; and 
he had chosen to study the attractions of Paris from the seventh 
story of what is called a furnished hotel, in the Latin Quarter. 
There was a great deal of habit in his penuriousness; and his vir- 
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1 he next room to Ins was inhabited by a lady, very attractive in 
r an- and very eiegant in toilette, whom, on his first arrival he 
had taken for a Countess. In course of time he had learned that 
she was known by the name of Madame Zephyrine, and that what- 
ever statton she occupied in life it was not that of a person ofdtl 
Madame Zephyrine, probably in the hope of enchanting the young 
American, used to flaunt by him on the stairs with a civil in 
clination, a word of course, and a knock-down look out of her 
black eyes, and disappear in a rustle of silk, and with the revelation 
ot an admirable foot and ankle. But these advances, so far from 
encouraging Mr. Scuddamore,. plunged him into the depths of 
depression and bashfulness. She had come to him several times for 
a light, or to apologise for the imaginary depredations of her 
poodle; but his mouth was closed in the presence of so superior a 
being, his French promptly left him, and he could only stare and 
stammer until she was gone. The slenderness of their intercourse 
did not prevent him from throwing out insinuations of a very 
glorious order when he was safely alone with a few males. 

T he room on the other side of the American’s—for there were 
three rooms on a floor in the hotel—was tenanted by an old 
English physician of rather doubtful reputation. Dr. Noel, for that 
was his name, had been forced to leave London, where he en¬ 
joyed a large and increasing practice; and it was hinted that the 
police had been the instigators of this change of scene. At least he, 
who had made something of a figure in earlier life, now dwelt in 
the Latin Quarter in great simplicity and solitude, and devoted 
much of his time to study. Mr. Scuddamore had made his ac¬ 
quaintance, and the pair would now and then dine together fru¬ 
gally in a restaurant across the street. 

Silas Q. Scuddamore had many little vices of the more re¬ 


spectable order, and was not restrained by delicacy from indulging 
them in many rather doubtful ways. Chief among his foibles stood 
curiosity. He was a bom gossip; and life, and especially those parts 
of it in which he had no experience, interested him to the degree 
of passion. He was a pert, invincible questioner, pushing his in¬ 
quiries with equal pertinacity and indiscretion; he had been ob¬ 
served, when he took a letter to the post, to weigh it in his hand, 
to turn it over and over, and to study the address with care; and 



the suicide club 5G ? 

when he found a flaw in the partition between rooman^ 

Madame Zephyrine’s, instead of filling it up, he en arg 
proved* the opening, and ntade use of it as a spy-hole on hts neigh- 

b °One day,"in the end of March, his curiosity growing as it was 
indulged/he enlarged the hole a little further, so that he^ t 
command another corner of the room. That evening when he 
went as usual to inspect Madame Zephyrine s ^ve-nents he w a 
astonished to find the aperture obscured in an odd manner on 
the other side, and still more abashed when the obstacle_was^ 
denly withdrawn and a titter of laughter reached his ears.. Son 
of the plaster had evidently betrayed the secret of his spy-hole, and 
his neighbour had been returning the compliment in hind. Mi. 
Scuddamore was moved to a very acute feeling of annoyance^ he 
condemned Madame Zephyrine unmercifully; he even blamed him¬ 
self; but when he found, next day, that she had taken no means to 
balk him of his favourite pastime, he continued to profit by her 

carelessness, and gratify his idle curiosity. . . 

That next day Madame Zephyrine received a long visit from a 

tall, loosely-built man of fifty or upwards, whom Silas had not 
hitherto seen. His tweed suit and coloured shirt, no less than is 
shaggy side-whiskers, identified him as a Britisher, and Ins du 
grey eye affected Silas with a sense of cold. He kept screwing; his 
mouth from side to side and round and round during the whole 
colloquy, which was carried on in whispers. More than once it 
seemed to the young New Englander as if their gestures indicated 
his own apartment; but the only thing definite he could gather by 
the most scrupulous attention was this remark made by the Eng¬ 
lishman in a somewhat higher key, as if in answer to some re¬ 
luctance or opposition: 

“I have studied his taste to a nicety, and I tell you again and 
again you are the only woman of the sort that I can lay my hands 

on.” 

In answer to this, Madame Zephyrine sighed, and appeared by 
a gesture to resign herself, like one yielding to unqualified au¬ 
thority. 

That afternoon the observatory was finally blinded, a wardrobe 
having been drawn in front of it upon the other side, and while 
Silas was still lamenting over this misfortune, which he attributed 
to the Britisher’s malign suggestion, the concierge brought him ™ 


11 n 
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a letter in a female handwriting. It was conceived in French of no 
'C.v rigorous orthography, bore no signature, and in the most en- 
couraging terms invited the young American to be present in a 
ccitain part of the Bull,er Ball at eleven o'clock that night. Curi¬ 
osity and timidity fought a long battle in his heart; sometimes he 
was a 1 virtue, sometimes all fire and daring; and the result of it 
was that, long before ten, Mr. Silas Q. Scuddamore presented 
hjmself in unimpeachable attire at the door of the Bullier Ball 

Rooms, and paid his entry money with a sense of reckless deviltry 
that was not without its charm. 

It was Carnival time, and the Ball was very full and noisy. The 
lights and the crowd at first rather abashed our young adventurer, 
and then, mounting to his brain with a sort of intoxication, put 
him in possession of more than his own share of manhood. He felt 
ready to face the devil, and strutted in the ballroom with the 
swagger of a cavalier. While he was thus parading, he became 
aware of Madame Zephyrine and her Britisher in conference be¬ 
hind a pillar. The cat-like spirit of eavesdropping overcame him at 
once. He stole nearer and nearer on the couple from behind, until 
he was within earshot. 

‘‘That is the man,” the Britisher was saying; “there—with the 
long blond hair—speaking to a girl in green.” 

Silas identified a very handsome young fellow of small stature, 
who was plainly the object of this designation. 

“It is well,” said Madame Zephyrine. “I shall do my utmost. But, 
remember, the best of us may fail in such a matter.” 

“Tut!” returned her companion; “I answer for the result. Have I 
not chosen you from thirty? Go; but be wary of the Prince. I can¬ 
not think what cursed accident has brought him here tonight. As if 
there were not a dozen balls in Paris better worth his notice than 
this riot of students and counter-jumpers! See him where he sits, 
more like a reigning Emperor at home than a Prince upon his 
holidays!” 

Silas was again lucky. He observed a person of rather a full 
build, strikingly handsome, and of a very stately and courteous 
demeanour, seated at table with another handsome young man, 
several years his junior, who addressed him with conspicuous 
deference. The name of Prince struck gratefully on Silas’s Repub¬ 
lican hearing, and the aspect of the person to whom that name 
was applied exercised its usual charm upon his mind. He left 
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Madame Zephyrine and her Englishman to take care of each ‘Other, 
and threading his way through the assembly, approached the tab e 
which the Prince and his confidant had honoured with their 

C “I^tell you, Geraldine,” the former was saying, “the action is 
madness. Yourself (I am glad to remember it) chose your brot er 
for this perilous service, and you are bound in duty to have a 
guard upon his conduct. He has consented to delay so many days 
in Paris; that was already an imprudence, considering the character 
of the man he has to deal with; but now, when he is within eig 
and forty hours of his departure, when he is within two or three 
days of the decisive trial, I ask you, is this a place for him to spend 
his time? He should be in a gallery at practice; he should be sleep¬ 
ing long hours and taking moderate exercise on foot; he should be 
on a rigorous diet, without white wines or brandy. Does the dog 
imagine we are all playing comedy? The thing is deadly earnest, 

Geraldine.” . , _ _ . „ . 

“I know the lad too well to interfere,” replied Colonel Geral¬ 
dine, “and well enough not to be alarmed. He is more cautious 
than you fancy, and of an indomitable spirit. If it had been a 
woman I should not say so much, but I trust the President to him 
and the two valets without an instant’s apprehension.” 

“I am gratified to hear you say so,” replied the Prince; but my 
mind is not at rest. These servants are well-trained spies, and al¬ 
ready has not this miscreant succeeded three times in eluding their 
observation and spending several hours on end in private, and 
most likely dangerous, affairs? An amateur might have lost him by 
accident, but if Rudolph and Jerome were thrown off the scent, it 
must have been done on purpose, and by a man who had a cogent 

reason and exceptional resources.” 

“I believe the question is now one between my brother and my¬ 
self,” replied Geraldine, with a shade of offence in his tone. 

“I permit it to be so, Colonel Geraldine,” returned Prince Flori- 
zel. “Perhaps, for that very reason, you should be all the more 
ready to accept my counsels. But enough. That girl in yellow 

dances well.” 

And the talk veered into the ordinary topics of a Paris ballroom 
in the Carnival. 

Silas remembered where he was, and that the hour was already 
near at hand when he ought to be upon the scene of his assigna- 
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■ ion The more he reflected the less he liked the prospect, and as 
a 1 at moment an eddy in the crowd began to draw him in the 
collection of the door, he suffered it to carry him away without re¬ 
sistance. The eddy stranded him in a corner under the gallery, 
where his ear was immediately struck with the voice of Madame 
Zephyrine. She was speaking in French with the young man of 

the blond locks who had been pointed out by the strange Britisher 
not half an hour before. 

“I have a character at stake,” she said, “or I would put no 

other condition than my heart recommends. But you have only to 

say so much to the porter, and he will let you go by without a 
word.” 

But why this talk of debt?” objected her companion. 

Heavens! said she, “do you think I do not understand my own 
hotel?” 

And she went by, clinging affectionately to her companions 
arm. 

This put Silas in mind of his billet. 

“Ten minutes hence,” thought he, “and I may be walking with 
as beautiful a woman as that, and even better dressed—perhaps a 
real lady, possibly a woman of title.” 

And then he remembered the spelling, and was a little down¬ 
cast. 

“But it may have been written by her maid,” he imagined. 

The clock was only a few minutes from the hour, and this im¬ 
mediate proximity set his heart beating at a curious and rather 
disagreeable speed. He reflected with relief that he was in no way 
bound to put in an appearance. Virtue and cowardice were to¬ 
gether, and he made once more for the door, but this time of his 
own accord, and battling against the stream of people which was 
now moving in a contrary direction. Perhaps this prolonged re¬ 
sistance wearied him, or perhaps he was in that frame of mind 
when merely to continue in the same determination for a certain 
number of minutes produces a reaction and a different purpose. 
Certainly, at least, he wheeled about for a third time, and did not 
stop until he had found a place of concealment within a few yards 
of the appointed place. 

Here he went through an agony of spirit, in which he several 
times prayed to God for help, for Silas had been devoutly edu¬ 
cated. He had now not the least inclination for the meeting; noth- 
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ing kept him from flight but a silly fear lest he should be thought 
unmanlv; but this was so powerful that it kept head against all 
other motives; and although it could not decide him to advance 
prevented him from definitely running away. At last the clock 
indicated ten minutes past the hour. Young Scuddamore s spin 
began to rise; he peered round the corner and saw no one at the 
place of meeting; doubtless his unknown correspondent had 
wearied and gone away. He became as bold as he had foi mcr y 
been timid. It seemed to him that if he came at all to the appoint¬ 
ment, however late, he was clear from the charge of cowardice. 
Nav, now he began to suspect a hoax, and actually complimented 
himself on his shrewdness in having suspected and out-manocuvrc 

his mystifiers. So very idle a thing is a boy’s mind! 

Armed with these reflections, he advanced boldly from his 
corner; but he had not taken above a couple of steps before a 
hand was laid upon his arm. He turned and beheld a lady cast in 
a very large mould and with somewhat stately features, but beat¬ 
ing no mark of severity in her looks. 

“I see that you are a very self-confident lady-killer, said she, or 

you make yourself expected. But I was determined to meet you. 
When a woman has once so far forgotten herself as to make the 
first advance, she has long ago left behind her all considerations 

of petty pride.” . . 

Silas was overwhelmed by the size and attractions of Ins cor¬ 
respondent and the suddenness with which she had fallen upon 
him. But she soon set him at his ease. She was very towardly and 
lenient in her behaviour; she led him on to make pleasantries, and 
then applauded him to the echo; and in a very short time, be¬ 
tween blandishments and a liberal imbibition of warm brandy, 
she had not only induced him to fancy himself in love, but to de¬ 
clare his passion with the greatest vehemence. 

“Alas!” she said; “I do not know whether I ought not to de¬ 
plore this moment, great as is the pleasure you give me by your 
words. Hitherto I was alone to suffer; now, poor boy, there will be 
two. I am not my own mistress. I dare not ask you to visit me at 
my own house, for I am watched by jealous eyes. Let me see,” she 
added; “I am older than you, although so much weaker; and while 
I trust in your courage and determination, I must employ my own 
knowledge of the world for our mutual benefit. Where do you 
live?” 
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She secmed to reflect for some minutes, with an effort of mind 
you not?’• Said 3t laSt ’ " Y ° U Wfll bE f3ith£ul and obedient, Jl 
Silas assured her eagerly of his fidelity. 

smde°"° rrOW ' liSht ' then ’” ShC C ° minUcd ' with an encouraging 
smde you must remain at home all the evening; and if anv 

'"" S Sb ° Uld V1SU yOU - dismiss them once on any pretext that 
most readily presents itself. Your door is probably shut by ten?" 
she asked. 7 7 


“By eleven,” answered Silas. 

“At a quarter-past eleven,” pursued the lady, “leave the house. 
Merely cry for the door to be opened, and be sure you fall into no 
talk with the porter, as that might ruin everything. Go straight to 
the corner where die Luxembourg Gardens join the Boulevard; 
there you will find me waiting you. I trust you to follow my advice 
from point to point: and remember, if you fail me in only one 
particular, you will bring the sharpest trouble on a woman whose 
only fault is to have seen and loved you.” 

“I cannot see the use of all these instructions,” said Silas. 

“I believe you are already beginning to treat me as a master,” 
she cried, tapping him with her fan upon the arm. “Patience, pa¬ 
tience! that should come in time. A woman loves to be obeyed at 
first, although afterwards she finds her pleasure in obeying. Do as I 
ask you, for Heaven’s sake, or I will answer for nothing. Indeed, 
now I think of it,” she added, with the manner of one who had 
just seen further into a difficulty, “I find a better plan of keeping 
importunate visitors away. Tell the porter to admit no one for 
you, except a person who may come that night to claim a debt; 
and speak with some feeling, as though you feared the interview, 
so that he may take your words in earnest.” 

“I think you may trust me to protect myself against intruders,” 
he said, not without a little pique. 

“That is how I should prefer the thing arranged,” she answered 
coldly. “I know you men; you think nothing of a woman’s reputa¬ 
tion.” 

Silas blushed and somewhat hung his head; for the scheme he 
had in view had involved a little vainglory before his acquaint¬ 
ances. 
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Above all,” she added, “do not speak to the porter as you come 


ou t M 

° U ‘And why?” said he. “Of all your instructions, that seems to me 
the least important.” 

“You at first doubted the wisdom of some of the others, wh 
YOU now see to be very necessary,” she replied. “Believe me, this 
also has its uses; in time you will see them; and what am I to 
think of your affection, if you refuse me such trifles at our first 


interview?” . . .. 

Silas confounded himself in explanations and apologies; m the 

middle of these she looked up at the clock and clapped her hands 

together with a suppressed scream. 

“Heavens!” she cried, “is it so late? I have not an instant to lose. 

Alas, we poor women, what slaves we are! What have I not.risked 

for you already?” . , 

And after repeating her directions, which she artfully combined 

with caresses and the most abandoned looks, she bade him farewell 

and disappeared among the crowd. 

The whole of the next day Silas was filled with a sense of great 

importance; he was now sure she was a countess; and when evening 
came he minutely obeyed her orders and was at the corner of the 
Luxembourg Gardens by the hour appointed. No one was there. 
He waited nearly half an hour, looking in the face of every one 
who passed or loitered near the spot; he even visited the neighbour¬ 
ing corners of the Boulevard and made a complete circuit of the 
garden railings; but there was no beautiful countess to throw 
herself into his arms. At last, and most reluctantly, he began to 
retrace his steps towards his hotel. On the way he remembered the 
words he had heard pass between Madame Z^phyrine and the 
blond young man, and they gave him an indefinite uneasiness. 

“It appears,” he reflected, “that every one has to tell lies to our 

porter.” 

He rang the bell, the door opened before him, and the porter 
in his bed-clothes came to offer him a light. 

“Has he gone?” inquired the porter. 

“He? Whom do you mean?” asked Silas, somewhat sharply, for 

he was irritated by his disappointment. 

“I did not notice him go out,” continued the porter, “but I 
trust you paid him. We do not care, in this house, to have lodgers 
who cannot meet their liabilities.” 
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“\\-hat the devil do you mean?” demanded Silas, rudely. “I can¬ 
not understand a word of this farrago.” 

X lie short blond young man who came for his debt,” returned 

the other. "Him it is I mean. Who else should it be, when I had 
your orders to admit no one else?” 

‘‘Why, good God, of course he never came,” retorted Silas. 

I believe what I believe,” retorted the porter, putting his 
tongue into his cheek with a most roguish air. 

“You are an insolent scoundrel,” cried Silas, and, feeling that 
he had made a ridiculous exhibition of asperity, and at the same 
time bewildered by a dozen alarms, he turned and began to run 


up-stairs. 

“Do you not want a light then?” cried the porter. 

But Silas only hurried the faster, and did not pause until he had 
reached the seventh landing and stood in front of his own door. 
There he waited a moment to recover his breath, assailed by the 
worst forebodings and almost dreading to enter the room. 

When at last he did so he was relieved to find it dark, and to all 
appearance untenanted. He drew a long breath. Here he was, 
home again in safety, and this should be his last folly as certainly 
as it had been his first. The matches stood on a little table by the 
bed, and he began to grope his way in that direction. As he moved, 
his apprehensions grew upon him once more, and he was pleased, 
when his foot encountered an obstacle, to find it nothing more 
alarming than a chair. At last he touched curtains. From the posi¬ 
tion of the window, which was faintly visible, he knew he must be 
at the foot of the bed, and had only to feel his way along it in 
order to reach the table in question. 

He lowered his hand, but what he touched was not simply a 
counterpane—it was a counterpane with something underneath it 
like the outline of a human leg. Silas withdrew his arm and stood a 
moment petrified. 

“What, what,” he thought, “can this betoken?” 

He listened intently, but there was no sound of breathing. Once 
more, with a great effort, he reached out the end of his finger to 
the spot he had already touched; but this time he leaped back half 
a yard, and stood shivering and fixed with terror. There was 
something in his bed. What it was he knew not, but there was 
something there. 

It was some seconds before he could move. Then, guided by an 
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ened' and a thin stream of blood trickling from his nostrils. 

Silas uttered a long tremulous wail, dropped the candle, and 

fell on his knees beside the bed. terrible 

Silas was awakened from the stupor into which his terrible 

discovery had plunged him, by a prolonged but discreet tapping 
“or It took him some seconds to remember his position; and 
when he hastened to prevent any one from entering it was already 
too late. Dr. Noel, in a tall nightcap, carrying a lamp which lighted 
up his long white countenance, sidling in his gait and peeri g 
and cocking his head like some sort of bird, pushed the door 
slowly open, and advanced into the middle of the room 

“I thought I heard a cry,” began the Doctor, and fearing yo 
might be unwell, I did not hesitate to offer this intrusion. 

Silas, with a flushed face and a fearful beating heart, kept be¬ 
tween the Doctor and the bed; but he found no voice to answer. 

“You are in the dark,” pursued the Doctor; “and yet you have 
not even begun to prepare for rest. You will not easily persuade 
me against my own eyesight; and your face declares most e o- 
quently that you require either a friend or a physician—which is 
it to be? Let me feel your pulse, for that is often a just reporter 


of the heart.” , . , 

He advanced to Silas, who still retreated before him backwards, 

and sought to take him by the wrist; but the strain on the young 

American’s nerves had become too great for endurance. He avoided 

the Doctor with a febrile movement, and, throwing himself upon 

the floor, burst into a flood of weeping. 

As soon as Dr. Noel perceived the dead man in the bed his face 

darkened; and hurrying back to the door which he had left ajar, 

he hastily closed and double-locked it. 

“Up!” he cried, addressing Silas in strident tones. “This is no 
time for weeping. What have you done? How came this body in 
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your room? Speak freely to one who may be helpful. Do you im- 
gme I would rum you? Do you think this piece of dead flesh 
on )our pillow can alter in any degree the sympathy with which 

blind d lnS? ‘ re 1 mC? CrCdulous >’ outh ’ *** horror with which 
blind and unjust law regards an action never attaches to the doer 

the eyes of those who love him; and if I saw the friend of my 

heart return to me out of seas of blood he would be in no way 

c anged in my affection. Raise yourself.” he said; “good and ill 

are a chimera; there is naught in life except destiny, and however 

you may be circumstanced there is one at your side who will help 
you to the last.” r 


1 hus encouraged, Silas gathered himself together, and in a 
broken voice, and helped out by the Doctor’s interrogations, con¬ 
trived at last to put him in possession of the facts. But the con¬ 
versation between the Prince and Geraldine he altogether omitted, 
as he had understood little of its purport, and had no idea that 
it was in any way related to his own misadventure. 

Alas! cried Dr. Noel, I am much abused, or you have fallen 
innocently into the most dangerous hands in Europe.. Poor boy, 
what a pit has been dug for your simplicity! into what a deadly 
peril have your unwary feet been conducted! This man,” he said, 
“this Englishman, whom you twice saw, and whom I suspect to be 
the soul of the contrivance, can you describe him? Was he young 
or old? tall or short?” 

But Silas, who, for all his curiosity, had not a seeing eye in his 
head, was able to supply nothing but meagre generalities, which 
it was impossible to recognise. 

“I would have it a piece of education in all schools!” cried the 
Doctor angrily. “Where is the use of eyesight and articulate speech 
if a man cannot observe and recollect the features of his enemy? I, 
who know all the gangs of Europe, might have identified him, and 
gained new weapons for your defence. Cultivate this art in future, 
my poor boy; you may find it of momentous service.” 

“The future!” repeated Silas. “What future is there left for me 
except the gallows?” 

“Youth is but a cowardly season,” returned the Doctor; “and a 
man’s own troubles look blacker than they are. I am old, and yet I 


never despair.” 

“Can I tell such a story to the police?” demanded Silas. 
“Assuredly not,” replied the Doctor. “From what I see already of 
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the machination in which you have ? ti “ 

desperate upon that side; and for the narrow of “ au 
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upon your innocence. 

4< T nm then lost, indeed!” cried Silas. 

■ I have not said so,” answered Dr. Noel, "for I am a cauttous 

”-'But look at this!” objected Silas, pointing to the body. "Here is 
this object in my bed: not to be explained, not to be dtsposed of, 

not to be regarded, without horror. . . , 

“Horror?” replied the Doctor. “No. When th.s sort of clock 

run down, it is no more to me than an ingenious piece of me 

anism to be investigated with the bistery. When blood is once 

cold and stagnant, it is no longer human blood; when flesh is once 

dead, it is no longer that flesh which we desire in our lovers and 

respect in our friends. The grace, the attraction, the terror, have 

all gone from it with the animating spirit. Accustom yourself to 

look upon it with composure, for if my scheme is practicable you 

will have to live in constant proximity to that which now so 

greatly horrifies you.” 

“Your scheme?” cried Silas. “What is that? Tell me speedily. 
Doctor; for I have scarcely courage enough to continue to exist. 
Without replying, Dr. Noel turned towards the bed, and pro- 

ceeded to examine the corpse. 

“Quite dead,” he murmured. “Yes, as I had supposed, the 
pockets empty. Yes, and the name cut off the shirt. Their work has 
been done thoroughly and well. Fortunately he is of small stat¬ 


ure. . , , 

Silas followed these words with an extreme anxiety. At last the 

Doctor, his autopsy completed, took a chair and addressed the 
young American with a smile. 

"Since I came into your room,” said he, ‘‘although my ears and 
my tongue have been so busy, I have not suffered my eyes to re¬ 
main idle. I noted a little while ago that you have there, in the 
corner, one of those monstrous constructions which your fellow- 
countrymen carry with them into all quarters of the globe in a 
word, a Saratoga trunk. Until this moment I have never been able 
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-the object of such a box is to contain a human body.” P 7 

"Alth Y ' hr laS ’ SUrely this iS n0t 3 Ume for jesting." 
Although 1 may express myself with some degree of pleasantry “ 

rephcd the Doctor, "the purport of my words is entirely serious 

££ thC ff fim f ^ - do. my young friend, is L empty 

youi coffer of all it contains." ^ y 


Silas, obeying the authority of Dr. Noel, put himself at his dis- 
posmon. The Saratoga trunk was soon gutted of its contents, 
which made a considerable litter on the floor; and then—Silas 
taking the heels and the Doctor supporting the shoulders—the 
body of the murdered man was carried from the bed, and, after 
some difficulty, doubled up and inserted whole into the empty 
box. With an effort on the part of both, the lid was forced down 
upon this unusual baggage, and the trunk was locked and corded 
by the Doctor’s own hand, while Silas disposed of what had been 
taken out between the closet and a chest of drawers. 

“Now,” said the Doctor, “the first step has been taken on the 
way to your deliverance. To-morrow or rather to-day, it must be 
your task to allay the suspicions of your porter, paying him all 
that you owe; while you may trust me to make the arrangements 
necessary to a safe conclusion. Meantime, follow me to my room, 
where I shall give you a safe and powerful opiate; for, whatever 
you do, you must have rest.” 

The next day was the longest in Silas’s memory; it seemed as if 
it would never be done. He denied himself to his friends, and sat 
in a corner with his eyes fixed upon the Saratoga trunk in dismal 
contemplation. His own former indiscretions were now returned 
upon him in kind; for the observatory had been once more opened, 
and he was conscious of an almost continual study from Madame 
Z^phyrine’s apartment. So distressing did this become, that he was 
at last obliged to block up the spy-hole from his own side; and 
when he was thus secured from observation he spent a considerable 
portion of his time in contrite tears and prayer. 

Late in the evening Dr. Noel entered the room carrying in his 
hand a pair of sealed envelopes without address, one somewhat 
bulky, and the other so slim as to seem without enclosure. 
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Parisian Carnival. It was my fortune a good while=8> ’ 

Colonei Geraldine, his Master of the Horse, one of those services 
^common in my profession, which are never orgouen upon 

either side. I have no need to explain to you the nature 
obligation under which he was laid; suffice it to say that I kn 
SKS* » «m me in an, pn.c.ieabl, manner. Now. « was 
essarv foi you to gain London with your trunk unopened To ths 
the Custom House seemed to oppose a fatal difficulty; but I - 
thought me that the baggage of so considerable a person as the 
Prince is, as a matter of courtesy, passed without examination 
by the officers of Custom. I applied to Colonel Geraldine and sue 
ceeded in obtaining a favourable answer. To-morrow, if you go 
before six to the hotel where the Prince lodges, your baggage wi 
be passed over as a part of his, and you yourself will make the 

iournev as a member o£ his suite.’ 

1 "It seems to me, as you speak, that I have already seen both the 
Prince and Colonel Geraldine; I even overheard some of thei 

conversation the other evening at the Bullier Ball.” 

“It is probable enough; for the Prince loves to mix with all 

societies,” replied the Doctor. “Once arrived in London, he pur¬ 
sued “your task is nearly ended. In this more bulky envelope I 
have given you a letter which I dare not address; but in the other 
you will find the designation of the house to which you must carry 
it along with your box, which will there be taken from you and 

not trouble you any more.” . 

“Alas!” said Silas, “I have every wish to believe you; but how is 

it possible? You open up to me a bright prospect, but, I ask you, is 

my mind capable of receiving so unlikely a solution? Be more 

generous, and let me farther understand your meaning.” 

The Doctor seemed painfully impressed. 

“Boy,” he answered, “you do not know how hard a thing you 
ask of me. But be it so. I am now inured to humiliation; and it 
would be strange if I refused you this, after having granted you so 
much. Know, then, that although I now make so quiet an appear¬ 
ance-frugal, solitary, addicted to study—when I was younger, my 
name was once a rallying-cry among the most astute and dangerous 
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bu.den. -1 hey were men of many different nations and dexterLes 

all bound together by a formidable oath, and working to he 

.ante purposes; the trade of the association was in murder- and I 
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iat? ci ted Silas. “A murderer? And one with whom murder 
"as a tiade? Can I take your hand? Ought I to so much as accept 
yom seiMces? Dark and criminal old man, would you make an ac- 
complice of my youth and my distress?” 

The Doctor bitterly laughed. 


‘Ton are difficult to please, Mr. Scuddamore,” said he; “but I 

now ofier you your choice of company between the murdered man 

and the murderer. If your conscience is too nice to accept my aid, 

say so, and I will immediately leave you. Thenceforward you can 

deal with your trunk and its belongings as best suits your upright 
conscience.” 

“I own myself wrong,” replied Silas. “I should have remembered 
how generously you offered to shield me, even before I had con¬ 
vinced you of my innocence, and I continue to listen to your 
counsels with gratitude.” 

“That is well,” returned the Doctor; “and I perceive you are 
beginning to learn some of the lessons of experience.” 


“At the same time,” resumed the New Englander, “as you con¬ 
fess yourself accustomed to this tragical business, and the people 
to whom you recommend me are your own former associates and 
friends, could you not yourself undertake the transport of the box, 
and rid me at once of its detested presence?” 

“Upon my word,” replied the Doctor, “I admire you cordially. 
If you do not think I have already meddled sufficiently in your 
concerns, believe me, from my heart I think the contrary. Take or 
leave my services as I offer them; and trouble me with no more 
words of gratitude, for I value your consideration even more 
lightly than I do your intellect. A time will come, if you should 
be spared to see a number of years in health and mind, when you 
will think differently of all this, and blush for your to-night’s be¬ 
haviour.” 
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himself at the hotel where 
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railway porters complaining among themselves about the unusu 
"eight of the Prince's baggage. Silas travelled in a --ge .th 
thelalcts, for Prince Florizel chose to be alone with his Master of 
the Horse On board the steamer, however, Silas attracted h 
Highness's attention by the melancholy of his air and attitude: as 
he stood gazing at the pile of baggage; for he was still full of dis 

nuietude about tbc future. , 

1 "There is a young man," observed the Prince, "who must have 

some cause for sorrow. , T _u 

“That,” replied Geraldine, “is the American for whom I ob- 

tained permission to travel with your suite.” „ 

"You remind me that I have been remiss in courtesy, said 

Prince Florizel, and advancing to Silas, he addressed him with the 

most exquisite condescension in these words: 

“I was charmed, young sir, to be able to gratify the desire you 

made known to me through Colonel Geraldine. Remember, 1 you 

please, that I shall be glad at any future time to lay you under a 

more serious obligation.” . 

And then he put some questions as to the political condition 

of America, which Silas answered with sense and propriety. 

“You are still a young man,” said the Prince; "but I observe 
you to be very serious for your years. Perhaps you allow your at¬ 
tention to be too much occupied with grave studies. But, perhaps, 
on the other hand, I am myself indiscreet and touch upon a pam- 

ful subject.” „ . , 

“I have certainly cause to be the most miserable of men, said 

Silas; “never has a more innocent person been more dismally 


abused.” 

“I will not ask you for your confidence,” returned Prince 
Florizel. “But do not forget that Colonel Geraldine’s recommenda¬ 
tion is an unfailing passport; and that I am not only willing, but 
possibly more able than many others, to do you a service.” 
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brooding spirit o£ its cares. uiscnarge a 

The train arrived at Charing Cross, where the officers of the 

niamrT tT^ T ° £ PrinCC Florizel in usual 

manner. The most elegant equipages were in waiting; and Silas 

Colonel'r"’ In" 5 WUh th£ rCSt ’ l ° thC PHnCe ' s res 'dence. There 
Colonel Geraldine sought him out, and expressed himself pleased 

o hat e been of any service to a friend of the physician's, for 
whom he professed a great consideration. 

"I hope," he added, “that you will find none of your porcelain 

injuied. Special orders were given along the line to deal tenderly 
with the Prince’s effects.” 


And then, directing the servants to place one of the carriages at 
the young gentleman’s disposal, and at once to charge the Sara¬ 
toga trunk upon the dickey, the Colonel shook hands and excused 
himself on account of his occupations in the princely household. 

Silas now broke the seal of the envelope containing the address, 
and diiected the stately footman to drive him to Box Court, open¬ 
ing off the Strand. It seemed as if the place were not at all un¬ 
known to the man, for he looked startled and begged a repetition 
of the order. It was with a heart full of alarms, that Silas mounted 
into the luxurious vehicle, and was driven to his destination. The 
entrance to Box Court was too narrow for the passage of a coach; 
it was a mere footway between railings, with a post at either end. 
On one of these posts was seated a man, who at once jumped down 
and exchanged a friendly sign with the driver, while the footman 
opened the door and inquired of Silas whether he should take 
down the Saratoga trunk, and to what number it should be carried. 

“If you please,” said Silas. “To number three.” 

The footman and the man who had been sitting on the post, 
even with the aid of Silas himself, had hard work to carry in the 
trunk; and before it was deposited at the door of the house in 
question, the young American was horrified to find a score of 
loiterers looking on. 

But he knocked with as good a countenance as he could muster 
up, and presented the other envelope to him who opened. 

“He is not at home,” said he, “but if you will leave your letter 
and return to-morrow early, I shall be able to inform you whether 



585 


THE SUICIDE CLUB 
and when he can receive your visit. Would you like to leave your 

^Larly^crled Silas; and the next moment he repented his 

precipitation, and declared, with equal emphasis, that he wot. 

rather carry the box along with him to the hotel. 

The crowd jeered at his indecision and followed him to the 

carnage with insulting remarks; and Silas, covered with shame 
and terror, implored the servants to conduct him to some quiet a 
comfortable house of entertainment in the immediate neig i ou - 

'“"The Prince's equipage deposited Silas at the Craven Hotel in 
Craven Street, and immediately drove away, leaving linn alone 
with the servants of the inn. The only vacant room, it appeared, 
was a little den up four pairs of stairs, and looking towards the 
back To this hermitage, with infinite trouble and complaint, a 
p", of stout porters carried the Saratoga trunk. It is needless to 
mention that Silas kept closely at their heels throughout the 
ascent, and had his heart in his mouth at every corner. A single 
false step, he reflected, and the box might go over the banisters 
and land its fatal contents, plainly discovered, on the pavement 

of the hall. ,. . , 

Arrived in the room, he sat down on the edge of his bed to re¬ 
cover from the agony that he had just endured; but he had hardly 
taken his position when he was recalled to a sense of his peril by 
the action of the boots, who had knelt beside the trunk, and was 
proceeding officiously to undo its elaborate fastenings. 

“Let it be!” cried Silas. “I shall want nothing from it while I 


stay here.” , . , 

“You might have let it lie in the hall, then,” growled the man; 

“a thing as big and heavy as a church. What you have inside, I 

cannot fancy. If it is all money, you are a richer man than me.” 

“Money?” repeated Silas, in a sudden perturbation. “What do 

you mean by money? I have no money, and you are speaking like 

a fool.” # . 

“All right. Captain,” retorted the boots with a wink. “There s 

nobody will touch your lordship’s money. I’m as safe as the bank,” 

he added; “but as the box is heavy, I shouldn’t mind drinking 

something to your lordship’s health. 

Silas pressed two Napoleons upon his acceptance, apologising, 
at the same time, for being obliged to trouble him with foreign 
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money and pleading his recent arrival for excuse. And the man 

aiumbl.ng with even greater fervour, and looking contemptuously 

from the one to the other, at last consented to withdraw. 

bo^Ud 3 y tW ° da r the dCad b ° dy had becn Packed into Silas’s 
box. and as soon as he was alone the unfortunate New Englander 

emil„n’ C ,, and ° PeningS with lhe most Passionate at- 

Ctai, ^ W3S C ° 01 ’ and th£ trUnk sti11 mana ged to 

contain Ins shocking secret. ** 


He took a chair beside it, and buried his face in his hands, and 
his m.nd in the most profound reflection. If he were not speedily 
rc levecl, no question but he must be speedily discovered. Alone in 
a strange city, without friends or accomplices, if the Doctor’s intro¬ 
duction failed him, he was indubitably a lost New Englander. He 
reflected pathetically over his ambitious designs for the future; he 
should not now become the hero and spokesman of his native 
place of Bangor, Maine; he should not, as he had fondly antici¬ 
pated, move on from office to office, from honour to honour; he 
might as well divest himself at once of all hope of being acclaimed 
President of the United States, and leaving behind him a statue, 
in the worst possible style of art, to adorn the Capitol at Washing¬ 
ton. Here he was, chained to a dead Englishman doubled up in¬ 
side a Saratoga trunk; whom he must get rid of, or perish from 
the rolls of national glory! 

I should be afraid to chronicle the language employed by this 
young man to the Doctor, to the murdered man, to Madame 
Zephyrine, to the boots of the hotel, to the Prince’s servants, and, 
in a word, to all who had been ever so remotely connected with 
his horrible misfortune. 

He slunk down to dinner about seven at night; but the yellow 
coffee-room appalled him, the eyes of the other diners seemed to 
rest on his with suspicion, and his mind remained up-stairs with 


the Saratoga trunk. When the waiter came to offer him cheese, 
his nerves were already so much on edge that he leaped half-way 
out of his chair and upset the remainder of a pint of ale upon the 
table-cloth. 

The fellow offered to show him the smoking-room when he had 
done; and although he would have much preferred to return at 
once to his perilous treasure, he had not the courage to refuse, 
and was shown down-stairs to the black, gas-lit cellar, which 



THE SUICIDE CLUB 587 

formed, and possibly still forms, the divan of the Craven out ^ 
Two very sad betting men were playing bdliards, atteny 
moist, consumptive marker; and tor the moment ^ as imagined 

that these were the only occupants of the apartment h 

next glance his eye fell upon a person smoking m he hnthe 
corner with lowered eyes and a most respectable and modest 
aspect.’ He knew at once that he had seen the face before- and in 
sphe of the entire change of clothes, recognised the man whom h 
had found seated on a post at the entrance to Box Court, and w 
had helped him to carry the trunk to and from the carriage. The 
New Englander simply turned and ran, nor did he pause until he 

had locked and bolted himself into his bedroom. 

There, all night long, a prey to the most terrible imaginations, 

he watched beside the fatal boxful of dead flesh. The suggestion 
of the boots that his trunk was full of gold inspired him with all 
manner of new terrors, if he so much as dared to close an eye; and 
the presence in the smoking-room, and under an obvious disguise, 
of the loiterer from Box Court convinced him that he was once 

more the centre of obscure machination. 

Midnight had sounded some time, when, impelled by uneasy 
suspicions, Silas opened his bedroom door and peered into the 
passage. It was dimly illuminated by a single jet of gas; and some 
distance off he perceived a man sleeping on the floor in the cos¬ 
tume of an hotel under-servant. Silas drew near the man on tiptoe. 
He lay partly on his back, partly on his side, and his right fore¬ 
arm concealed his face from recognition. Suddenly, while the 
American was still bending over him, the sleeper removed his arm 
and opened his eyes, and Silas found himself once more face to 

face with the loiterer of Box Court. 

“Good-night, sir,” said the man, pleasantly. 

But Silas was too profoundly moved to find an answer, and re¬ 
gained his room in silence. 

Towards morning, worn out by apprehension, he fell asleep on 
his chair, with his head forward on the trunk. In spite of so con¬ 
strained an attitude and such a grisly pillow, his slumber was 
sound and prolonged, and he was only awakened at a late hour 
and by a sharp tapping at the door. 

He hurried to open, and found the boots without. 

“You are the gentleman who called yesterday at Box Court?” he 

asked. 
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SiIa S , with a quaver, admitted that he had done so. 

sealed :iX:° te iS f ° r yOU '” added the P—*"» a 

Silas tore it open, and found inside the words: “Twelve o’clock." 
e was punctual to the hour; the trunk was carried before him 
by several stout servants; and he was himself ushered into a 
loom, where a man sat warming himself before the fire with his 
back towards the door. The sound of so many persons entering 
and leaving, and die scraping of the trunk as it was deposited 
upon the bate boards, were alike unable to attract the notice of 
the occupant; and Silas stood waiting, in an agony of fear, until he 
should deign to recognise his presence. 

Perhaps five minutes had elapsed before the man turned 

leisurely about, and disclosed the features of Prince Florizel of 
Bohemia. 

“So, sir,” he said with great severity, “this is the manner in 
which you abuse my politeness. You join yourself to persons of 
condition, I perceive, for no other purpose dian to escape the 
consequences of your crimes; and I can readily understand your 
embarrassment when I addressed myself to you yesterday.” 

“Indeed,” cried Silas, “I am innocent of everything except mis¬ 
fortune.” 

And in a hurried voice, and with the greatest ingenuousness, 
he recounted to the Prince the whole history of his calamity. 


“I see I have been mistaken,” said his Highness, when he had 
heard him to an end. “You are no other than a victim, and since 
I am not to punish you, you may be sure I shall do my utmost 
to help. And now,” he continued, “to business. Open your box 
at once, and let me see what it contains.” 

Silas changed colour. 

“I almost fear to look upon it,” he exclaimed. 

“Nay,” replied the Prince, “have you not looked at it already? 
This is a form of sentimentality to be resisted. The sight of a sick 
man, whom we can still help, should appeal more directly to the 
feelings than that of a dead man who is equally beyond help or 
harm, love or hatred. Nerve yourself, Mr. Scuddamore,” and then, 
seeing that Silas still hesitated, “I do not desire to give another 
name to my request,” he added. 

The young American awoke as if out of a dream, and with a 
shiver of repugnance addressed himself to loose the straps and 
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op» *. m - "■« -'“t™ 

ine- with a composed countenance and his hands Den 

The body was quite stiff, and it cost Silas a great effort both moral 

and physical; l dislodge it from its positton, and dtscover the 

£a< Prince Florizel started back with an exclamation of painful 

SU “Alasl” he cried, “you little know, Mr. Scuddamore what a 
cruel gift you have brought me. This is a young man of my own 
suite, die brother of my trusted friend; and it was upon maUers 
my own service that he has thus perished at the hands of vie. e 
and treacherous men. Poor Geraldine,” he went on, as if to him¬ 
self “in what words am I to tell you of your brother s fate? How 
can I excuse myself in your eyes, or in the eyes of God, for the 
presumptuous schemes that led him to this bloody and unnatural 
death? Ah, Florizel! Florizel! when will you learn the discretio 
that suits mortal life, and be no longer dazzled with the image o 
power at your disposal? Powerl” he cried; “who is more powerless? 

1 look upon this young man whom I have sacrificed, Mr. Scud¬ 
damore, and feel how small a thing it is to be a Prince. 

Silas was moved at the sight of his emotion. He tried to murmur 
some consolatory words, and burst into tears. The Prince, touched 
by his obvious intention, came up to him and took him by t e 

hand. , . , 

“Command yourself,” said he. “We have both much to learn, 

and we shall both be better men for to-day’s meeting.” 

Silas thanked him in silence, with an affectionate look. 

“Write me the address of Dr. Noel on this piece of paper, con¬ 
tinued the Prince, leading him towards the table; “and let me 
recommend you, when you are again in Paris, to avoid the society 
of that dangerous man. He has acted in this matter on a generous 
inspiration; that I must believe; had he been privy to young 
Geraldine’s death he would never have despatched the body to 

the care of the actual criminal.” 

“The actual criminal!” repeated Silas in astonishment. 

“Even so,” returned the Prince. “This letter, which the dis¬ 
position of Almighty Providence has so strangely delivered into 
my hands, was addressed to no less a person than the criminal 
himself, the infamous President of the Suicide Club. Seek to pry 
no further in these perilous affairs, but content yourself with your 
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^TilTaffaiTanT^’ an<1 ' eaVe this h ° Use at once - 1 have 

pressing affairs and must arrange at once about this poor clav 
shich was so lately a gallant and handsome youth ” V ’ 

Silas took a grateful and submissive leave of Prince Florizel but 

^ "Ton I" ° X UnU1 h£ S3W » a 

Tan fs b " t0 l0nCl HcnderSOn ’ of the police. Repub- 

a sentiment f S 'd ?° Ung AmeHcan took ° ff hi. hat with almost 
a sentiment of devotion to the retreating carriage. And the same 

night he started by rail on his return to Paris. 

FHYsTjTn’T my Arabian aUth0r) iS the end ° £ the STORY OF THE 

HVSICIAN AND the Saratoga trunk. Omitting some reflections on the 
power of Providence, highly pertinent in the original, but little suited to 

bLi.n f ldenta ° nIy 3dd *** Scuddam °re has already 

Sheriff of “ad^ town" * ^ and by IaSt advices was 


‘The Adventure of the Hansom Cab 

Lieutenant Brackenbury Rich had greatly distinguished himself 
m one of the lesser Indian hill wars. He it was who took the 
chieftain prisoner with his own hand; his gallantry was uni¬ 
versally applauded; and when he came home, prostrated by an 
ugly sabre cut and a protracted jungle fever, society was prepared 
to welcome the Lieutenant as a celebrity of minor lustre. But his 
was a character remarkable for unaffected modesty; adventure was 
dear to his heart, but he cared little for adulation; and he waited 
at foreign watering-places and in Algiers until the fame of his 
exploits had run through its nine days’ vitality and begun to be 
forgotten. He arrived in London at last, in the early season, with 
as little observation as he could desire; and as he was an orphan 
and had none but distant relatives who lived in the provinces, 
it was almost as a foreigner that he installed himself in the capital 
of the country for which he had shed his blood. 

On the day following his arrival he dined alone at a military 
club. He shook hands with a few old comrades, and received their 
congratulations; but as one and all had some engagement for the 
evening, he found himself left entirely to his own resources. He 
was in dress, for he had entertained the notion of visiting a 
theatre. But the great city was new to him; he had gone from a 



r;qi 

the suicide club 

provincial school to a military college and thence direct » t ie 
Eastern Empire; and he prom.sed himself a variety old ^ 
this world for exploration. Swinging his can ^ ^ ^ J 

TtemninE rain. The ?1 lace, m “P'f ”'"|a 

.it to““ n oJ i ui to,l..in S d„ atmosphere and 
bv the mystery of four million private lives. He glanced at the 
houses and marvelled what was passing behind those warm y 
lighted windows; he looked into face after face, and saw them 

intent upon some unknown interest, criminal or kindly. 

••They talk of war,” he thought, “but this is the great battlefield 

°Tnd tot'ha began to wonder that he ‘hould walk »^"g <" 

this complicated scene, and not chance upon so much 

shadow of an adventure for himself. 

“All in good time," he reflected. “I am still a stranger, and per¬ 
haps wear a strange air. But I must be drawn into the eddy before 


l01 The night was already well advanced, when a plump of cold 
rain fell suddenly out of the darkness. Brackenbury paused under 
some trees, and as he did so he caught sight of a hansom cabman 
making him a sign that he was disengaged. The circumstance fell 
in so happily to the occasion that he at once raised his cane in 
answer, and had soon ensconced himself in the London gondola. 

“Where to, sir?” asked the driver. 

“Where you please,” said Brackenbury. 

And immediately, at a pace of surprising swiftness, the hansom 
drove off through the rain into a maze of villas. One villa was so 
like another, each with its front garden, and there was so little 
to distinguish the deserted lamp-lit streets and crescents through 
which the flying hansom took its way, that Brackenbury soon lost 
all idea of direction. He would have been contented to believe 
that the cabman was amusing himself by driving him round and 
round and in and out about a small quarter, but there was some¬ 
thing businesslike in the speed which convinced him of the con¬ 
trary. The man had an object in view, he was hastening towards a 
definite end; and Brackenbury was at once astonished at the fel¬ 
low’s skill in picking a way through such a labyrinth, and a little 
concerned to imagine what was the occasion of his hurry. He had 
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heard talcs of strangers falling ill in London. Did the driver be 

W “ d » »«*- association? . M ™, Lohl 
U being whirled to a murderous death? 

slJnf thOUe T had Scarcely P rcscnted when the cab swun« 

harply round a corner and ptdled up before the garden gate of a 

' Ula m a long and wide road. The house was brilliantly lighted 

up. Another hansom had just driven away, and Brackenbury could 

iee a S cmlenlan being admitted at the front door and received by 
several livened servants. He was surprised that the cabman should 
have stopped so immediately in front of a house where a reception 
was being held; but he did not doubt it was the result of accident, 
and sat placidly smoking where he was, until he heard the trap 
thrown open over his head. 

“Here we are, sir,” said the driver. 

“Here!” repeated Brackenbury. “Where?” 


“You told me to take you where I pleased, sir,” returned the 
man with a chuckle, “and here we are.” 

It struck Brackenbury that the voice was wonderfully smooth 
and courteous for a man in so inferior a position; he remembered 
the speed at which he had been driven; and now it occurred to 
him that the hansom was more luxuriously appointed than the 
common run of public conveyances. 

“I must ask you to explain,” said he. “Do you mean to turn 
me out into die rain? My good man, I suspect the choice is mine.” 

“The choice is certainly yours,” replied the driver; “but when I 
tell you all, I believe I know how a gentleman of your figure will 
decide. There is a gentleman’s party in this house. I do not know 
whether the master be a stranger to London and without acquaint¬ 
ances of his own; or whether he is a man of odd notions. But 
certainly I was hired to kidnap single gentlemen in evening dress, 
as many as I pleased, but military officers by preference. You have 
simply to go in and say that Mr. Morris invited you.” 

“Are you Mr. Morris?” inquired the Lieutenant. 

“Oh, no,” replied the cabman. “Mr. Morris is the person of the 


house.” 

“It is not a common way of collecdng guests,” said Brackenbury; 
“but an eccentric man might very well indulge the whim without 
any intention to offend. And suppose that I refuse Mr. Morris’s 
invitation,” he went on, “what then?” 

“My orders are to drive you back where I took you from,” re- 
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nlied the man, “and set out to look for others up to midnight. 
Those who have no fancy for such an adventure, Mr. Morns said. 

were not the guests for him.” 

These words decided the Lieutenant on the spot. 

“After all,” he reflected, as he descended from the hansom, 

have not had long to wait for my adventure. 

He had hardly found footing on the sidewalk, and was st 11 feel¬ 
ing in his pocket for the fare, when the cab swung about and drove 
off by the way it came at the former break-neck velocity. Bracken- 
bury shouted after the man, who paid no heed, and continued to 
drive away; but the sound of his voice was overheard in the house, 
the door was again thrown open, emitting a flood of light upon the 
garden, and a servant ran down to meet him holding an umbrella. 
° “The cabman has been paid,” observed the servant in a very 
civil tone; and he proceeded to escort Brackenbury along the 
path and up the steps. In the hall several other attendants relieved 
him of his hat, cane, and paletot, gave him a ticket with a number 
in return, and politely hurried him up a stair adorned with 
tropical flowers, to the door of an apartment on the first story. 
Here a grave butler inquired his name, and announcing Lieu¬ 
tenant Brackenbury Rich,” ushered him into the drawing-room 


of the house. , 

A young man, slender and singularly handsome, came forward 

and greeted him with an air at once courtly and affectionate. 
Hundreds of candles, of the finest wax, lit up a room that was 
perfumed, like the staircase, with a profusion of rare and beautiful 
flowering shrubs. A side-table was loaded with tempting viands. 
Several servants went to and fro with fruits and goblets of cham¬ 
pagne. The company was perhaps sixteen in number, all men, few 
beyond the prime of life, and with hardly an exception, of a 
dashing and capable exterior. They were divided into two groups, 
one about a roulette board, and the other surrounding a table at 
which one of their number held a bank of baccarat. 

“I see,” thought Brackenbury, “I am in a private gambling 

saloon, and the cabman was a tout.” 

His eye had embraced the details, and his mind formed the 
conclusion, while his host was still holding him by the hand, 
and to him his looks returned from this rapid survey. At a second 
view Mr. Morris surprised him still more than on the first. The 
easy elegance of his manners, the distinction, amiability, and. 
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courage that appeared upon his features, fitted very ill with the 

Lieutenant s preconceptions on the subject of the proprietor of 

for a ’ f t0ne ° f hlS conversation seem ed to mark him out 

o. a man of position and merit. Brackenbury found he had an 

nstmctive liking for his entertainer; and though he chid himself 
for the weakness he was unable to resist a sort of friendly aurac- 
tion for Mr. Morris’s person and character. 

“I have heard of you, Lieutei^nt Rich,” said Mr. Morris, lower¬ 
ing his tone; “and believe me I am gratified to make your ac¬ 
quaintance. Your looks accord with the reputation that has pre¬ 
ceded you from India. And if you will forget for awhile the ir¬ 
regularity of your presentation in my house, I shall feel it not 
only an honour, but genuine pleasure besides. A man who makes a 
mouthful of barbarian cavaliers,” he added with a laugh, “should 
not be appalled by a breach of etiquette, however serious.” 

And he led him towards the sideboard and pressed him to 
partake of some refreshments. 

“Upon my word,” the Lieutenant reflected, “this is one of the 
pleasantest fellows and, I do not doubt, one of the most agreeable 
societies in London.” 

He partook of some champagne, which he found excellent; and 
observing that many of the company were already smoking, he lit 
one of his own Manilas, and strolled up to the roulette board, 
where he sometimes made a stake and sometimes looked on smil¬ 
ingly on the fortune of others. It was while he was thus idling 
that he became aware of a sharp scrutiny to which the whole of the 
guests were subjected. Mr. Morris went here and there, ostensibly 
busied on hospitable concerns; but he had ever a shrewd glance at 
disposal; not a man of the party escaped his sudden, searching 
looks; he took stock of the bearing of heavy losers, he valued the 
amount of the stakes, he paused behind couples who were deep in 
conversation; and, in a word, there was hardly a characteristic 
of any one present but he seemed to catch and make a note of it. 
Brackenbury began to wonder if this were indeed a gambling hell: 
it had so much the air of a private inquisition. He followed Mr. 
Morris in all his movements; and although the man had a ready 
smile, he seemed to perceive, as it were under a mask, a haggard, 
•careworn, and preoccupied spirit. The fellows around him laughed 
and made their game; but Brackenbury had lost interest in the 
guests. 
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-This Morris » thought he, "is no idler in the room. Some deep 

purpose inspires him; let it be mine to fathom it. 

P Now and then Mr. Morris would call one of his V1 j ’ 

and after a brief colloquy in an ante-room, he would 
and the visitors in question reappeared no more. Af 
"1 o repetitions, .hi. per.omt.nee excited 
™”o,hy to .high degree. He determined to he 
Of this minor mystery at once; and strolling into the ^tejoom, 
found a deep window recess concealed by curtains of the fashion 
able green Here he hurriedly ensconced himself; nor had he to 
waUMng before the sound of steps and voices drew near him 
from the principal apartment. Peering through the division, he 
saw Mr. Morris escorting a fat and ruddy personage with some¬ 
what the look of a commercial traveller, whom Bracken! u y 
had already remarked for his coarse laugh and under-bied be¬ 
haviour at the table. The pair halted immediately before the wi¬ 
dow, so that Brackenbury lost not a word of the following dis- 

C0 “I S beg you a thousand pardons!” began Mr. Morris, with the 
most conciliatory manner; “and, if I appear rude, I am sure you 
will readily forgive me. In a place so great as London accidents 
must continually happen; and the best that we can hope is to 
remedy them with as small delay as possible. I will not deny that I 
fear you have made a mistake and honoured my poor house by 
inadvertence; for, to speak openly, I cannot at all remember your 
appearance. Let me put the question without unnecessary circum¬ 
locution—between gentlemen of honour a word will suffice 
Under whose roof do you suppose yourself to be? 

“That of Mr. Morris,” replied the other, with a prodigious dis¬ 
play of confusion, which had been visibly growing upon him 

throughout the last few words. 

‘Mr. John or Mr. James Morris?” inquired the host. 

■I really cannot tell you,” returned the unfortunate guest. “I 

am not personally acquainted with the gentleman, any more than 

I am with yourself.” 

“I see,” said Mr. Morris. “There is another person of the same 
name farther down the street; and I have no doubt the policeman 
will be able to supply you with his number. Believe me, I felicitate 
myself on the misunderstanding which has procured me the pleas¬ 
ure of your company for so long; and let me express a hope that 


it 


it 
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we may meet again upon a more regular footing. Meantime I 

ir • h n rJrH'‘“ ■"°r >- >-**■ •-->»sj 


And with the most agreeable air Mr. Morris escorted his visitor 
as tar as the ante-room door, where he left him under conduct 
of the butler. As he passed the window, on his return to the draw¬ 
ing-room, Brackenbury could hear him utter a profound sigh, as 
t ough his mind was loaded with a great anxiety, and his nerves 
already fatigued with the task on which he was engaged. 

For perhaps an hour the hansoms kept arriving with such fre¬ 
quency, that Mr. Morris had to receive a new guest for every 
old one that he sent away, and the company preserved its number 
undiminished. But towards the end of that time the arrivals grew 
few and far between, and at length ceased entirely, while the 
process of elimination was continued with unimpaired activity. 
The drawing-room began to look empty: the baccarat was dis¬ 
continued for lack of a banker; more than one person said good¬ 
night of his own accord, and was suffered to depart without ex¬ 
postulation: and in the meanwhile Mr. Morris redoubled in agree¬ 
able attentions to those who stayed behind. He went from group 
to group and from person to person with looks of the readiest 
sympathy and the most pertinent and pleasing talk; he was not 
so much like a host as like a hostess, and there was a feminine 
coquetry and condescension in his manner which charmed the 


hearts of all. 

As the guests grew thinner. Lieutenant Rich strolled for a mo¬ 
ment out of the drawing-room into the hall in quest of fresher air. 
But he had no sooner passed the threshold of the ante-chamber 
than he was brought to a dead halt by a discovery of the most 
surprising nature. The flowering shrubs had disappeared from the 
staircase; three large furniture wagons stood before the garden 
gate; the servants were busy dismantling the house upon all sides; 
and some of them had already donned their great-coats and were 
preparing to depart. It was like the end of a country ball, where 
everything has been supplied by contract. Brackenbury had indeed 
some matter for reflection. First, the guests, who were no real 
guests after all, had been dismissed; and now the servants, who 
could hardly be genuine servants, were actively dispersing. 

“Was the whole establishment a sham?” he asked himself. “The 


i 
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mushroom o£ a single night which should disappear before morn- 
m Watching a favourable opportunity, Srackenbury dashed up 

Jr, the higher region, ol the house it » * ****** 

house hud been 

E“ 

rould have been carried out upon so great a sea . 

Who then was Mr. Morris? What was his intention in thus 

playing” the householder for a single night in the remote west of 

London? And why did he collect his visitors at hazard from 

Str Brackenbury remembered that he had already delayed too long, 
and hastened y to join the company. Many had left during his 
absence; and counting the Lieutenant and h.s host, there were 
not more than five persons in the drawing-room-recently so 
thronged. Mr. Morris greeted him, as he re-entered the apartment, 

with a smile, and immediately rose to his feet. 

“It is now time, gentlemen,” said he, “to explain my purpose m 

decoying you from your amusements. I trust you did not find the 
evening^hang very dully on your hands; but my object, I will co 
fess it was not to entertain your leisure, but to help myself m an 
unfortunate necessity. You are all gentlemen,” he continued, your 
appearance does you that much justice, and I ask for no bet e 
security. Hence, I speak it without concealment, I ask you to 
render me a dangerous and delicate service; dangerous because 
you may run the hazard of your lives, and delicate because I must 
ask an absolute discretion upon all that you shall see or hear. 
From an utter stranger the request is almost comically extrav¬ 
agant- I am well aware of this; and I would add at once, if there 
be any one present who has heard enough, if there be one among 
the party who recoils from a dangerous confidence and a piece of 
Quixotic devotion to he knows not whom—here is my hand 
ready, and I shall wish him good night and God-speed, with all 

the sincerity in the world.” 

A very tall, black man, with a heavy stoop, immediately re¬ 
sponded to this appeal. 
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l commend your frankness, sir,” said he- “anH 

^plious e t h 0 ou r g 1 ns a i 0n g o m y t se I lf a as n i t s d ar y and ‘ ^ “ “ h 

think I have no ritrht tn V ’ nd P erha P s will 

_ no right to add words to my example.” 

for Ml CO,U ? ry ’” re P lied Mr - Mor ‘ is - "I am obliged to you 
of my proposal.” 1 ** gravity 

m?,^ 1 o?her! em w;T hat T T S3y? ” Said the tal1 man ’ add — 

n 0 others. We have had our evening's frolic; shall we go 
homeward peaceably in a body? You will think well of my sug- 

!nd"a n fet n y.” m0ming ’ When >" ou see the sun again in innocence 


■ I" !L e ^ er P’ onounced the last words with an intonation 
w uch f addc ' d to thelr force: and his face wore a singular expres¬ 
sion, lull of gravity and significance. Another of the company rose 

hastily and, with some appearance of alarm, prepared to take his 

leave. There were only two who held their ground, Brackenbury 

and an old red-nosed cavalry Major; but these two preserved a 

nonchalant demeanour, and, beyond a look of intelligence which 

they rapidly exchanged, appeared entirely foreign to the discussion 
that had just been terminated. 

Mr. Morris conducted the deserters as far as the door, which he 
closed upon their heels; then he turned round disclosing a counte¬ 
nance of mingled relief and animation, and addressed the two offi¬ 
cers as follows: 

“I have chosen my men like Joshua in the Bible,” said Mr. 
Morris, “and I now believe I have the pick of London. Your ap¬ 
pearance pleased my hansom cabmen; then it delighted me; I have 
watched your behaviour in a strange company, and under the most 
unusual circumstances; I have studied how you played and how 
you bore your losses; lastly, I have put you to the test of a stagger¬ 
ing announcement, and you received it like an invitation to 
dinner. It is not for nothing,” he cried, “that I have been for years 
the companion and the pupil of the bravest and wisest potentate 
in Europe.” 

‘‘At the affair of Bunderchang,” observed the Major, ‘‘I asked for 
twelve volunteers, and every trooper in the ranks replied to my 
appeal. But a gaming party is not the same thing as a regiment 
under fire. You may be pleased, I suppose, to have found two, and 
two who will not fail you at a push. As for the pair who ran away, 
l count them among the most pitiful hounds I ever met with. Lieu- 
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tenant Rich ,” he added, addressing Brackenbury, “I have heart 
much of you of late; and I cannot doubt but you have also 
of me I am Major O’Rooke.” 

And the veteran tendered his hand, which was red and trem- 

ulous, to the young Lieutenant. 

“Who has not?” answered Brackenbury. 

"When this little matter is settled,” said Mr. Morris, “you will 
think I have sufficiently rewarded you; for I could offer neither a 
more valuable service than to make him acquainted with the 

other.” _ . 

“And now,” said Major O’Rooke, “is it a duel? 

“A duel after a fashion,” replied Mr. Morris, “a duel with un¬ 
known and dangerous enemies, and, as I gravely fear, a duel to 
the death. I must ask you,” he continued, "to call me Morris no 
longer; call me, if you please, Hammersmith; my real name, as 
well as that of another person to whom I hope to present you be- 
fore long, you will gratify me by not asking and not seeking to 
discover for yourselves. Three days ago the person of whom I speak 
disappeared suddenly from home; and, until this morning, I 
received no hint of his situation. You will fancy my alarm when 
I tell you that he is engaged upon a work of private justice. Bound 
by an unhappy oath, too lightly sworn, he finds it necessary, with¬ 
out the help of law, to rid the earth of an insidious and bloody 
villain. Already two of our friends, and one of them my own born 
brother, have perished in the enterprise. He himself, or I am 
much deceived, is taken in the same fatal toils. But at least he still 
lives and still hopes, as this billet sufficiently proves.” 

And the speaker, no other than Colonel Geraldine, proffered a 

letter, thus conceived: 


“Major Hammersmith, On Wednesday, at 3 A.M., you will 
be admitted by the small door to the gardens of Rochester 
House, Regent’s Park, by a man who is entirely in my interest. 
I must request you not to fail me by a second. Pray bring my 
case of swords, and, if you can find them, one or two gentlemen 
of conduct and discretion to whom my person is unknown. My 
name must not be used in this affair. 

“T. GodalL ” 

“From his wisdom alone, if he had no other title,” pursued 
Colonel Geraldine, when the others had each satisfied his curiosity, 
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my riend is a man whose directions should implicity be followed 
need „««(<,„, ,h„ , have „„,L ^ “"w 

he e.ghbourhood of Rochester House; and that I am still as 

friendVd l 116 ^ ? 6Uher ° £ yOU,5elves as l ° the nature of my 
end dilemma. I betook myself, as soon as I had received this 

oidei to a furnishing contractor, and, in a few hours, the house 

m which we now are had assumed its late air of festival Mv 

scheme was at least original; and I am far from regretting an 

action which has procured me the services of Major OTLook/aud 

Lieutenant Brackenbury Rich. But the servants in the street will 

«f 7 * t s' i • • evening was full 

of lights and visitors they will find uninhabited and for sale to¬ 
morrow morning. Thus even the most serious concerns,” added the 
Colonel, ‘‘have a merry side.” 

"And let us add a merry ending,” said Brackenbury. 

The Colonel consulted his watch. 

“It is now hard on two,” he said. "We have an hour before us 

and a swift cab is at the door. Tell me if I may count upon your 
help.” 

‘‘During a long life,” replied Major O’Rooke, “I never took back 
my hand from anything, nor so much as hedged a bet.” 

Brackenbury signified his readiness in the most becoming terms; 
and after they had drunk a glass or two of wine, the Colonel gave 
each of them a loaded revolver, and the'three mounted into the 


cab and drove off for the address in question. 

Rochester House was a magnificent residence on the banks of 
the canal. The large extent of the garden isolated it in an un¬ 
usual degree from die annoyances of neighbourhood. It seemed 
the pare aux cerfs of some great nobleman or millionaire. As far 
as could be seen from the street, there was not a glimmer of light 
in any of the numerous windows of the mansion; and the place 
had a look of neglect, as though the master had been long from 
home. 

The cab was discharged, and the three gentlemen were not 
long in discovering the small door, which was a sort of postern 
in a lane between two garden walls. It still wanted ten or fifteen 
minutes of the appointed time; the rain fell heavily, and the ad¬ 
venturers sheltered themselves below some pendent ivy, and spoke 
in low tones of the approaching trial. 

Suddenly Geraldine raised his finger to command silence, and 
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nil three bent their hearing to the utmost. Through the con- 
•nuournot o£ the rain, thl steps and voices of two men became 

audible from the other side of the wall; and, as t ey 
Brackenbury, whose sense of hearing was remarkably acute, 

even distinguish some fragments of their talk. 

“Ts the grave dug?” asked one. 

“It is,” replied the other; “behind the laurel hedge. When th 

iob is done, we can cover it with a pile of stakes. 

J The first speaker laughed, and the sound of his merrimen 

shocking to the listeners on the other side. 

“In an hour from now,” he said. 

And by the sounds of the steps it was obvious that the pair h 
separated, and were proceeding in contrary directions. 

Almost immediately after the postern door was cautiously 
opened, a white face was protruded into the lane, and a hand was 
seen beckoning to the watchers. In dead silence the three passed 
the door, which was immediately locked behind them, and fol¬ 
lowed their guide through several garden alleys to the kitchen en¬ 
trance of the house. A single candle burned in the great paved 
kitchen, which was destitute of the customary furniture; and as 
the party proceeded to ascend from thence by a flight of winding 
stairs, a prodigious noise of rats testified still more plainly to the 


dilapidation of the house. 

Their conductor preceded them, carrying the candle. He was a 
lean man, much bent, but still agile; and he turned from time to 
time and admonished silence and caution by his gestures. Colonel 
Geraldine followed on his heels, the case of swords under one 
arm, and a pistol ready in the other. Brackenbury's heart beat 
thickly. He perceived that they were still in time; but he judged 
from the alacrity of the old man that the hour of action must be 
near at hand; the circumstances of this adventure were so obscure 
and menacing, the place seemed so well chosen for the darkest acts, 
that an older man than Brackenbury might have been pardoned 
a measure of emotion as he closed the procession up the winding 


stair. 

At the top the guide threw open a door and ushered the three 
officers before him into a small apartment, lighted by a smoky 
lamp and the glow of a modest fire. At the chimney corner sat a 
man in the early prime of life, and of a_stout but courtly and com¬ 
manding appearance. His attitude and expression were those of 
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ihc most unmoved composure; he was smoking a cheroot with 
much enjoyment and deliberation, and on a table by his elbow 
stood a long glass of some effervescing beverage, which diffused an 
agreeable odour through the room. 

“Welcome,” said he, extending his hand to Colonel Geraldine. 
“I knew I might count on your exactitude.” 

“On my devotion,” replied the Colonel, with a bow. 

Present me to your friends,” continued the first; and, when 
that ceremony had been performed, “I wish, gentlemen,” he added, 
with the most exquisite affability, “that I could offer you a more 
cheerful programme; it is ungracious to inaugurate an acquaint¬ 
ance upon serious affairs; but the compulsion of events is stronger 
than the obligations of good-fellowship. I hope and believe you 
will be able to forgive me this unpleasant evening; and for men 
of your stamp it will be enough to know that you are conferring 
a considerable favour.” 

"Your Highness,” said the Major, “must pardon my bluntness. 
I am unable to hide what I know. For some time back I have 
suspected Major Hammersmith, but Mr. Godall is unmistakable. 
To seek two men in London unacquainted with Prince Florizel of 
Bohemia was to ask too much at Fortune’s hands.” 

“Prince Florizel!” cried Brackenbury in amazement. 

And he gazed with the deepest interest on the features of the 
celebrated personage before him. 

“I shall not lament the loss of my incognito,” remarked the 
Prince, “for it enables me to thank you with the more authority. 
You would have done as much for Mr. Godall, I feel sure, as for 
the Prince of Bohemia; but the latter can perhaps do more for you. 
The gain is mine,” he added, with a courteous gesture. 

And the next moment he was conversing with the two officers 
about the Indian army and the native troops, a subject on which, 
as on all others, he had a remarkable fund of information and the 
soundest views. 

There was something so striking in this man’s attitude at a mo¬ 
ment of deadly peril that Brackenbury was overcome with respect¬ 
ful admiration; nor was he less sensible to the charm of his con¬ 
versation or the surprising amenity of his address. Every gesture, 
every intonation, was not only noble in itself, but seemed to en¬ 
noble the fortunate mortal for whom it was intended; and Bracken- 
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bury confessed to himself with enthusiasm that this was a sovereign 
for whom a brave man might thankfully lay down h.s life. 

Many minutes had thus passed, when the person " h ° h * d ™ 
duced them into the house, and who had sat ever since in a come , 
and with his watch in his hand, arose and whispered a word into 

‘b'uiTwelhDr. Noel,” replied Florizel, aloud: and then address¬ 
ing the others, "You will excuse me, gentlemen, he added if 
have to leave you in the dark. The moment now approaches. 

Dr. Noel extinguished the lamp. A faint, grey light, P Te ™ on ' l ° iy 
of the dawn, illuminated the window, but was not su cie 
illuminate the room; and when the Prince rose to his feet, it wa 
impossible to distinguish his features or to make a guess at me 
nature of the emotion which obviously affected him as he spo m 
He moved towards the door, and placed himself at one side of 

an attitude of the wariest attention. . 

“You will have the kindness,” he said, “to maintain the strictest 

silence, and to conceal yourselves in the densest of the shadow. 

The three officers and the physician hastened to obey, and or 
nearly ten minutes the only sound in Rochester House was oc¬ 
casioned by the excursions of the rats behind the woodwork. At the 
end of that period, a loud creak of a hinge broke in with sur¬ 
prising distinctness on the silence; and shortly after, the watchers 
could distinguish a slow and cautious tread approaching up the 
kitchen stair. At every second step the intruder seemed to pause 
and lend an ear, and during these intervals, which seemed of an 
incalculable duration, a profound disquiet possessed the spirit o 
the listeners. Dr. Noel, accustomed as he was to dangerous emo¬ 
tions, suffered an almost pitiful physical prostration; his breath 
whistled in his lungs, his teeth grated one upon another, and his 
joints cracked aloud as he nervously shifted his position. 

At last a hand was laid upon the door, and the bolt shot back 
with a slight report. There followed another pause, during which 
Brackenbury could see the Prince draw himself together noiselessly 
as if for some unusual exertion. Then the door opened, letting in 
a little more of the light of the morning; and the figure of a man 
appeared upon the threshold and stood motionless. He was tall, 
and carried a knife in his hand. Even in the twilight they could 
see his upper teeth bare and glistening, for his mouth was open 
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like that of a hound about to leap. The man had evidently been 

ovci the head in water but a minute or two before; and even while 

he stood there the drops kept falling from his wet clothes and 
pattered on the floor. 

The next moment he crossed the threshold. There was a leap, 
a stilled cry, an instantaneous struggle; and before Colonel Geral¬ 
dine could spring to his aid, the Prince held the man, disarmed 
and helpless, by the shoulders. 

Dr. Noel,” he said, “you will be so good as to relight the lamp.” 

And relinquishing the charge of his prisoner to Geraldine and 
Brackenbury, he crossed the room and set his back against the 
chimney-piece. As soon as the lamp had kindled, the party beheld 
an unaccustomed sternness on the Prince’s features. It was no 
longer Florizel, the careless gentleman; it was the Prince of Bohe¬ 
mia, justly incensed and full of deadly purpose, who now raised 
his head and addressed the captive President of the Suicide Club. 

“President,” he said, “you have laid your last snare, and your 
own feet are taken in it. The day is beginning; it is your last morn¬ 
ing. You have just swum the Regent’s Canal; it is your last bathe 
in this world. Your old accomplice, Dr. Noel, so far from betraying 
me, has delivered you into my hands for judgment. And the grave 
you had dug for me this afternoon shall serve, in God’s almighty 
providence, to hide your own just doom from the curiosity of man¬ 
kind. Kneel and pray, sir, if you have a mind that way; for your 
time is short, and God is weary of your iniquities.” 

The President made no answer either by word or sign; but con¬ 
tinued to hang his head and gaze sullenly on the floor, as though 
he were conscious of the Prince’s prolonged and unsparing regard. 

“Gentlemen,” continued Florizel, resuming the ordinary tone of 
his conversation, “this is a fellow who has long eluded me, but 
whom, thanks to Dr. Noel, I now have tightly by the heels. To 
tell the story of his misdeeds would occupy more time than we can 
now afford; but if the canal had contained nothing but the blood 
of his victims, I believe the wretch would have been no drier than 
you see him. Even in an affair of this sort I desire to preserve the 
forms of honour. But I make you the judges, gentlemen—this is 
more an execution than a duel; and to give the rogue his choice of 
weapons would be to push too far a point of etiquette. I cannot 
afford to lose my life in such a business,” he continued, unlocking 
the case of swords; “and as a pistol-bullet travels so often on the 
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wings o£ chance, and skill and courage may fall by the most 
trembling marksman, I have decided, and I feel sure you willap¬ 
prove my determination, to put this question to t e o 

When Brackenbury and Major O’Rooke, to whom these 
marks were particularly addressed, had each intimated his ap¬ 
proval, “Quick, sir,” added Prince Florizel to the President, 
“choose a blade and do not keep me waiting; X have an impatience 


to be done with you for ever.” 

For the first time since he was captured and disarmed the Presi¬ 
dent raised his head, and it was plain that he began instantly to 


pluck up courage. 

“Is it to be stand up?” he asked eagerly, “and between you 


and me?” 

“I mean so far to honour you,” replied the Prince. 

“Oh, come!” cried the President. “With a fair field, who knows 
how things may happen? I must add that I consider it handsome 
behaviour on your Highness's part; and if the worst comes to the 
worst I shall die by one of the most gallant gentlemen in Europe.” 

And the President, liberated by those who had detained him, 
stepped up to the table and began, with minute attention, to select 
a sword. He was highly elated, and seemed to feel no doubt that he 
should issue victorious from the contest. The spectators grew 
alarmed in the face of so entire a confidence, and adjured Prince 


Florizel to reconsider his intention. 

“It is but a farce,” he answered; “and I think I can promise you, 
gentlemen, that it will not be long a-playing.” 

“Your Highness will be careful not to overreach,” said Colonel 


Geraldine. 

“Geraldine,” returned the Prince, “did you ever know me fail in 
a debt of honour? I owe you this man’s death, and you shall have 

it.” 

The President at last satisfied himself with one of the rapiers, 
and signified his readiness by a gesture that was not devoid of a 
rude nobility. The nearness of peril, and the sense of courage, 
even to this obnoxious villain, lent an air of manhood and a cer¬ 


tain grace. 

The Prince helped himself at random to a sword. 

“Colonel Geraldine and Dr. Noel,” he said, “will have the good¬ 
ness to await me in this room. I wish no personal friend of mine 
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to be involved in this transaction. Major O’Rooke, you are a man 
of some years and a settled reputation-let me recommend the 

to lend" 1 ^ y ° Ur S °° d graCeS ' Lieutenant Rich will be so good as 
o lend me his attentions: a young man cannot have too much ex¬ 
perience in such affairs.” 

•'Your Highness,” replied Brackenbury, “it is an honour I shall 
prize extremely.” 

"It is well,” returned Prince Florizel; ”1 shall hope to stand your 
mend in more important circumstances.” 


And so saying he led the way out of the apartment and down 
the kitchen stairs. 

The two men who were thus left alone threw open the window 
and leaned out, straining every sense to catch an indication of the 
tragical events that were about to follow. The rain was now over; 
day had almost come, and the birds were piping in the shrubbery 
and on the forest trees of the garden. The Prince and his com¬ 
panions were visible for a moment as they followed an alley be¬ 
tween two flowering thickets; but at the first corner a clump of 
foliage intervened, and they were again concealed from view. This 
was all the Colonel and the physician had an opportunity to see, 
and the garden was so vast, and the place of combat evidently so 
remote from the house, that not even the noise of sword-play 
reached their ears. 

“He has taken him towards the grave,” said Dr. Noel, with a 
shudder. 


“God,” cried the Colonel, “God defend the right!” 

And they awaited the event in silence, the Doctor shaking with 
fear, the Colonel in an agony of sweat. Many minutes must have 
elapsed, the day was sensibly broader, and the birds were singing 
more heartily in the garden before a sound of returning footsteps 
recalled their glances towards the door. It was the Prince and the 
two Indian officers who entered. God had defended the right. 

“I am ashamed of my emotion,” said Prince Florizel; “I feel it a 
weakness unworthy of my station, but the continued existence of 
that hound of hell had begun to play upon me like a disease, and 
his death has more refreshed me than a night of slumber. Look, 
Geraldine," he continued, throwing his sword upon the floor, 
“there is the blood of the man who killed your brother. It should 
be a welcome sight. And yet,” he added, “see how strangely we 
men are madel my revenge is not yet five minutes old, and already 
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* am beginninga^myseU if even 

career‘iiTwhich he amassed a huge fortune (for the house itself m 
Which he stayed belonged to him)-that career ts ^ 
destiny of mankind for ever; and I might wear, ^ ^ 
thrusts in carte until the crack of judgment, and Geraldine 
brother would be none the less dead, and a thousand other mno- 
cent persons would be none the less dishonoured and debauched! 
The existence of a man is so small a thing to take, so mig, y 
thing to employ! Alas!” he cried, “is there anything in life so 

disenchanting as attainment? . r 

“God's justice has been done,” replied the Doctor. So much I 

behold. The lesson, your Highness, has been a cruel one for me, 

and I await my own turn with deadly apprehension. 

"What was I saying?” cried the Prince. “I have Pushed.and 
here is the man beside us who can help me to undo. Ah, Dr Noe ! 
you and I have before us many a day of hard and honourable toi , 
and perhaps, before we have done, you may have more than re- 

deemed your early errors." 

“And in the meantime," said the Doctor, "let me go and bury 
my oldest friend." 

(And this, observes the erudite Arabian , is the fortunate conclusion of 
the tale The Prince, it is superfluous to mention, forgot none of those 

who served him in this great exploit; and to this day ^ ls author ' t J a ^ 1 ^' 
fluence help them forward in their public career, while his condescend g 
friendship adds a charm to their private life. To collect, continues the 
author , all the strange events in which this Prince has played the part of 
Providence were to fill the habitable globe with books.) 



The Bottle Imp 





Note. Any student of that very unliterary product, the English drama 
of the early part of the century, will here recognise the name and the root 
idea of a piece once rendered popular by the redoubtable B. Smith. The 
root idea is there and identical, and yet I believe I have made it a new 
thing. And the fact that the tale has been designed and written for a 
Polynesian audience may lend it some extraneous interest nearer home. 

R. L. S. 

T here was a man of the island of Hawaii, whom i shall call 
Keawe; for the truth is, he still lives, and his name must be 
kept secret; but the place of hn birth was not far from Honaunau, 
where the bones of Keawe the Great lie hidden in a cave. This 
man was poor, brave, and active; he could read and write like a 
schoolmaster; he was a first-rate mariner besides, sailed for some 
time in the island steamers, and steered a whale-boat on the 
Hamakua coast. At length it came in Keawe’s mind to have a sight 
of the great world and foreign cities, and he shipped on a vessel 
bound to San Francisco. 

This is a fine town, with a fine harbour, and rich people un¬ 
countable; and, in particular, there is one hill which is covered 
with palaces. Upon this hill Keawe was one day taking a walk, 
with his pocket full of money, viewing the great houses upon 
either hand with pleasure. “What fine houses there are!” he was 
thinking, “and how happy must these people be who dwell in 
them, and take no care for the morrow!” The thought was in his 
mind when he came abreast of a house that was smaller than some 
others, but all finished and beautiful like a toy; the steps of that 
house shone like silver, and the borders of the garden bloomed like 
garlands, and the windows were bright like diamonds; and Keawe 
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THE BOTTLE IMP 
stopped and wondered at the excellence of all he saw So stopping 
he was aware of a man that looked forth upon htm through a 
window, so clear, that Keawe could see htm as you see a fish t 
pool upon the reef. The man was elderly, with a bald head a 
black beard; and his face was heavy with sorrow and he bitter y 
sighed. And the truth of it is, that as Keawe looked in upon _the 
man, and the man looked out upon Keawe, each envied the othen 
All of a sudden the man smiled and nodded, and beckone 

Keawe to enter, and met him at the door o£ the house. 

“This is a fine house of mine,” said the man, and bitterly sig e 

“Would you not care to view the chambers? 

So he led Keawe all over it, from the cellar to the roof, and there 
was nothing there that was not perfect of its kind, and Keawe was 

astonished. . , 

“Truly,” said Keawe, “this is a beautiful house; if I lived m the 

like of it, I should be laughing all day long. How comes it, then, 

that you should be sighing?” , , 

“There is no reason,” said the man, “why you should not have 

a house in all points similar to this, and finer, if you wish. You 

have some money, I suppose? 

“I have fifty dollars,” said Keawe; “but a house like this will cost 
more than fifty dollars.” 

The man made a computation. “I am sorry you have no more, 
said he, “for it may raise you trouble in the future; but it shall be 

yours at fifty dollars.” 

“The house?” asked Keawe. 

“No, not the house,” replied the man; “but the bottle. For, I 
must tell you, although I appear to you so rich and fortunate, all 
my fortune, and this house itself and its garden, came out of a 

bottle not much bigger than a pint. This is it.” 

And he opened a lockfast place, and took out a round-bellied 
bottle with a long neck; the glass of it was white like milk, with 
changing rainbow colours in the grain. Withinsides something ob¬ 
scurely moved, like a shadow and a fire. 

“This is the bottle,” said the man; and, when Keawe laughed, 
“You do not believe me?” he added. “Try, then, for yourself. See 

if you can break it.” 

So Keawe took the bottle up and dashed it on the floor till he 
was weary; but it jumped on the floor like a child’s ball, and was 
not injured. 
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«- “• 

or so I supposeHlf ’* the . shadow we behold there moving; 
or, so I suppose. If any man buy this bottle the imp is at hil 

command; all that he desires-love, fame, money, houses like this 
ouse ay, 01 a city like this city—all are his at the word uttered. 

world C h\ h th ,a bottIe ’ and b >' h he grew to be the king of the 
bottle’ k C 50 */ 31 the l3St 3nd £eIL Ca P tain Cook had this 

sold it and Y U 1C d h ’ S W3y *° S ° man y isIands: but he, too, 
sold it, and was slain upon Hawaii. For, once it is sold, the power 

goes and the protection; and unless a man remain content with 
what he has, ill will befall him.” 

“And yet you talk of selling it yourself?” Keawe said. 

, * have a11 1 w | sh * and 1 am growing elderly,” replied the man. 

I here is one thing the imp cannot do—he cannot prolong life; 

and it would not be fair to conceal from you there is a drawback 

to the bottle; for if a man die before he sells it, he must burn in hell 
for ever.” 


“To be sure, that is a drawback and no mistake,” cried Keawe. 
“I would not meddle with the thing. I can do without a house, 
thank God; but there is one thing I could not be doing with one 
particle, and that is to be damned.” 

Dear me, you must not run away with things,” returned the 
man. ‘‘All you have to do is to use the power of the imp in modera¬ 
tion, and then sell it to some one else, as I do to you, and finish 
your life in comfort.” 

“Well, I observe two things,” said Keawe. ‘‘All the time you 
keep sighing like a maid in love, that is one; and, for the other, 
you sell this bottle very cheap.” 

‘‘I have told you already why I sigh,” said the man. “It is because 
I fear my health is breaking up; and, as you said yourself, to die and 
go to the devil is a pity for any one. As for why I sell so cheap, I 
must explain to you there is a peculiarity about the bottle. Long 
ago, when the devil brought it first upon earth, it was extremely ex¬ 
pensive, and was sold first of all to Prester John for many millions 
of dollars; but it cannot be sold at all, unless sold at a loss. If 
you sell it for as much as you paid for it, back it comes to you 
again like a homing pigeon. It follows that the price has kept 
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falling in these centuries, and the bottle is now rcmarkably d^,;. 

I bought it myself from one of my great neighbours on t s , 
and the price I paid was only ninety dollars. I could se 
high as eighty-nine dollars and ninety-nine cents, but not a pen y 
dearer, or back the thing must come to me. Now, about this the 
are two bothers. First, when you offer a bottle so singular to 
eighty-odd dollars, people suppose you to be jesting. And secon 
but there is no hurry about that—and I need not go into it. On y 
remember it must be coined money that you sell it for. 

“How am I to know that this is all true?” asked Keawe. 

“Some of it you can try at once,” replied the man. "Give me your 
fifty dollars, take the bottle, and wish your fifty dollars back into 
your pocket. If that does not happen, I pledge you my honour 
will cry off the bargain and restore your money.” 

“You are not deceiving me?” said Keawe. 

The man bound himself with a great oath. 

“Well, I will risk that much,” said Keawe, “for that can do no 
harm,” and he paid over his money to the man, and the man 

handed him the bottle. 

“Imp of the bottle,” said Keawe, “I want my fifty dollars back. 
And sure enough, he had scarce said the word before his pocket 

was as heavy as ever. 

“To be sure this is a wonderful bottle,” said Keawe. 

“And now good-morning to you, my fine fellow, and the devil go 

with you for me,” said the man. 

“Hold on,” said Keawe, “I don’t want any more of this fun. 


Here, take your bottle back.” 

“You have bought it for less than I paid for it,” replied the man, 
rubbing his hands. “It is yours now; and, for my part, I am only 
concerned to see the back of you.” And with that he rang for his 
Chinese servant, and had Keawe shown out of the house. 

Now, when Keawe was in the street, with the bottle under his 
arm, he began to think. “If all is true about this bottle, I may have 
made a losing bargain,” thinks he. “But, perhaps the man was 
only fooling me.” The first thing he did was to count his money; 
the sum was exact—forty-nine dollars American money, and one 
Chili piece. “That looks like the truth,” said Keawe. “Now I will 
try another part.” 

The streets in that part of the city were as clean as a ship’s decks, 
and though it was noon, there were no passengers. Keawe set the 
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bottle in the gutter and walked away. Twice he looked WV a 
there was the milky, round-bellied botde where he led it A h "h 
time he looked back, and turned a corner- but he had sc a 

the "ion" S ° m r hin ? locked upon his elbow, and behold" tas 
the long neck sticking up; and, as for the round belly it was 
jammed into the pocket of his pilot-coat. 

“And that looks like the truth,'' said Keawe. 

The next thing he did was to buy a corkscrew in a shop, and go 

apart into a secret place in the fields. And there he tried to draw the 

co,k, but as often as he put the screw in, out it came again, and 
the cork as whole as ever. 


“This is some new sort of cork,” said Keawe, and all at once he 
began to shake and sweat, for he was afraid of that bottle. 

On his way back to the port-side he saw a shop where a man sold 
shells and clubs from the wild islands, old heathen deities, old 
coined money, pictures from China and Japan, and all manner 
of things that sailors bring in their sea-chests. And here he had an 
idea. So he went in and offered the bottle for a hundred dollars. 
The man of the shop laughed at him at first, and offered him five; 
but, indeed, it was a curious bottle, such glass was never blown in 
any human glassworks, so prettily the colours shone under the 
milky white, and So strangely the shadow hovered in the midst; so, 
after he had disputed awhile after the manner of his kind, the 
shopman gave Keawe sixty silver dollars for the thing and set it on 
a shelf in the midst of his window. 

“Now,” said Keawe, “I have sold that for sixty which I bought 
for fifty—or, to say truth, a little less, because one of my dollars was 
from Chili. Now I shall know the truth upon another point.” 

So he went back on board his ship, and when he opened his 
chest, there was the bottle, and had come more quickly than him¬ 
self. Now Keawe had a mate on board whose name was Lopaka. 

“What ails you,” said Lopaka, “that you stare in your chest?” 

They were alone in the ship’s forecastle, and Keawe bound him 
to secrecy, and told all. 

“This is a very strange affair,” said Lopaka; “and I fear you will 
be in trouble about this bottle. But there is one point very clear— 
that you are sure of the trouble, and you had better have the profit 
in the bargain. Make up your mind what you want with it; give 
the order, and if it is done as you desire, I will buy the bottle 
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myself; for I have an idea of my own to get a schooner, and go 
trading through the islands. 

“That is not my idea,” said Keawe; “but to have a beautiful 
house and garden on the Kona Coast, where I was born, the sun 
shining in at the door, flowers in the garden, glass in the windows, 
pictures on the walls, and toys and fine carpets on the tables, tor 
all the world like the house I was in this day—only a story higher, 
and with balconies all about like the King’s palace; and to live 
there without care and make merry with my friends and relatives. 

“Well,” said Lopaka, ‘‘let us carry it back with us to Hawaii; 
and if all comes true, as you suppose, I will buy the bottle, as I 

said, and ask a schooner.” 

Upon that they were agreed, and it was not long before the ship 
returned to Honolulu, carrying Keawe and Lopaka, and the bottle. 
They were scarce come ashore when they met a friend upon the 
beach, who began at once to condole with Keawe. 

“I do not know what I am to be condoled about,” said Keawe. 
“Is it possible you have not heard,” said the friend, your uncle 
—that good old man—is dead, and your cousin—that beautiful 

boy—was drowned at sea?” 

Keawe was filled with sorrow, and, beginning to weep and to 
lament, he forgot about the bottle. But Lopaka was thinking to 
himself, and presently, when Keawe’s grief was a little abated, “I 
have been thinking,” said Lopaka, “had not your uncle lands in 
Hawaii, in the district of Kau?” 

“No,” said Keawe, “not in Kau: they are on the mountain-side 

—a little by south Hookena.” 

“These lands will now be yours?” asked Lopaka. 

“And so they will,” says Keawe, and began again to lament for 

his relatives. 

“No,” said Lopaka, “do not lament at present. I have a thought 
in my mind. How if this should be the doing of the bottle? For 
here is the place ready for your house.” 

“If this be so,” cried Keawe, “it is a very ill way to serve me by 
killing my relatives. But it may be, indeed; for it was in just such 
a station that I saw the house with my mind’s eye.” 

“The house, however, is not yet built,” said Lopaka. 

“No, nor like to be!” said Keawe; “for though my uncle has 
some coffee and ava and bananas, it will not be more than will 
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keep me in comfort; and the rest of that land is the black lava - 

in my mTnd S " ‘° laW) ' er ’” Said L ° paka; ^ have sti11 ** idea 

Now, when they came to tire lawyer's, it appeared Keawe's uncle 
!noney OWn m ° nStr ° US rich in the last da y s - and there was a fund of 


“And here is the money for the house!” cried Lopaka. 

“If you are thinking of a new house,” said the lawyer, “here is 
t ie card of a new architect, of whom they tell me great things ” 

“Better and better!” cried Lopaka. “Here is all made pla°in for 
us. Let us continue to obey orders.” 

So they went to the architect, and he had drawings of houses on 
his table. 


“You want something out of the way,” said the architect. “How 
do you like this? and he handed a drawing to Keawe. 

Now, when Keawe set eyes on the drawing, he cried out aloud, 
for it was the picture of his thought exactly drawn. 

“I am in for this house,” thought he. “Little as I like the way it 
comes to me, I am in for it now, and I may as well take the good 
along with the evil.” 

So he told the architect all that he wished, and how he would 
have that house furnished, and about the pictures on the wall and 
the knick-knacks on the tables; and he asked the man plainly for 
how much he would undertake the whole affair. 

The architect put many questions, and took his pen and made 
a computation; and when he had done he named the very sum 
that Keawe had inherited. 

Lopaka and Keawe looked at one another and nodded. 

“It is quite clear,” thought Keawe, “that I am to have this house, 
whether or no. It comes from the devil, and I fear I will get little 
good by that; and of one thing I am sure, I will make no more 
wishes as long as I have this bottle. But with the house I am 
saddled; and I may as well take the good along with the evil.” 

So he made his terms with the architect, and they signed a 
paper; and Keawe and Lopaka took ship again and sailed to Aus¬ 
tralia; for it was concluded between them they should not interfere 
at all, but leave the architect and the bottle-imp to build and to 
adorn that house at their own pleasure. 

The voyage was a good voyage, only all the time Keawe was 
holding in his breath, for he had sworn he would utter no more 
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wishes, and take no more favours, from the devil The time was up 
when they got back. The architect told them that the house 

ready, and Keawc and Lopaka took a passage in th< ^ H f’ ““ 
went down Kona way to view the house, and see if all had bee 

done fitly according to the thought that was in Keawe s mind 

Now, the house stood on the mountain side, visible to ships. 
Above, the forest ran up into the clouds of rain; below, t le ac 
lava fell in cliffs, where the kings of old lay buried A garden 
bloomed about that house with every hue of flowers; and there was 
an orchard of papaia on the one hand and an orchard of herdpnnt 
on the other, and right in front, toward the sea, a ship s mast had 
been rigged up and bore a flag. As for the house, it was three 
stories high, with great chambers and broad balconies on eac 1 . 
The windows were of glass, so excellent that it was as clear as 
water and as bright as day. All manner of furniture adorned the 
chambers. Pictures hung upon the wall in golden frames—pictures 
of ships, and men fighting, and of the most beautiful women, and 
of singular places; nowhere in the world are there pictures of so 
bright a colour as those Keawe found hanging in his house. As foi 
the knick-knacks they were extraordinarily fine: chiming clocks 
and musical boxes, little men with nodding heads, books filled with 
pictures, weapons of price from all quarters of the world, and the 
most elegant puzzles to entertain the leisure of a solitary man. And 
as no one would care to live in such chambers, only to walk 
through and view them, the balconies were made so broad that a 
whole town might have lived upon them in delight; and Keawe 
knew not which to prefer, whether the back porch, where you get 
the land-breeze, and looked upon the orchards and the flowers, or 
the front balcony, where you could drink the wind of the sea, and 
look down the steep wall of the mountain and see the Hall going 
by once a week or so between Hookena and the hills of Pele, or 
the schooners plying up the coast for wood and ava and bananas. 

When they had viewed all, Keawe and Lopaka sat on the porch. 

“Well,” asked Lopaka, “is it all as you designed?” 

“Words cannot utter it,” said Keawe. “It is better than I 
dreamed, and I am sick with satisfaction.” 

“There is but one thing to consider,” said Lopaka, “all this may 
be quite natural, and the bottle-imp have nothing whatever to say 
to it. If I were to buy the bottle, and got no schooner after all, I 
should have put my hand in the fire for nothing. I gave you my 
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proof.' '■ U " 1 ““" l X” —« "« me one m . rt 

, 1 ha ' e S ' vorn 1 would ^kc no more favours,” said Keawe “T 

ia ' e gone already deep enough.” ’ ^ 

1 his is no favour I am thinking of,” replied Lopaka. “It is onlv 
o see the imp himself. There is nothing to be gained bv that and 

be sureof the U aS , hamed ° f ' and yet ’ i£ 1 once saw him, I should 
be su. e of the whole matter. So indulge me so far, and let me see 

buy 'iT” ' ’ th3t ' hCre ^ the money in my hand - and I will 

There is only one thing I am afraid of,” said Keawe. “The imp 

once set eyes upon him you 
might be very undesirous of the bottle.” 

“I am a man of my word,” said Lopaka. “And here is the money 
betwixt us. 7 

Very well, replied Keawe, ‘‘I have a curiosity myself. So come 
let us have one look at you, Mr. Imp.” 

Now as soon as that was said, the imp looked out of the bottle, 
and in again, swift as a lizard; and there sat Keawe and Lopaka 
turned to stone. The night had quite come, before either found a 
thought to say or voice to say it with; and then Lopaka pushed the 
money over and took the bottle. 

“I am a man of my word,” said he, “and had need to be so, or I 
would not touch this bottle with my foot. Well, I shall get my 
schooner and a dollar or two for my pocket; and then I will be rid 
of this devil as fast as I can. For to tell you the plain truth, the 
look of him has cast me down.” 

Lopaka,” said Keawe, “do not you think any worse of me than 
you can help; I know it is night, and the roads bad, and the pass 
by the tombs an ill place to go by so late, but I declare since I 
have seen that little face, I cannot eat or sleep or pray till it is gone 
from me. I will give you a lantern, and a basket to put the bottle 
in, and any picture or fine thing in all my house that takes your 
fancy; and be gone at once, and go sleep at Hookena with 
Nahinu.” 


“Keawe,” said Lopaka, “many a man would take this ill; above 
all, when I am doing you a turn so friendly, as to keep my word 
and buy the bottle; and for that matter, the night and the dark, 
and the way by the tombs, must be all tenfold more dangerous to 
a man with such a sin upon his conscience, and such a bottle under 
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his arm. But for my part, I am so extremely terrified myself,^ 
have not the heart to blame you. Here I go, then, an I P Y 
vou may be happy in your house, and I foitunate ' 

Ichooner, and both get to heaven in the end in spite of the devi 

and his bottle.” , . 1 • 

So Lopaka went down the mountain; and Keawe stood in his 

front balcony, and listened to the clink of the horse s shoes, and 
watched the lantern go shining down the path, and along t 
of caves where the old dead are buried; and all the time he 
trembled and clasped his hands, and prayed for his friend, and 
save glory to God that he himself was escaped out of that trouble. 

But the next day came very brightly, and that new house ° 1S 
was so delightful to behold that he forgot his terror. One day 
followed another, and Keawe dwelt there in perpetual joy. He had 
his place on the back porch; it was there he ate and lived, and read 
the stories in the Honolulu newspapers; but when any one came 
by they would go in and view the chambers and the pictures. And 
the fame of the house went far and wide; it was called Ka-Hale 
jVui—the Great House—in all Kona; and sometimes the Bright 
House for Keawe kept a Chinaman, who was all day dusting and 
furbishing; and the glass, and the gilt, and the fine stuffs, and the 
pictures, shone as bright as the morning. As for Keawe himself, 
he could not walk in the chambers without singing, his heart was 
so enlarged; and when ships sailed by upon the sea, he would fly 


his colours on the mast. 

So time went by, until one day Keawe went upon a visit as far as 
Kailua to certain of his friends. There he was well feasted; and left 
as soon as he could the next morning, and rode hard, for he was 
impatient to behold his beautiful house; and, besides, the night 
then coming on was the night in which the dead of old days go 
abroad in the sides of Kona; and having already meddled with the 
devil, he was the more chary of meeting with the dead. A little 
beyond Honaunau, looking far ahead, he was aware of a woman 
bathing in the edge of the sea; and she seemed a well-grown girl, 
but he thought no more of it. Then he saw her white shift flutter 
as she put it on, and then her red holoku; and by the time he came 
abreast of her she was done with her toilet, and had come up from 
the sea, and stood by the trackside in her red holoku, and she was 
all freshened with the bath, and her eyes shone and were kind. 


Now Keawe no sooner beheld her than he drew rein. 
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I thought I knew every one in this country,” said he. “How 
comes it that I do not know you?” 

"I am Kokua, daughter of Kiano ” said the girl, “and I have just 
returned from Oahu. Who are you?” 

“I will tell you who I am in a little,” said Keawe, dismounting 
hom his horse, “but not now. For I have a thought in my mind, 
and if you knew who I was, you might have heard of me, and 

would not give me a true answer. But tell me, first of all, one 
thing: are you married?” 


At this Kokua laughed out aloud. “It is you who ask questions,” 
she said. “Are you married yourself?” 

Indeed, Kokua, I am not,” replied Keawe, “and never thought 
to be until this hour. But here is the plain truth. I have met you 
here at the roadside, and I saw your eyes, which are like the stars, 
and my heart went to you as swift as a bird. And so now, if you 
want none of me, say so, and I will go on to my own place; but 
if you think me no worse than any other young man, say so, too, 
and I will turn aside to your father’s for the night, and to-morrow I 
will talk with the good man.” 

Kokua said never a word, but she looked at the sea and laughed. 

“Kokua,” said Keawe, “if you say nothing, I will take that for 
the good answer; so let us be stepping to your father’s door.” 

She went on ahead of him, still without speech; only sometimes 
she glanced back and glanced away again, and she kept the strings 
of her hat in her mouth. 

Now, when they had come to the door, Kiano came out on his 
veranda, and cried out and welcomed Keawe by name. At that the 
girl looked over, for the fame of the great house had come to her 
ears; and, to be sure, it was a great temptation. All that evening 
they were very merry together; and the girl was as bold as brass 
under the eyes of her parents, and made a mark of Keawe, for she 
had a quick wit. The next day he had a word with Kiano, and 
found the girl alone. 

“Kokua,” said he, “you made a mark of me all the evening; and 
it is still time to bid me go. I would not tell you who I was, be¬ 
cause I have so fine a house, and I feared you would think too 
much of that house and too little of the man that loves you. Now 
you know all, and if you wish to have seen the last of me, say so at 

once.” 
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“No,” said Kokua, but this time she did not laugh, nor i 


Keawe ask for more. . . 

This was the wooing of Keawe; things had gone quickly bu 

SO an arrow goes, and the ball of a rifle swifter still, and yet bod 
may strike the target. Things had gone fast, but they had gone 
also, and the thought of Keawe rang in the maiden s head, she 
heard his voice in the breach of the surf upon the ava, and for t 
young man that she had seen but twice she would have left father 
and mother and her native islands. As for Keawe himself, his horse 
flew up the path of the mountain under the cliff of tombs, and t e 
sound of the hoofs, and the sound of Keawe singing to himsel 
for pleasure, echoed in the caverns of the dead. He came to t le 
Bright House, and still he was singing. He sat and ate in the t>roa 
balcony, and the Chinaman wondered at his master, to hear low 
he sang between the mouthfuls. The sun went down into the sea, 
and the night came; and Keawe walked the balconies by lamp¬ 
light, high on the mountains, and the voice of his singing startled 


men on ships. 44T . f 

“Here am I now upon my high place,” he said to himself. Li e 

may be no better; this is the mountain top; and all shelves about 
me toward the worse. For the first time I will light up the cham¬ 
bers, and bathe in my fine bath with the hot water and the cold, 

and sleep above in the bed of my bridal chamber. 

So the Chinaman had word, and he must rise from sleep and 
light the furnaces; and as he walked below, beside the boilers, he 
heard his master singing and rejoicing above him in the lighted 
chambers. When the water began to be hot the Chinaman cried to 
his master: and Keawe went into the bath-room; and the China¬ 
man heard him sing as he filled the marbJe basin; and heard him 
sing, and the singing broken, as he undressed; until of a sudden, 
the song ceased. The Chinaman listened, and listened; he called 
up the house to Keawe to ask if all were well, and Keawe an¬ 
swered him “Yes,” and bade him go to bed; but there was no more 


singing in the Bright House; and all night long the Chinaman 
heard his master’s feet go round and round the balconies without 


repose. 

Now, the truth of it was this: as Keawe undressed for his bath, 
he spied upon his flesh a patch like a patch of lichen on a rock, 
and it was then that he stopped singing. For he knew the likeness 
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of that patch, and knew that he was fallen in the Chinese Evil. 

■ ISOW ,’ J U , ' S a Sad th ‘ ng £or an >' man to fal1 int ° this sickness. And 
it would be a sad thing for any one to leave a house so beautiful 

and so commodious, and depart from all his friends to the north 

coast of Molokai, between the mighty cliff and the sea-breakers 

But what was that to the case of the man Keawe, he who had met 

Ins love but yesterday, and won her but that morning, and now 

saw- all his hopes break, in a moment, like a piece of glass? 

Awhile he sat upon the edge of the bath, then sprang, with a cry, 

and ran outside; and to and fro, to and fro, along the balcony, like 
one despairing. 

“Very willingly could I leave Hawaii, the home of my fathers,” 
Keawe was thinking. “Very lightly could I leave my house, the 
high-placed, the many-windowed, here upon the mountains. Very 
bravely could I go to Molokai, to Kalaupapa by the cliffs, to live 
with the smitten and to sleep there, far from my fathers. But what 
wrong have I done, what sin lies upon my soul, that I should have 
encountered Kokua coming cool from the sea-water in the evening? 
Kokua, the soul ensnarer! Kokua, the light of my life! Her may I 
never wed, her may I look upon no longer, her may I no more 
handle with my loving hand; and it is for this, it is for you, O 
Kokua! that I pour my lamentations!” 

Now you are to observe what sort of a man Keawe was, for he 
might have dwelt there in the Bright House for years, and no one 
been the wiser of his sickness; but he reckoned nothing of that, if 
he must lose Kokua. And again he might have wed Kokua even as 
he was; and so many would have done, because they have the souls 
of pigs; but Keawe loved the maid manfully, and he would do her 
no hurt and bring her in no danger. 

A little beyond the midst of the night, there came in his mind 
the recollection of that bottle. He went round to the back porch, 
and called to memory the day when the devil had looked forth; 
and at the thought ice ran in his veins. 

“A dreadful thing is the bottle,” thought Keawe, “and dreadful 
is the imp, and it is a dreadful thing to risk the flames of hell. But 
what other hope have I to cure my sickness or to wed Kokua? 
Whatl” he thought, “would I beard the devil once, only to get me 
a house, and not face him again to win Kokua?” 

Thereupon he called to mind it was the next day the Hall wen 
by on her return to Honolulu. “There must I go first,* he thought. 



THE BOTTLE IMP 04 

"and see Lopaka. For the best hope that I have now is to find that 

same bottle I was so pleased to be rid of.” 

Never a wink could he sleep; the food stuck in his throat; but 

he sent a letter to Kiano, and about the time when the steamer 
would be coming, rode down beside the cliff of the tombs. It 
rained; his horse went heavily; he looked up at the black mouths 
of the caves, and he envied the dead that slept there and were done 
with trouble; and called to mind how he had galloped by the ay 
before, and was astonished. So he came down to Hookena, and 
there was all the country gathered for the steamer as usual. In the 
shed before the store they sat and jested and passed the news; but 
there was no matter of speech in Keawe’s bosom, and he sat in 
their midst and looked without on the rain falling on the houses, 
and the surf beating among the rocks, and the sighs arose in his 

throat. 

“Keawe of the Bright House is out of spirits,” said one to an¬ 
other. Indeed, and so he was, and little wonder. 

Then the Hall came, and the whale-boat carried him on board. 
The after-part of the ship was full of Haoles—whites who had 
been to visit the volcano, as their custom is; and the midst was 
crowded with Kanakas, and the fore-part with wild bulls from 
Hilo and horses from Kau; but Keawe sat apart from all in his 
sorrow, and watched for the house of Kiano. There it sat low upon 
the shore in the black rocks, and shaded by the coron palms, and 
there by the door was a red holoku, no greater than a fly, and 
going to and fro with a fly’s busyness. “Ah, queen of my heart,” he 

cried, “I’ll venture my dear soul to win you!” 

Soon after darkness fell and the cabins were lit up, and the 
Haoles sat and played at the cards and drank whiskey as their 
custom is; but Keawe walked the deck all night; and all the next 
day, as they steamed under the lea of Maui or of Molokai, he was 
still pacing to and fro like a wild animal in a menagerie. 

Toward evening they passed Diamond Head, and came to the 
pier of Honolulu. Keawe stepped out among the crowd and began 
to ask for Lopaka. It seemed he had become the owner of a 
schooner—none better in the islands—and was gone upon an ad¬ 
venture as far as Pola-Pola or Kahiki; so there was no help to be 
looked for from Lopaka. Keawe called to mind a friend of his, a 
.lawyer in the town (I must not tell his name), and inquired of him. 
They said he was grown suddenly rich, and had a fine new house 
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u p on Waikiki shore; and this put a thought in Keawe's head and 
he called a hack and drove to the lawyer’s house. 

The house was all brand new, and the trees in the garden no 

greater than walking-sticks, and the lawyer, when he came, had the 
an of a man well pleased. 

“What can I do to serve you?” said the lawyer. 

•\ OU TV 3 fl iCnd ° f Lo P aka ’ s ’” replied Keawe, “and Lopaka 
pui chased from me a certain piece of goods that I thought you 
might enable me to trace.” 

The lawyer’s face became very dark. “I do not profess to misun¬ 
derstand you, Mr. Keawe,” said he, “though this is an ugly business 
to be stirring in. You may be sure I know nothing, but yet I have 

a guess, and if you would apply in a certain quarter I think you 
might have news.” 


And he named the name of a man, which, again, I had better 
not repeat. So it was for days, and Keawe went from one to an¬ 
other, finding everywhere new clothes and carriages, and fine new 
houses and men everywhere in great contentment, although, to be 
sure, when he hinted at his business their faces would cloud over. 

“No doubt I am upon the track,” thought Keawe. “These new 
clothes and carriages are all the gifts of the little imp, and these 
glad faces are the faces of men who have taken their profit and got 
rid of the accursed thing in safety. When I see pale cheeks and 
hear sighing, I shall know that I am near the bottle.” 

So it befell at last that he was recommended to a Haole in 
Beritania Street. When he came to the door, about the hour of the 
evening meal, there were the usual marks of the new house, and 
the young garden, and the electric light shining in the windows; 
but when the owner came, a shock of hope and fear ran through 
Keawe; for here was a young man, white as a corpse, and black 
about the eyes, the hair shedding from his head, and such a look 
in his countenance as a man may have when he is waiting for the 
gallows. 

“Here it is, to be sure,” thought Keawe, and so with this man he 
noways veiled his errand. “I am come to buy the bottle,” said he. 

At the word, the young Haole of Beritania Street reeled against 


the wall. 


“The bottlel” he gasped. “To buy the bottlel” Then he seemed 
to choke, and seizing Keawe by the arm, carried him into a room 
amd poured out wine in two glasses. 
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“Here is my respects,” said Keawe, who had been much about 
with Haoles in his time. “Yes,” he added, “I am come to buy the 

bottle. What is the price by now?” 

At that word the young man let his glass slip through his lingers, 

and looked upon Keawe like a ghost. . 

“The price,” says he; ‘‘the price! You do not know the price 

“It is for that I am asking you,” returned Keawe. But why 
are you so much concerned? Is there anything wrong about the 


price?” . _ 

“It has dropped a great deal in value since your time, Mr. 

Keawe,” said the young man, stammering. 

“Well, well, I shall have the less to pay for it,” says Keawe. 


“How much did it cost you?” 

The young man was as white as a sheet. “Two cents, said he. 

“What?” cried Keawe, “two cents? Why, then, you can only sell 

it for one. And he who buys it-” The words died upon Keawe s 

tongue; he who bought it could never sell it again, the bottle and 
the bottle imp must abide with him until he died, and when he 

died must carry him to the red end of hell. 

The young man of Beritania Street fell upon his knees. ‘‘For 
God’s sake, buy it!” he cried. “You can have all my fortune in the 
bargain. I was made when I bought it at that price. I had em¬ 
bezzled money at my store; I was lost else; I must have gone to 

jaii.” 

“Poor creature,” said Keawe, ‘‘you would risk your soul upon so 
desperate an adventure, and to avoid the proper punishment of 
your own disgrace; and you think I could hesitate with love in 
front of me. Give me the bottle, and the change which I make sure 
you have all ready. Here is a five-cent piece.” 

It was as Keawe supposed; the young man had the change ready 
in a drawer; the bottle changed hands, and Keawe’s fingers were 
no sooner clasped upon the stalk than he had breathed his wish to 
be a clean man. And, sure enough, when he got home to his room, 
and stripped himself before a glass, his flesh was whole like an 
infant’s. And here was the strange thing: he had no sooner seen 
this miracle than his mind was changed within him, and he cared 
naught for the Chinese Evil, and little enough for Kokua; and had 
but the one thought, that here he was bound to the bottle imp for 
time and for eternity, and had no better hope but to be a cinder 
for ever in the flames of hell. Away ahead of him he saw them 
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upon Z')iX mind ’ S Cye ’ and hiS SOUl Shrank> and darkneSS fdl 
\Vhcn Keawe came to himself a little, he was aware it was the 
, 6 h , en 11 ‘ e band P la > ed at hotel. Thither he went, because 

and and h ^ ^ there ’ am ° ng happy faceS ’ Walked to 
and fto, and heard the tunes go up and down, and saw Berger 

beat the measure, and all the while he heard the flames crackle 

and saw the red fire burning in the bottomless pit. Of a sudden the 

band played H,k,-ao-ao; that was a song that he had sung with 

Kokua, and at the strain courage returned to him. 

"It is done now,” he thought, “and once more let me take the 
good along with the evil.” 


So it befell that he returned to Hawaii by the first steamer, and 
as soon as it could be managed he was wedded to Kokua, and 
carried her up the mountain-side to the Bright House. 

Now it was so with these two, that when they were together 
Keawe’s heart was stilled; but as soon as he was alone he fell into 
a brooding horror, and heard the flames crackle, and saw the red 
file burn in the bottomless pit. The girl, indeed, had come to him 
wholly; her heart leaped in her side at sight of him, her hand 
clung to his; and she was so fashioned, from the hair upon her 
head to the nails upon her toes, that none could see her without 
joy. She was pleasant in her nature. She had the good word always. 
Full of song she was, and went to and fro in the Bright House, 
the brightest thing in its three stories, carolling like the birds. And 
Keawe beheld and heard her with delight, and then must shrink 
upon one side, and weep and groan to think upon the price that 
he had paid for her; and then he must dry his eyes, and wash his 
face, and go and sit with her on the broad balconies, joining in 
her songs, and, with a sick spirit, answering her smiles. 

There came a day when her feet began to be heavy and her songs 
more rare; and now it was not Keawe only that would weep apart, 
but each would sunder from the other and sit in opposite balconies 
with the whole width of the Bright House betwixt. Keawe was so 
sunk in his despair, he scarce observed the change, and was only 
glad he had more hours to sit alone and brood upon his destiny, 
and was not so frequently condemned to pull a smiling face on a 
sick heart. But one day, coming softly through the house, he heard 
the sound of a child sobbing, and there was Kokua rolling her face 
upon the balcony floor, and weeping like the lost. 
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“You do well to weep in this house, Kokua,” he said. And ^ ct 
I would give the head off my body that you (at least) might have 

been happy.” . , 

“Happyl” she cried. “Keawe, when you lived alone in yo 

Bright House you were the word of the island for a happy man, 

laughter and song were in your mouth, and your face was as brig n 

as the sunrise. Then you wedded poor Kokua; and the good God 

knows what is amiss in her—but from that day you have not 

smiled. Oh!” she cried, “what ails me? I thought I was pretty, an 

I knew I loved him. What ails me, that I throw this cloud upon my 


husband?” 

“Poor Kokua,” said Keawe. He sat down by her side, and sought 
to take her hand; but that she plucked away. “Poor Kokua, he 
said, again. “My poor child—my pretty. And I had thought all 
this while to spare you! Well, you shall know all. Then, at least, 
you will pity poor Keawe; then you will understand how much he 
loved you in the past—that he dared hell for your possession and 
how much he loves you still (the poor condemned one), that he 

can yet call up a smile when he beholds you.” 

With that, he told her all, even from the beginning. 

“You have done this for me?” she cried. Ah, well, then what do 

I care!” and she clasped and wept upon him. 

“Ah, child!” said Keawe, “and yet, when I consider of the fire 

of hell, I care a good deal!” 

“Never tell me,” said she, “no man can be lost because he loved 
Kokua, and no other fault. I tell you, Keawe, I shall save you with 
these hands, or perish in your company. What! you loved me and 
gave your soul, and you think X will not die to save you in return? 

“Ah, my dear, you might die a hundred times, and what differ¬ 
ence would that make?” he cried, “except to leave me lonely till 

the time comes^ of my damnation?” 

“You know nothing,” said she. “I was educated in a school in 
Honolulu; I am no common girl. And I tell you I shall save my 
lover. What is this you say about a cent? But all the world is not 
American. In England they have a piece they call a farthing, which 
is about half a cent. Ah! sorrow!” she cried, “that makes it 
scarcely better, for the buyer must be lost, and we shall find none 
so brave as my Keawe! But, then, there is France; they have a small 
coin there which they call a centime, and these go five to the cent 
or thereabout. We could not do better. Come, Keawe, let us go to 
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the French islands; let us go to Tahiti as fast h' 

T.,e,. „ tou , cent ? me! , lht „ 

"r-■■ - - as r. ” 

W p le , >0 y please * 1 P ut m y Ilfc and my salvation in your hands." 
ai y t e next day Kokua was about her preparations. She took 

cawe s chest that he went with sailoring; and first she put the 
bottle in a corner, and then packed it with the richest of their 
clothes and the bravest of the knick-knacks in the house. "For,” 
said she, "we must seem to be rich folks, or who will believe in the 
bottle?” All the time of her preparation she was as gay as a bird; 
only when she looked upon Keawe the tears would spring in her 
eye, and she must run and kiss him. As for Keawe, a weight was 
off his soul; now that he had his secret shared, and some hope in 
front of him, he seemed like a new man, his feet went lightly on 
the earth, and his breath was good to him again. Yet was terror 
still at his elbow; and ever and again, as the wind blows out a 

taper, hope died in him, and he saw the flames toss and the red 
fire burn in hell. 

It was given out in the country they were gone pleasuring to 
the States, which was thought a strange thing, and yet not so 
strange as the truth, if any could have guessed it. So they went to 
Honolulu in the Hall, and thence in the Umatilla to San Francisco 
with a crowd of Haoles, and at San Francisco took their passage 
by the mail brigantine, the Tropic Bird, for Papeete, the chief 
place of the French in the south islands. Thither they came, after 
a pleasant voyage, on a fair day of the Trade wind, and saw the 


reef with the surf breaking and Motuiti with its palms, and the 
schooner riding withinside, and the white houses of the town low 
down along the shore among green trees, and overhead the moun¬ 
tains and the clouds of Tahiti, the wise island. 

It was judged the most wise to hire a house, which they did ac¬ 
cordingly, opposite the British Consul's, to make a great parade of 
money, and themselves conspicuous with carriages and horses. 
This it was very easy to do, so long as they had the bottle in their 
possession; for Kokua was more bold than Keawe, and, whenever 
she had a mind, called on the imp for twenty or a hundred dollars. 
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At this rate they soon grew to be remarked in the town; and the 
strangers from Hawaii, their riding and their driving, 
holokus, and the rich lace of Kokua, became the matter of much 

‘"They got on well after the first with the Tahitian language, 
which is indeed like to the Hawaiian, with a change of certain 
letters; and as soon as they had any freedom of speech, ega 
push the bottle. You are to consider it was not an easy subject 
introduce; it was not easy to persuade people you are in earnes 
when you offer to sell them for four centimes the spring of health 
and riches inexhaustible. It was necessary besides to explain the 
dangers of the bottle; and either people disbelieved the whole . 
thing and laughed, or they thought the more of the darker part 
became overcast with gravity, and drew away from Keawe an 
Kokua, as from persons who had dealings with the devil. So far 
from gaining ground, these two began to find they were avoided 
in the town; the children ran away from them screaming, a thing 
intolerable to Kokua; Catholics crossed themselves as they went 
by; and all persons began with one accord to disengage themselves 

from their advances. . . . 

Depression fell upon their spirits. They would sit at night in 

their new house, after a day’s weariness, and not exchange one 
word, or the silence would be broken by Kokua bursting suddenly 
into sobs. Sometimes they would pray together; sometimes they 
would have the bottle out upon the floor, and sit all evening 
watching how the shadow hovered in the midst. At such times they 
would be afraid to go to rest. It was long ere slumber came to 
them, and, if either dozed off, it would be to wake and find the 
other silently weeping in the dark, or, perhaps, to wake alone, the 
other having fled from the house and the neighbourhood of that 
bottle, to pace under the bananas in the little garden, or to 

wander on the beach by moonlight. 

One night it was so when Kokua awoke. Keawe was gone. She 

felt in the bed and his place was cold. Then fear fell upon her, 
and she sat up in bed. A little moonshine filtered through the 
shutters. The room was bright, and she could spy the bottle on 
the floor. Outside it blew high, the great trees of the avenue cried 
aloud, and the fallen leaves rattled in the veranda. In the midst 
of this Kokua was aware of another sound; whether of a beast or 
of a man she could scarce tell, but it was as sad as death, and cut 
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her to the soul. Softly she arose, set the door ajar, and looked forth 
into the moonlit yard. There, under the bananas, lay Keawc, his 
mouth in the dust, and as he lay he moaned. 

It was Kokua’s first thought to run forward and console him; 
her second potently withheld her. Keawe had borne himself be¬ 
fore his wife like a brave man; it became her little in the hour of 

weakness to intrude upon his shame. With the thought she drew 
back into the house. 

Heaven,” she thought, “how careless have I been—how weakl 
It is he, not I, that stands in this eternal peril; it was he, not I, that 
took the curse upon his soul. It is for my sake, and for the love of 
a creature of so little worth and such poor help, that he now be¬ 
holds so close to him the flames of hell—ay, and smells the smoke 
of it, lying without there in the wind and moonlight. Am I so dull 
of spirit that never till now I have surmised my duty, or have I 
seen it before and turned aside? But now, at least, I take up my 
soul in both the hands of my affection; now I say farewell to the 
white steps of heaven and the waiting faces of my friends. A love 
for a love, and let mine be equalled with Keawe’s! A soul for a 
soul, and be it mine to perish!” 

She was a deft woman with her hands, and was soon apparelled. 
She took in her hands the change—the precious centimes they 
kept ever at their side; for this coin is little used, and they had 
made provision at a government office. When she was forth in the 
avenue clouds came on the wind, and the moon was blackened. 
The town slept, and she knew not whither to turn till she heard 
one coughing in the shadow of the trees. 

“Old man,” said Kokua, “what do you here abroad in the cold 
night?” 

The old man could scarce express himself for coughing, but 
she made out that he was old and poor, and a stranger in the 
island. 

“Will you do me a service?” said Kokua- “As one stranger to 
another, and as an old man to a young woman, will you help a 
daughter of Hawaii?” 

“Ah,” said the old man. “So you are the witch from the eight 
islands, and even my old soul you seek to entangle. But I have 
heard of you, and defy your wickedness.” 

“Sit down here,” said Kokua, “and let me tell you a tale.” And 
she told him the story of Keawe from the beginning to the end. 
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■'And now” said she, “I am his wife, whom he bought w.th Ins 
soul’s welfare. And what should I do? If I went to him mys e 
and offered to buy it, he will refuse. But if you go, he will sell 
Eagerly- I will awl it you here; you will buy it for four centimes 
and I Will buy it again for three. And the Lord strengthen a poor 

S "If you meant falsely,” said the old man, I think God would 

strike you dead.” , , , 

“He wouldl” cried Kokua. "Be sure he would. I could not be so 

treacherous, God would not suffer it. ^ 

“Give me the four centimes and await me here, said the old 


Now, when Kokua stood alone in the street, her spirit died. The 
wind roared in the trees, and it seemed to her the rushing of the 
flames of hell; the shadows towered in the light of the street lamp, 
and they seemed to her the snatching hands of evil ones. If she had 
had the strength, she must have run away, and if she had had the 
breath she must have screamed aloud; but, in truth, she could o 
neither, and stood and trembled in the avenue, like an affrighted 

child. , , . . 

Then she saw the old man returning, and he had the bottle m 

his hand. 

“I have done your bidding,” said he, ‘‘I left your husband weep 
ing like a child; to-night he will sleep easy.” And he held the bottle 

forth. . , 

“Before you give it me,” Kokua panted, “take the good with 

the evil—ask to be delivered from your cough.” 

“I am an old man,” replied the other, “and too near the gate of 
the grave to take a favour from the devil. But what is this? Why 
do you not take the bottle? Do you hesitate?” 

“Not hesitate!” cried Kokua. “I am only weak. Give me a 
moment, it is my hand resists, my flesh shrinks back from the ac¬ 
cursed thing. One moment only! 

The old man looked upon Kokua kindly. “Poor childl” said he, 

“you fear: your soul misgives you. Well, let me keep it. I am old, 
and can never more be happy in this world, and as for the 

next-” 

“Give it me!” gasped Kokua. “There is your money. Do you 
think I am so base as that? Give me the bottle.” 

“God bless you, child,” said the old man. 
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to M « f "' cre now the sa ™ to her, and led equally 

° hell. Sometimes she walked, and sometimes ran; sometimes she 

ciearned out loud in the night, and sometimes lay by the wayside 

; n the , dust and '«'!-• All that she had heard of hell came back to 
ter, she saw the flames blaze, and she smelled the smoke, and her 
flesh withered on the coals. 

Near day she came to her mind again, and returned to the house 

It was even as the old man said—Keawe slumbered like a child! 
Kokua stood and gazed upon his face. 

"Now, my husband," said she, "it is your turn to sleep When 
you wake it will be your turn to sing and laugh. But for poor 
Kokua, alas! that meant no evil—for poor Kokua no more sleep, 
no more singing, no more delight, whether in earth or Heaven.” 

With that she lay down in the bed by his side, and her misery 
was so extreme that she fell in a deep slumber instantly. 

Late in the morning her husband woke her and gave her the 
good news. It seemed he was silly with delight, for he paid no heed 
to her distress, ill though she dissembled it. The words stuck in her 
mouth, it mattered not; Keawe did the speaking. She ate not a 
bits* but who was to observe it? For Keawe cleared the dish. Kokua 


saw and heard him, like some strange thing in a dream; there 
were times when she forgot or doubted, and put her hands to her 
brow; to know herself doomed and hear her husband babble, 
seemed so monstrous. 


All the while Keawe was eating and talking, and planning the 
time of their return, and thanking her for saving him, and 
fondling her, and calling her the true helper after all. He laughed 
at the old man that was fool enough to buy that bottle. 

“A worthy old man he seemed,” Keawe said. “But no one can 
judge by appearances. For why did the old reprobate require the 
bottle?” 


“My husband,” said Kokua, humbly, “his purpose may have been 
good.” 

Keawe laughed like an angry man. 

“Fiddle-de-dee!” cried Keawe. “An old rogue, I tell you; and an 
old ass to boot. For the bottle was hard enough to sell at four 
centimes; and at three it will be quite impossible. The margin is 
not broad enough, the thing begins to smell of scorching—brrr!” 
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said he, and shuddered. “It is true I bought it myself at a cent, 
when I knew not there were smaller coins. I was a fool lor my 
pains; there will never be found another, and whoever has that 

bottle now will carry it to the pit.” 

“O my husband!” said Kokua. “Is it not a terrible thing to save 

oneself by the eternal ruin of another? It seems to me I could not 

laugh. I would be humbled. I would be filled with melancholy. I 

would pray for the poor holder.” 

Then Keawe, because he felt the truth of what she said, grew 

the more angry. “Heighty-teightyl” cried he. “You may be filled 
with melancholy if you please. It is not the mind of a good wile. II 
you thought at all of me, you would sit shamed.” 

Thereupon he went out, and Kokua was alone. 

What chance had she to sell that bottle at two centimes? None, 
she perceived. And if she had any, here was her husband hurrying 
her away to a country where there was nothing lower than a cent. 
And here—on the morrow of her sacrifice—was her husband 

leaving her and blaming her. 

She would not even try to profit by what time she had, but sat 
in the house, and now had the bottle out and viewed it with un¬ 
utterable fear, and now, with loathing, hid it out of sight. 

By and by, Keawe came back, and would have her take a drive. 
“My husband, I am ill,” she said. “I am out of heart. Excuse me, 

I can take no pleasure.” 

Then was Keawe more wroth than ever. With her, because he 
thought she was brooding over the case of the old man; and with 
himself, because he thought she was right, and was ashamed to be 

so happy. 

“This is your truth,” cried he, “and this your affection! Your 
husband is just saved from eternal ruin, which he encountered for 
the love of you—and you can take no pleasure! Kokua, you have a 
disloyal heart.” 

He went forth again furious, and wandered in the town all day. 
He met friends, and drank with them; they hired a carriage and 
drove into the country, and there drank again. All the time Keawe 
was ill at ease, because he was taking this pastime while his wife 
was sad, and because he knew in his heart that she was more right 
than he; and the knowledge made him drink the deeper. 

Now, there was an old brutal Haole drinking with him, one 
that had been a boatswain of a whaler—a runaway, a digger in 
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Here, you!" says the boatswain, “you are rich, you have been 

or some foolishness." 

cs says Keawe, “I am rich; I will go back and get some 
money from my wife, who keeps it." 5 

1 hat's a bad idea, mate,” said the boatswain. "Never you trust 

a petticoat with dollars. They’re all as false as water; you keep a 
eye on her. ; v 

Now, this word struck in Keawe’s mind; for he was muddled 
with what he had been drinking. 

„ “ J should not wonder but she was false, indeed," thought he. 

Why else should she be so cast down at my release? But I will 

show her I am not the man to be fooled. I will catch her in the 
act." 

Accordingly, when they were back in town, Keawe bade the 
boatswain wait for him at the corner, by the old calaboose, and 
went forward up the avenue alone to the door of his house. The 
night had come again; there was a light within, but never a sound; 

and Keawe crept about the corner, opened the back door softly, 
and looked in. 

There was Kokua on the floor, the lamp at her side; before her 
was a milk-white bottle, with a round belly and a long neck; and 
as she viewed it, Kokua wrung her hands. 

A long time Keawe stood and looked in the doorway. At first he 
was struck stupid; and then fear fell upon him that the bargain 
had been made amiss, and the bottle had come back to him as it 
came at San Francisco; and at that his knees were loosened, and 
the fumes of the wine departed from his head like mists off a river 
in the morning. And then he had another thought; and it was a 


strange one, that made his cheeks to burn. 

“I must make sure of this," thought he. 

So he closed the door, and went softly round the corner again, 
and then came noisily in, as though he were but now returned. 
And, lo! by the time he opened the front door no bottle was to 
be seen; and Kokua sat in a chair and started up like one awakened 
out of sleep. • 

“I have been drinking all day and making merry," said Keawe. 
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“I have been with good companions, and now I only come back 
for money, and return to drink and carouse with them again. 

Both his face and voice were as stern as judgment, but Kokua 

was too troubled to observe. , 

“You do well to use your own, my husband,” said she, and ner 

words trembled. . 

“Oh, I do well in all things,” said Keawe, and he went straight 

to the chest and took out money. But he looked besides in the 

corner where they kept the bottle, and there was no bottle there. 

At that the chest heaved upon the floor like a sea-billow, and 

the house span about him like a wreath of smoke, for he saw she 

was lost now, and there was no escape. ‘‘It is what I feared, he 

thought. ‘‘It is she who has bought it.” 

And then he came to himself a little and rose up; but the sweat 

streamed on his face as thick as the rain and as cold as the well- 
water. 

“Kokua,” said he, “I said to you to-day what ill became me. 
Now I return to house with my jolly companions, and at that he 
laughed a little quietly. ‘‘I will take more pleasure in the cup if 

you forgive me.” 

She clasped his knees in a moment; she kissed his knees with 
flowing tears. 

“Oh,” she cried, ‘‘I asked but a kind word!” 

“Let us never one think hardly of the other,” said Keawe, and 

was gone out of the house. 

Now, the money that Keawe had taken was only some of that 
store of centime pieces they had laid in at their arrival. It was 
very sure he had no mind to be drinking. His wife had given her 
soul for him, now he must give his for hers; no other thought was 
in the world with him. 

At the corner, by the old calaboose, there was the boatswain 
waiting. 

“My wife has the bottle,” said Keawe, “and, unless you help me 
to recover it, there can be no more money and no more liquor to¬ 
night.” 

“You do not mean to say you are serious about that bottle?” 
cried the boatswain. 

“There is the lamp,” said Keawe. “Do I look as if I was jesting?” 
“That is so,” said the boatswain. “You look as serious as a 
ghost,” 
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“Well then,” said Keawe, “here are two centimes; you must go 

o my wife in the house, and offer her these for the bottle which 

(It I am not much mistaken) she will give you instantly. Brine it 

to me here and I will buy it back from you for one; for that is 

the law with this bottle, that it still must be sold for a less sum. 

But whatever you do, never breathe a word to her that you have 
come from me.” 

“Mate, I wonder are you making a fool of me?” asked the boat- 
swain. 


It will do you no harm if I am,” returned Keawe. 

That is so, mate,” said the boatswain. 

And if you doubt me,” added Keawe, “you can try. As soon as 
you are clear of the house, wish to have your pocket full of 
money, or a bottle of the best rum, or what you please, and you 
will see the virtue of the thing.” 

Very well. Kanaka,” says the boatswain. “I will try; but if you 
are having your fun out of me, I will take my fun out of you with 
a belaying-pin.” 

So the whaler-man went off up the avenue; and Keawe stood 
and waited. It was near the same spot where Kokua had waited the 
night before; but Keawe was more resolved, and never faltered in 
his purpose; only his soul was bitter with despair. 

It seemed a long time he had to wait before he heard a voice 
singing in the darkness of the avenue. He knew the voice to be the 
boatswain’s; but it was strange how drunken it appeared upon a 
sudden. 

Next the man himself came stumbling into the light of the lamp. 
He had the devil’s bottle buttoned in his coat; another bottle was 
in his hand; and even as he came in view he raised it to his mouth 
and drank. 

‘‘You have it,” said Keawe. “I see that.” 

‘‘Hands off!” cried the boatswain, jumping back. ‘‘Take a step 
near me, and I’ll smash your mouth. You thought you could make 
a cat’s paw of me, did you?” 

‘‘What do you mean?” cried Keawe. 

‘‘Mean?” cried the boatswain. ‘‘This is a pretty good bottle, 
this is; that’s what I mean. How I got it for two centimes I can’t 
make out; but I am sure you sha’n’t have it for one.” 

‘‘You mean you won’t sell?” gasped Keawe. 
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“No, sir,” cried the boatswain, “But I’ll give you a drink of the 

rum, if you like.” 

“I tell you,” said Keawe, ‘‘the man who has that bottle goes to 
hdl.” . „ . , . 

“I reckon I’m going anyway,” returned the sailor; ^ and this 
bottle’s the best thing to go with I’ve struck yet. No, sir!” he cried 
again, ‘‘this is my bottle now, and you can go and fish for another. 

‘‘Can this be true?” Keawe cried. ‘‘For your own sake, I be¬ 
seech you, sell it me!” 

‘‘I don’t value any of your talk,” replied the boatswain. You 
thought I was a flat, now you see I’m not; and there s an end. If 
you won’t have a swallow of the rum, I’ll have one myself. Here s 

your health, and good-night to you!” 

So off he went down the avenue toward town, and there goes 

the bottle out of the story. 

But Keawe ran to Kokua light as the wind; and great was their 
joy that night; and great, since then, has been the peace of all 
their days in the Bright House. 



* -x 

The Body-Snatcher 



E very night in the year, four of us sat in the small parlour 
of the George at Debenham—the undertaker, and the land¬ 
lord, and Fettes, and myself. Sometimes there would be more; but 
blow high, blow low, come rain or snow or frost, we four would 
be each planted in his own particular arm-chair. Fettes was an old 
drunken Scotchman, a man of education obviously, and a man of 
some property, since he lived in idleness. He had come to Deben¬ 
ham years ago, while still young, and by a mere continuance of 
living had grown to be an adopted townsman. His blue camlet 
cloak was a local antiquity, like the church-spire. His place in the 
parlour at the George, his absence from church, his old, crapulous, 
disreputable vices, were all things of course in Debenham. He 
had some vague Radical opinions and some fleeting infidelities, 
which he would now and again set forth and emphasise with tot¬ 
tering slaps upon the table. He drank rum—five glasses regularly 
every evening; and for the greater portion of his nightly visit to 
the George sat, with his glass in his right hand, in a state of melan¬ 
choly alcoholic saturation. We called him the Doctor, for he was 
supposed to have some special knowledge of medicine, and had 
been known, upon a pinch, to set a fracture or reduce a disloca¬ 
tion; but beyond these slight particulars, we had no knowledge 
of his character and antecedents. 

One dark winter night—it had struck nine some time before the 
landlord joined us—there was a sick man in the George, a great 
neighbouring proprietor suddenly struck down with apoplexy on 
his way to Parliament; and the great man’s still greater London 
doctor had been telegraphed to his bedside. It was the first time 

636 
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that such a thing had happened in Debenham, for the railway was 
but newly open, and we were all proportionately moved by tne 

occurrence. , .. . , 

“He’s come,” said the landlord, after he had filled and ligh e 

his pipe. 

“He?” said I. “Who?—not the doctor?” 

“Himself,” replied our host. 

“What is his name?” 

“Dr. Macfarlane,” said the landlord. 

Fettes was far through his third tumbler, stupidly fuddled, now 
nodding over, now staring mazily around him; but at the last word 
he seemed to awaken, and repeated the name “Macfarlane twice, 
quietly enough the first time, but with sudden emotion at the 

second. 

“Yes,” said the landlord, “that’s his name, Dr. Wolfe Macfar¬ 
lane.” . . 

Fettes became instantly sober; his eyes awoke, his voice became 

clear, loud, and steady, his language forcible and earnest. We were 
all startled by the transformation, as if a man had risen from the 

dead. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “I am afraid I have not been 
paying much attention to your talk. Who is this Wolfe Macfar¬ 
lane?” And then, when he had heard the landlord out, “It cannot 
be, it cannot be,” he added; “and yet I would like well to see him 

face to face.” 

“Do you know him. Doctor?” asked the undertaker, with a 
gasp. 

“God forbid!” was the reply. “And yet the name is a strange 
one; it were too much to fancy two. Tell me, landlord, is he old? 

“Well,” said the host, “he’s not a young man, to be sure, and his 
hair is white; but he looks younger than you.” 

“He is older, though; years older. But,” with a slap upon the 
table, “it’s the rum you see in my face—rum and sin. This man, 
perhaps, may have an easy conscience and a good digestion. Con¬ 
science! Hear me speak. You would think I was some good, old, 
decent Christian, would you not? But no, not I; I never canted. 
Voltaire might have canted if he’d stood in my shoes; but the 
brains”—with a rattling fillip on his bald head—“the brains were 
clear and active, and I saw and made no deductions.” 

“If you know this doctor,” I ventured to remark, after a some- 
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what awful pause, "I should gather that you do not share the land- 
loid s good opinion. 

Fcttcs paid no regard to me. 

"Yes,” he said, with sudden decision, "I must see him face to 
face. 


There was another pause, and then a door was closed rather 
sharply on the first floor, and a step was heard upon the stair. 

“That’s the doctor,” cried the landlord. “Look sharp, and you 
can catch him.” 

It was but two steps from the small parlour to the door of the 
old George Inn; the wide oak staircase landed almost in the street; 
theie was room for a Turkey rug and nothing more between the 
threshold and the last round of the descent; but this little space 
was every evening brilliantly lit up, not only by the light upon 
the stair and the great signal-lamp below the sign, but by the 
warm radiance of the bar-room window. The George thus brightly 
advertised itself to passers-by in the cold street. Fettes walked 
steadily to the spot, and we, who were hanging behind, beheld the 
two men meet, as one of them had phrased it, face to face. Dr. 
Macfarlane was alert and vigorous. His white hair set off his pale 
and placid, although energetic, countenance. He was richly dressed 
in the finest of broadcloth and the whitest of linen, with a great 
gold watchchain, and studs and spectacles of the same precious ma¬ 
terial. He wore a broad-folded tie, white and speckled with lilac, 
and he carried on his arm a comfortable driving-coat of fur. There 
was no doubt but he became his years, breathing, as he did, of 
wealth and consideration; and it was a surprising contrast to see 
our parlour sot—bald, dirty, pimpled, and robed in his old camlet 
cloak—confront him at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Macfarlane!” he said somewhat loudly, more like a herald than 
a friend. 

The great doctor pulled up short on the fourth step, as though 
the familiarity of the address surprised and somewhat shocked his 
dignity. 

“Toddy Macfarlane!” repeated Fettes. 

The London man almost staggered. He stared for the swiftest 
of seconds at the man before him, glanced behind him with a sort 
of scare, and then in a startled whisper, “Fettes!” he said, “you!” 

“Ay,” said the other, “me! Did you think I was dead too? We are 
not so easy shut of our acquaintance.” 
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“Hush, hush!” exclaimed the doctor. “Hush, hush! this meeting 
is so unexpected—I can see you are unmanned. I hardly knew you, 

I confess, at first; but I am overjoyed—overjoyed to have this 
opportunity. For the present it must be how-d’ye-do and good-bye 
in one, for my fly is waiting, and I must not fail the train; but 
you shall—let me see—yes—you shall give me your address, and 
you can count on early news of me. We must do something for 
you, Fettes. I fear you are out at elbows; but we must see to that 

for auld lang syne, as once we sang at suppers.” 

“Money!” cried Fettes; “money from you! The money that I 
had from you is lying where I cast it in the rain. 

Dr. Macfarlane had talked himself into some measure of su¬ 
periority and confidence, but the uncommon energy of this refusal 

cast him back into his first confusion. 

A horrible, ugly look came and went across his almost venerable 

countenance. “My dear fellow,” he said, 4 be it as you please, my 
last thought is to offend you. I would intrude on none. I will leave 
you my address, however-” 

“I do not wish it—I do not wish to know the roof that shelters 
you,” interrupted the other. “I heard your name; I feared it might 
be you; I wished to know if, after all, there were a God; I know 

now that there is none. Begonel” 

He still stood in the middle of the rug, between the stair and 
doorway; and the great London physician, in order to escape, 
would be forced to step to one side. It was plain that he hesitated 
before the thought of this humiliation. White as he was, there was 
a dangerous glitter in his spectacles; but while he still paused un¬ 
certain, he became aware that the driver of his fly was peering in 
from the street at this unusual scene and caught a glimpse at the 
same time of our little body from the parlour, huddled by the 
corner of the bar. The presence of so many witnesses decided him 
at once to flee. He crouched together, brushing on the wainscot, 
and made a dart like a serpent, striking for the door. But his tribu¬ 
lation was not yet entirely at an end, for even as he was passing 
Fettes clutched him by the arm and these words came in a whisper, 
and yet painfully distinct, “Have you seen it again?” 

The great rich London doctor cried out aloud with a sharp, 
throttling cry; he dashed his questioner across the open space, and, 
with his hands over his head, fled out of the door like a detected 
thief. Before it had occurred to one of us to make a movement 
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he fly was already rattling toward the station. The scene was over 

on 0 3 d Kt an \ bUt thC drCam had ,eft P roofs an d traces of its 
passage. Next day the servant found the fine gold spectacles hrnlp 

] Jn t | C tbresboId ’ and that ver y ni ght we were all standing breath" 

and resoltrteTn look! at ° Ur Side ’ Sober - P^, 

“God protect us. Mr. Fettes!” said the landlord, coming first 
, ' ° possession of his customary senses. “What in die universe is 
all this? These are strange things you have been saying.” 

Fettes turned toward us; he looked us each in succession in the 

lace. See if you can hold your tongues,” said he. “That man Mac- 

iarlane is not safe to cross; those that have done so already have re¬ 
pented it too late.” 

And then, without so much as finishing his third glass, far less 
waiting for the other two, he bade us good-bye and went forth, 
under the lamp of the hotel, into the black night. 

We three turned to our places in the parlour, with the big red 
fire and four clear candles; and as we recapitulated what had 
passed the first chill of our surprise soon changed into a glow of 
curiosity. We sat late; it was the latest session I have known in the 
old George. Each man, before we parted, had his theory that he 
was bound to prove; and none of us had any nearer business in this 
world than to track out the past of our condemned companion, 
and surprise the secret that he shared with the great London doc¬ 
tor. It is no great boast, but I believe I was a better hand at worm¬ 
ing out a story than either of my fellows at the George; and per¬ 
haps there is now no other man alive who could narrate to you 
the following foul and unnatural events. 

In his young days Fettes studied medicine in the schools of 
Edinburgh. He had talent of a kind, the talent that picks up swiftly 
what it hears and readily retails it for its own. He worked little at 
home; but he was civil, attentive, and intelligent in the presence 
of his masters. They soon picked him out as a lad who listened 


closely and remembered well; nay, strange as it seemed to me when 
I first heard it, he was in those days well favoured, and pleased by 
his exterior. There was, at that period, a certain extramural 
teacher of anatomy, whom I shall here designate by the letter K. 
His name was subsequently too well known. The man who bore it 
skulked through the streets of Edinburgh in disguise, while the 
mob that applauded at the execution of Burke called loudly for 
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the blood of his employer. But Mr. K-was then at the top o 

his vogue; he enjoyed a popularity due partly to his own ta cn 
and address, partly to the incapacity of his rival, the universii y 
professor. The students, at least, swore by his name, and he 
believed himself, and was believed by others, to have lai t e 
foundations of success when he had acquired the favour ot this 

meteorically famous man. Mr. K-was a bon vivant as well as 

an accomplished teacher; he liked a sly illusion no less than a 
careful preparation. In both capacities Fectes enjoyed ancl de¬ 
served his notice, and by the second year of his attendance he 
held the half-regular position of second demonstrator or sub¬ 
assistant in his class. 

In this capacity, the charge of the theatre and lecture-room e- 
volved in particular upon his shoulders. He had to answer for the 
cleanliness of the premises and the conduct of the other students, 
and it was a part of his duty to supply, receive, and divide the 
various subjects. It was with a view to this last at that time very 

delicate—affair that he was lodged by Mr. K-- in the same 

wynd, and at last in the same building, with the dissecting-rooms. 
Here, after a night of turbulent pleasures, his hand still totteiing, 
his sight still misty and confused, he would be called out of bed in 
the black hours before the winter dawn by the unclean and des¬ 
perate interlopers who supplied the table. He would open the 
door to these men, since infamous throughout the land. He would 
help them with their tragic burthen, pay them their sordid price, 
and remain alone, when they were gone, with the unfriendly relics 
of humanity. From such a scene he would return to snatch another 
hour or two of slumber, to repair the abuses of the night, and re¬ 
fresh himself for the labours of the day. 

Few lads could have been more insensible to the impressions of 
a life thus passed among the ensigns of mortality. His mind was 
closed against all general considerations. He was incapable of 
interest in the fate and fortunes of another, the slave of his own 
desires and low ambitions. Cold, light, and selfish in the last resort, 
he had that modicum of prudence, miscalled morality, which keeps 
a man from inconvenient drunkenness or punishable theft. He 
coveted, besides, a measure of consideration from his masters and 
his fellow-pupils, and he had no desire to fail conspicuously in the 
external parts of life. Thus he made it his pleasure to gain some 
distinction in his studies, and day after day rendered unimpeach- 
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able eye-service to his employer, Mr. K-_ Fnr c ^ 

indemnified_ himself by nights of roaring, blackguardl/enj^enr 
and when that balance had been struck, the organ that he call" d 
hl » conscience declared itself content. 8 11 d 

The supply of subjects was a continual trouble to him as well as 
o ns mastci. In that large and busy class, the raw material of the 

rendTT P ' PCrpetUally runilin § ou t; and the business thus 
^ndered necessary was not only unpleasant in itself, but threatened 

dangerous consequences to all who were concerned. It was the 

lrade Y “Tl ^ n ° ^ UeStions in his flings with the 
de. They bring the body, and we pay the price,” he used to 

say, dwelling on the alliteration—"fluid pro quo » And, again, and 
somewhat profanely, “Ask no questions,” he would tell his as¬ 
sistants, “for conscience’ sake.” There was no understanding that 
the subjects were provided by the crime of murder. Had that idea 
been broached to him in words, he would have recoiled in horror; 
but the lightness of his speech upon so grave a matter was, in 
itself, an offense against good manners, and a temptation to the 
men with whom he dealt. Fettes, for instance, had often remarked 
to himself upon the singular freshness of the bodies. He had been 
struck again and again by the hang-dog, abominable looks of the 
ruffians who came to him before the dawn; and putting things to¬ 
gether clearly in his private thoughts, he perhaps attributed a 
meaning too immoral and too categorical to the unguarded coun¬ 
sels of his master. He understood his duty, in short, to have three 


branches: to take what was brought, to pay the price, and to avert 
the eye from any evidence of crime. 

One November morning this policy of silence was put sharply 
to the test. He had been awake all night with a racking toothache 
—pacing his room like a caged beast or throwing himself in fury 
on his bed—and had fallen at last into that profound, uneasy 
slumber that so often follows on a night of pain, when he was 
awakened by the third or fourth angry repetition of the concerted 
signal. There was a thin, bright moonshine; it was bitter cold, 
windy, and frosty; the town had not yet awakened, but an inde¬ 
finable stir already preluded the noise and business of the day. The 
ghouls had come later than usual, and they seemed more than 
usually eager to be gone. Fettes, sick with sleep, lighted them up¬ 
stairs. He heard their grumbling Irish voices through a dream; 
and as they stripped the sack from their sad merchandise he leaned 
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dozing, with his shoulder propped against the wall; he had to 
shake himself to find the men their money. As he did so his y 
lighted on the dead face. He started; he took two steps nearer, 


the candle raised. . 

“God Almighty!” he cried. “That is Jane Galbraith! 

The men answered nothing, but they shuffled nearer t e oor. 

“I know her, I tell you,” he continued. “She was alive and 

hearty yesterday. It’s impossible she can be dead; it’s impossible 

you should have got this body fairly.” 

“Sure, sir, you’re mistaken entirely,” said one of the men. 

But the other looked Fettes darkly in the eyes, and demanded 

the money on the spot. 

It was impossible to misconceive the threat or to exaggerate t le 
danger. The lad’s heart failed him. He stammered some excuses, 
counted out the sum, and saw his hateful visitors depart. No 
sooner were they gone than he hastened to confirm his doubts. By 
a dozen unquestionable marks he identified the girl he had jested 
with the day before. He saw, with horror, marks upon her body 
that might well betoken violence. A panic seized him, and he took 
refuge in his room. There he reflected at length over the discovery 
that he had made; considered soberly the bearing of Mr. K s 


instructions and the danger to himself of interference in so serious 
a business, and at last, in sore perlexity, determined to wait for the 
advice of his immediate superior, the class assistant. 

This was a young doctor, Wolfe Macfarlane, a high favourite 
among all the reckless students, clever, dissipated, and unscrupu¬ 
lous to the last degree. He had travelled and studied abroad. His 
manners were agreeable and a little forward. He was an authority 
on the stage, skilful on the ice or the links with skate or golf- 
club; he dressed with nice audacity, and, to put the finishing touch 
upon his glory, he kept a gig and a strong trotting-horse. With 
Fettes he was on terms of intimacy; indeed, their relative positions 
called for some community of life; and when subjects were scarce 
the pair would drive far into the country in Macfarlane’s gig, visit 
and desecrate some lonely graveyard, and return before dawn 
with their booty to the door of the dissecting-room. 

On that particular morning Macfarlane arrived somewhat earlier 
than his wont. Fettes heard him, and met him on the stairs, told 
him his story, and showed him the cause of his alarm. Macfarlane 
examined the marks on her body. 
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“Yes.” he said with a nod, “it looks fishy.” 

'Well, what should I do?” asked Fettes. 

Dor repeated the other. “Do you want to do anything? Least 
said soonest mended, I should say.” 

“Some one else might recognise her,” objected Fettes. “She was 
as well known as the Castle Rock.” 

“We ll hope not,” said Macfarlane, “and if anybody does—well, 
you didn't, don’t you see, and there’s an end. The fact is, this has 

been going on too long. Stir up the mud, and you’ll get K_ 

into the most unholy trouble; you’ll be in a shocking box your¬ 
self. So will I, if you come to that. I should like to know how any 
one of us would look, or what the devil we should have to say for 
ourselves, in any Christian witness-box. For me, you know there’s 
one thing certain—that, practically speaking, all our subjects have 
been murdered.” 

“Macfarlane!” cried Fettes. 

“Come now!” sneered the other. “As if you hadn’t suspected it 
yourself!” 

“Suspecting is one thing-” 

“And proof another. Yes, I know; and I’m as sorry as you are 
this should have come here,” tapping the body with his cane. “The 
next best thing for me is not to recognise it; and,” he added coolly, 
“I don’t. You may, if you please. I don’t dictate, but I think a man 
of the world would do as I do; and I may add, I fancy that is 

what K- would look for at our hands. The question is. Why 

did he choose us two for his assistants? And I answer, because he 
didn’t want old wives.” 

This was the tone of all others to affect the mind of a lad like 
Fettes. He agreed to imitate Macfarlane. The body of the un¬ 
fortunate girl was duly dissected, and no one remarked or ap¬ 


peared to recognise her. 

One afternoon, when his day’s work was over, Fettes dropped 
into a popular tavern and found Macfarlane sitting with a 
stranger. This was a small man, very pale and dark, with coal-black 
eyes. The cut of his features gave a promise of intellect and refine¬ 
ment which was but feebly realised in his manners, for he proved, 
upon a nearer acquaintance, coarse, vulgar, and stupid. He exer¬ 
cised, however, a very remarkable control over Macfarlane; issued 
orders like the Great Bashaw; became inflamed at the least dis¬ 
cussion or delay, and commented rudely on the servility with 
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which he was obeyed. This most offensive person took a fancy to 
Fettes on the spot, plied him with drinks, and honoured him with 
unusual confidences on his past career. If a tenth part o \\ ia 
confessed were true, he was a very loathsome rogue; and the laci 
vanity was tickled by the attention of so experienced a man. 

“I’m a pretty bad fellow myself,” the stranger remarked, ut 
Macfarlane is the boy—Toddy Macfarlane I call him Toddy, 
order your friend another glass.” Or it might be, “Toddy, you 
jump up and shut the door.” "Toddy hates me,” he said again. 

“Oh, yes, Toddy, you do!” 

“Don’t you call me that confounded name,” growled Maclar- 

lane. . 

“Hear him! Did you ever see the lads play knife? He would 

like to do that all over my body,” remarked the stranger. 

“We medicals have a better way than that,” said Fettes. “When 

we dislike a dead friend of ours, we dissect him.” 

Macfarlane looked up sharply, as though this jest were scarcely 

to his mind. 

The afternoon passed. Gray, for that was the stranger s name, 
invited Fettes to join them at dinner, ordered a feast so sumptuous 
that the tavern was thrown in commotion, and when all was done 
commanded Macfarlane to settle the bill. It was late before they 
separated; the man Gray was incapably drunk. Macfarlane, sobered 
by his fury, chewed the cud of the money he had been forced to 
squander and the slights he had been obliged to swallow. Fettes, 
with various liquors singing in his head, returned home with 
devious footsteps and a mind entirely in abeyance. Next day Mac¬ 
farlane was absent from the class, and Fettes smiled to himself as 
he imagined him still squiring the intolerable Gray from tavern to 
tavern. As soon as the hour of liberty had struck he posted from 
place to place in quest of his last night’s companions. He could 
find them, however, nowhere; so returned early to his rooms, went 
early to bed, and slept the sleep of the just. 

At four in the morning he was awakened by the well-known 
signal. Descending to the door, he was filled with astonishment to 
find Macfarlane with his gig, and in the gig one of those long and 
ghastly packages with which he was so well acquainted. 

“What?” he cried. “Have you been out alone? How did you 
manage?” 

But Macfarlane silenced him roughly, bidding him turn to 
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niT Tr'nTV they 'I ad got the bod >’ u P- stails *" d ’aid it on the 
table, Macfarlane made at first as if he were going away. Then he 

at^the face ' Tdf -° hC * hatC; 3nd then ' " Vou had better look 
at the lace satd he, m tones of some constraint. “You had better ” 

lie repeated, as Fettes only stared at him in wonder. 

But where, and how, and when did you come by it?” cried the 

V/ l I * V_ 1 • 

Look at the face, was the only answer. 

Fettes was staggered; strange doubt assailed him. He looked 
rom the young doctor to the body, and then back again. At last, 
with a start, he did as he was bidden. He had almost expected the 
sight that met his eyes, and yet the shock was cruel. To see, fixed 
in the i igidity of death and naked on that coarse layer of sack¬ 
cloth, the man whom he had left well clad and full of meat and 
sin upon the threshold of a tavern, awoke, even in the thoughtless 
Fettes, some of the terrors of the conscience. It was a eras tibi 
which re-echoed in his soul, that two whom he had known should 
have come to lie upon these icy tables. Yet these were only 
secondary thoughts. His first concern regarded Wolfe. Unprepared 
for a challenge so momentous, he knew not how to look his com¬ 
rade in the face. He durst not meet his eye, and he had neither 


words nor voice at his command. 

It was Macfarlane himself who made the first advance. He came 
up quietly behind and laid his hand gently but firmly on the 
other’s shoulder. 

“Richardson,” said he, “may have the head.” 

Now Richardson was a student who had long been anxious for 
that portion of the human subject to dissect. There was no an¬ 
swer, and the murderer resumed: “Talking of business, you must 
pay me; your accounts, you see, must tally.” 

Fettes found a voice, the ghost of his own: “Pay you!” he cried. 
“Pay you for that?” 

“Why, yes, of course you must. By all means and on every pos¬ 
sible account, you must,” returned the other. “I dare not give it for 
nothing, you dare not take it for nothing; it would compromise us 
both. This is another case like Jane Galbraith’s. The more things 
are wrong the more we must act as if all were right. Where does old 
K-keep his money?” 

“There,” answered Fettes hoarsely, pointing to a cupboard in 
the corner. 
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“Give me the key, then,” said the other, calmly, holding out his 

^There was an instant’s hesitation, and the die was cast Mao 
farlane could not suppress a nervous twitch, the infimtesima 
of an immense relief, as he felt the key between his fingers He 
opened the cupboard, brought out pen and ink and a paper-boo 
that stood in one compartment, and separated from the funds in 


drawer a sum suitable to the occasion. 

“Now, look here,” he said, “there is the payment made—first 

proof of your good faith: first step to your security. You have now 

to clinch it by a second. Enter the payment in your book, and then 

you for your part may defy the devil. 

The next few seconds were for Fettes an agony of thought; but 

in balancing his terrors it was the most immediate that triumphed. 
Any future difficulty seemed almost welcome if he could avoid a 
present quarrel with Macfarlane. He set down the candle which 
he had been carrying all this time, and with a steady hand entered 
the date, the nature, and the amount of the transaction. 

“And now,” said Macfarlane, “it’s only fair that you should 
pocket the lucre. I’ve had my share already. By the bye, when a 
man of the world falls into a bit of luck, has a few shillings extra 
in his pocket—I’m ashamed to speak of it, but there s a rule of 
conduct in the case. No treating, no purchase of expensive class- 
books, no squaring of old debts; borrow, don t lend. 

“Macfarlane,” began Fettes, still somewhat hoarsely, “I have 

put my neck in a halter to oblige you. 

“To oblige me?” cried Wolfe. “Oh, cornel You did, as near as I 
can see the matter, what you downright had to do in self-defence. 
Suppose I got into trouble, where would you be? This second little 
matter flows clearly from the first. Mr. Gray is the continuation of 
Miss Galbraith. You can’t begin and then stop. If you begin, you 
must keep on beginning; that’s the truth. No rest for the wicked.” 
A horrible sense of blackness and the treachery of fate seized 


hold upon the soul of the unhappy student. 

“My God!” he cried, “but what have I done? and when did I 
begin? To be made a class assistant—in the name of reason, where’s 
the harm in that? Service wanted the position; Service might have 


got it. Would he have been where I am now?” 

“My dear fellow,” said Macfarlane, “what a boy you are! What 
harm has come to you? What harm can come to you if you hold 
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your tongue? Why, man, do you know what this life is? There 
are two squads of us-the lions and the lambs. If you’re a Tamb 
)ou 11 come to he upon these tables like Gray or fane Galbraith- 

£ )ou re a lion, you’ll live and drive a horse like me, like K_’ 

ike all the world with any wit or courage. You’re staggered at the 
fu-st. But look at K 1 My dear fellow, you’re clevfr, ou W 

urn d r y °n’ “ d K - yOU ’ You were bo ™ ‘o lead the 

turn, and I tell you, on my honour and my experience of life 

thiee days from now you'll laugh at all these scarecrows like a 
high-school boy at a farce.” 


nd with that Macfarlane took his departure and drove off up 
the wynd in his gig to get under cover before daylight. Fettes was 
thus left alone with his regrets. He saw the miserable peril in 
which he stood involved. He saw, with inexpressible dismay, that 
there was no limit to his weakness, and that, from concession to 
concession, he had fallen from the arbiter of Macfarlane’s destiny 
to his paid and helpless accomplice. He would have given the world 
to have been a little braver at the time, but it did not occur to him 
that he might still be brave. The secret of Jane Galbraith and the 
cursed entry in the daybook closed his mouth. 

Hours passed; the class began to arrive; the members of the un- 
happy Gray were dealt out to one and to another, and received 
without remark. Richardson was made happy with the head; and 
before the hour of freedom rang Fettes trembled with exultation 
to perceive how far they had already gone toward safety. 


For two days he continued to watch, with increasing joy, the 
dreadful process of disguise. 

On the third day Macfarlane made his appearance. He had been 
ill, he said; but he made up for lost time by the energy with which 
he directed the students. To Richardson in particular he ex¬ 
tended die most valuable assistance and advice, and that student, 
encouraged by die praise of the demonstrator, burned high with 
ambitious hopes, and saw the medal already in his grasp. 

Before the week was out Macfarlane’s prophecy had been ful¬ 
filled. Fettes had outlived his terrors and had forgotten his base¬ 
ness. He began to plume himself upon his courage, and had so 
arranged the story in his mind that he could look back on these 
events with an unhealthy pride. Of his accomplice he saw but 
litde. They met, of course, in the business of the class; they re¬ 
ceived their orders together from Mr. K-. At times they had a 
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word or two in private, and Macfarlane was from first to last par¬ 
ticularly kind and jovial. But it was plain that he avoided any 
reference to their common secret; and even when Fettes whispered 
to him that he had cast in his lot with the lions and forsworn the 
lambs, he only signed to him smilingly to hold his peace. 

At length an occasion arose which threw the pair once more into 

a closer union. Mr. K-was again short of subjects; pupils were 

eager, and it was a part of this teacher’s pretensions to be always 
well supplied. At the same time there came the news of a burial 
in the rustic graveyard of Glencorse. Time has little changed t e 
place in question. It stood then, as now, upon a crossroad, out of 
call of human habitations, and buried fathom deep in the fo mge 
of six cedar trees. The cries of the sheep upon the neighbouring 
hills, the streamlets upon either hand, one loudly singing among 
pebbles, the other dripping furtively from pond to pond, the stir 
of the wind in mountainous old flowering chestnuts, and once in 
seven days the voice of the bell and the old tunes of the precentor, 
were the only sounds that disturbed the silence around the rural 
church. The Resurrection Man—to use a by-name of the period 
was not to be deterred by any of the sanctities of customary piety. 
It was part of his trade to despise and desecrate the scrolls and 
trumpets of old tombs, the paths worn by the feet of worshippers 
and mourners, and the offerings and the inscriptions of bereaved 
affection. To rustic neighbourhoods, where love is more than 
commonly tenacious, and where some bonds of blood or fellowship 
unite the entire society of a parish, the body-snatcher, far from 
being repelled by natural respect, was attracted by the ease and 
safety of the task. To bodies that had been laid in earth, in joyful 
expectation of a far different awakening, there came that hasty, 
lamp-lit, terror-haunted resurrection of the spade and mattock. 
The coffin was forced, the cerements torn, and the melancholy 
relics, clad in sackcloth, after being rattled for hours on moonless 
by-ways, were at length exposed to uttermost indignities before a 

class of gaping boys. 

Somewhat as two vultures may swoop upon a dying lamb, Fettes 
and Macfarlane were to be let loose upon a grave in that green 
and quiet resting-place. The wife of a farmer, a woman who had 
lived for sixty years, and been known for nothing but good butter 
and a godly conversation, was to be rooted from her grave at mid¬ 
night and carried, dead and naked, to that far-away city that she 
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had always honoured with her Sundays best; the place beside her 
family was to be empty till the crack of doom; her innocent and 
almost venerable members to be exposed to that last curiosity of 

Late one afternoon the pair set forth, well wrapped in cloaks 
and furnished with a formidable bottle. It rained without remis¬ 
sion—a cold, dense, lashing rain. Now and again there blew a puff 
of wind, but these sheets of falling water kept it down. Bottle and 
all, it was a sad and silent drive as far as Penicuik, where they 
were to spend the evening. They stopped once, to hide their imple¬ 
ments in a thick bush not far from the churchyard, and once again 
at the Fisher’s Tryst, to have a toast before the kitchen fire and 
vary their nips of whisky with a glass of ale. When they reached 
their journey’s end the gig was housed, the horse was fed and 
comforted, and the two young doctors in a private room sat down 
to the best dinner and the best wine the house afforded. The lights, 
the fire, the beating rain upon the window, the cold, incongruous 
work that lay before them, added zest to their enjoyment of the 
meal. With every glass their cordiality increased. Soon Macfarlane 
handed a little pile of gold to his companion. 

“A compliment,” he said. “Between friends these little d-d 

accommodations ought to fly like pipe-lights.” 

Fettes pocketed the money, and applauded the sentiment to 
the echo. “You are a philosopher,” he cried. “I was an ass till I 

knew you. You and K-between you, by the Lord Harry! but 

you’ll make a man of me.” 

“Of course, we shall,” applauded Macfarlane. “A man? I tell 
you, it required a man to back me up the other morning. There 
are some big, brawling, forty-year-old cowards who would have 

turned sick at the look of the d-d thing; but not you—you kept 

your head. I watched you.” 

“Well, and why not?” Fettes thus vaunted himself. “It was no 
affair of mine. There was nothing to gain on the one side but 
disturbance, and on the other I could count on your gratitude, 
don’t you see?” And he slapped his pocket till the gold pieces 

rang. 

Macfarlane somehow felt a certain touch of alarm at these un¬ 
pleasant words. He may have regretted that he had taught his 
young companion so successfully, but he had no time to interfere, 
for the other noisily continued in this boastful strain: 
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“The great thing is not to be afraid. Now, between )OU an 
me, I don’t want to hang—that’s practical; but for all cant, Mac- 
farlane, I was born with a contempt. Hell, God, Devil, 1 ig * > 
wrong, sin, crime, and all the old gallery of curiosities— they may 
frighten boys, but men of the world, like you and me, despise them. 

Here’s to the memory of Gray!” _ 

It was by this time growing somewhat late. The gig, according 
to order, was brought round to the door with both lamps brightly 
shining, and the young men had to pay their bill and take the 
road. They announced that they were bound for Peebles, anc 
drove in that direction till they were clear of the last houses of 
the town; then, extinguishing the lamps, returned upon their 
course, and followed a by-road toward Glencorse. There was no 
sound but that of their own passage, and the incessant, strident 
pouring of the rain. It was pitch dark; here and there a white gate 
or a white stone in the wall guided them for a short space across 
the night; but for the most part it was at a foot pace, and almost 
groping, that they picked their way through that resonant black¬ 
ness to their solemn and isolated destination. In the sunken woods 
that traverse the neighbourhood of the burying-ground the Iasi 
glimmer failed them, and it became necessary to kindle a match 
and reillumine one of the lanterns of the gig. Thus, under the 
dripping trees, and environed by huge and moving shadows, they 
reached the scene of their unhallowed labours. 

They were both experienced in such affairs, and powerful with 
the spade; and they had scarce been twenty minutes at their task 
before they were rewarded by a dull rattle on the coffin lid. At the 
same moment Macfarlane, having hurt his hand upon a stone, 
flung it carelessly above his head. The grave, in which they now 
stood almost to the shoulders, was close to the edge of the plateau 
of the graveyard; and the gig lamp had been propped, the better 
to illuminate their labours, against a tree, and on the immediate 
verge of the steep bank descending to the stream. Chance had 
taken a sure aim with the stone. Then came a clang of broken 
glass; night fell upon them; sounds alternately dull and ringing 
announced the bounding of the lantern down the bank, and its 
occasional collision with the trees. A stone or two, which it had 
dislodged in its descent, rattled behind it into the profundities of 
the glen; and then silence, like night, resumed its sway; and they 
might bend their hearing to its utmost pitch, but naught was to be 



Go2 THE BODY-SNATCHER 

heard except the rain, now marching to the wind, now steadily 
falling ovei miles of open country. ^ 

They were so nearly at an end of their abhorred task that they 
judged it wisest to complete it in the dark. The coffin was ex¬ 
humed and broken open; the body inserted in the dripping sack 
and carried between them to the gig; one mounted to keep it in 
us place, and the other, taking the horse by the mouth, groped 
along by wall and bush until they reached the wider road by the 
kishei s Tryst. Here was a faint, diffused radiancy, which they 
hailed like daylight; by that they pushed the horse to a good pace 
and began to rattle along merrily in the direction of the town. 

They had both been wetted to the skin during their operations, 
and now, as the gig jumped among the deep ruts, the thing that 
stood propped between them fell now upon one and now upon the 
other. At every repetition of the horrid contact each instinctively 
repelled it with the greater haste; and the process, natural although 
it was, began to tell upon the nerves of the companions. Macfar- 
lane made some ill-favoured jest about the farmer’s wife, but it 
came hollowly from his lips, and was allowed to drop in silence. 
Still their unnatural burthen bumped from side to side; and now 
the head would be laid, as if in confidence, upon their shoulders, 
and now the drenching sack-cloth would flap icily about their 
faces. A creeping chill began to possess the soul of Fettes. He 
peered at the bundle, and it seemed somehow larger than at first. 
All over the country-side, and from every degree of distance, the 
farm dogs accompanied their passage with tragic ululations; and it 
grew and grew upon his mind that some unnatural miracle had 
been accomplished, that some nameless change had befallen the 
dead body, and that it was in fear of their unholy burthen diat the 
dogs were howling. 

“For God’s sake,” said he, making a great effort to arrive at 
speech, “for God's sake, let's have a light!’’ 

Seemingly Macfarlane was affected in the same direction; for, 
though he made no reply, he stopped the horse, passed the reins 
to his companion, got down, and proceeded to kindle the remain¬ 
ing lamp. They had by that time got no farther than the cross-road 
down to Auchenclinny. The rain still poured as though the deluge 
returning, and it was no easy matter to make a light in such 
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were 


a world of wet and darkness. When at last the flickering blue flame 
had been transferred to the wick and began to expand and clarify. 
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and shed a wide circle o£ misty brightness round the gig, became 
possible for the two young men to see each othei an g 

they had along with them. The rain had moulded the rough sack- 
in- to the outlines of the body underneath; the head was dtsttnc 
from the trunk, the shoulders plainly modelled; something at once 
spectral and human riveted their eyes upon the ghastly comtade ot 

their drive. ... 

For some time Macfarlane stood motionless, holding up 

lamp. A nameless dread was swathed, like a wet sheet, about the 
body, and tightened the white skin upon the face of Fettes; a teai 
that was meaningless, a horror of what could not be, kept mount¬ 
ing to his brain. Another beat of the watch, and he had spoken. 

But his comrade forestalled him. 

“That is not a woman,” said Macfarlane, in a hushed voice. 

“It was a woman when we put her in,” whispered Fettes. 

“Hold that lamp,” said the other. “I must see her face. 

And as Fettes took the lamp his companion untied the fastenings 
of the sack and drew down the cover from the head. The light 
fell very clear upon the dark, well-moulded features and smoot - 
shaven cheeks of a too familiar countenance, often beheld in 
dreams of both of these young men. A wild yell rang up into 
the night; each leaped from his own side into the roadway; t le 
lamp fell, broke, and was extinguished; and the horse, terrified by 
this unusual commotion, bounded and went off toward Edinburgh 
at a gallop, bearing along with it, sole occupant of the gig, the 
body of the dead and long-dissected Gray. 
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Providence and the Guitar 



i. 

M onsieur leon berthelini had a great care of his appear- 
ance, and sedulously suited his deportment to the costume 
of the hour. He affected something Spanish in his air, and some¬ 
thing of the bandit, with a flavour of Rembrandt at home. In 
person he was decidedly small and inclined to be stout; his face was 
die picture of good humour; his dark eyes, which were very ex¬ 
pressive, told of a kind heart, a brisk, merry nature, and the most 
indefatigable spirits. If he had worn the clothes of the period you 
would have set him down for a hitherto undiscovered hybrid be¬ 
tween the barber, the innkeeper, and the affable dispensing chem¬ 
ist. But in the outrageous bravery of velvet jacket and flapped hat, 
with trousers that were more accurately described as fleshings, a 
white handkerchief cavalierly knotted at his neck, a shock of 
Olympian curls upon his brow, and his feet shod through all 
weathers in the slenderest of Moliere shoes—you had but to look 
at him and you knew you were in the presence of a Great Creature. 
When he wore an overcoat he scorned to pass the sleeves; a single 
button held it round his shoulders; it was tossed backwards after 
the manner of a cloak, and carried with the gait and presence of 
an Almaviva. I am of opinion that M. Berthelini was nearing 
forty. But he had a boy's heart, gloried in his finery, and walked 
through life like a child in a perpetual dramatic performance. If 
he were not Almaviva after all, it was not for lack of making be¬ 
lieve. And he enjoyed the artist’s compensation. If he were not 

654 
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really Almaviva, he was sometimes just as happy as though e 

I have seen him, at moments when he has fancied himself alone 
with his Maker, adopt so gay and chivalrous a bearing, and repre¬ 
sent his own part with so much warmth and conscience that the 
illusion became catching, and I believed implicitly in the Great 


Creature’s pose. . . , 

But, alas! life cannot be entirely conducted on these prtncip , 

man cannot live by Almavivery alone; and the Great Creature, 
having failed upon several theatres, was obliged to step down every 
evening from his heights, and sing from a half-a-dozen to a dozen 
comic songs, twang a guitar, keep a country audience m good 
humour, and preside finally over the mysteries of a tombola. 

Madame Berthelini, who was art and part with him in these un¬ 
dignified labours, had perhaps a higher position in the scale o 
beings, and enjoyed a natural dignity of her own. But her heart 
was not any more rightly placed, for that would have been im¬ 
possible; and she had acquired a little air of melancholy, attractive 
enough in its way, but not good to see like the wholesome, sky- 

scraping, boyish spirits of her lord. . 

He, indeed, swam like a kite on a fair wind, high above earthly 
troubles. Detonations of temper were not unfrequent in the zones 
he travelled; but sulky fogs and tearful depressions were there 
alike unknown. A well-delivered blow upon a table, or a noble 
attitude, imitated from M^lingue or Frederic, relieved his irritation 
like a vengeance. Though the heaven had fallen, if he had played 
his part with propriety, Berthelini had been contentl And the 
man's atmosphere, if not his example, reacted on his wife; for the 
couple doted on each other, and although you would have 
thought they walked in different worlds, yet continued to walk 

hand in hand. 

It chanced one day that Monsieur and Madame Berthelini de¬ 
scended with two boxes and a guitar in a fat case at the station of 
the little town of Castel-le-Gachis, and the omnibus carried them 
with their effects to the Hotel of the Black Head. This was a dis¬ 
mal, conventual building in a narrow street, capable of standing 
siege when once the gates were shut, and smelling strangely in the 
interior of straw and chocolate and old feminine apparel. Berthe¬ 
lini paused upon the threshold with a painful premonition. In 
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some former state, it seemed to him, he had visited a hostelry that 
smelt not otherwise, and been ill received. 

The landlord, a tragic person in a large felt hat, rose from a 
business table under the key-rack, and came forward, removing his 
hat with both hands as he did so. 

“Sir, I salute you. May I inquire what is your charge for artists?” 

inquired Berthelini, with a courtesy at once splendid and insinu¬ 
ating. 

For artists?” said the landlord. His countenance fell and the 
smile of welcome disappeared. “Oh, artists!” he added brutally; 

four francs a day.” And he turned his back upon these incon¬ 
siderable customers. 

A commercial traveller is received, he also, upon a reduction— 
yet is he welcome, yet can he command the fatted calf; but an 
artist, had he the manners of an Almaviva, were he dressed like 
Solomon in all his glory, is received like a dog and served like a 
timid lady travelling alone. 

Accustomed as he was to the rubs of his profession, Berthelini 
was unpleasantly affected by the landlord’s manner. 

“Elvira,” said he to his wife, “mark my words: Castel-le-Gacliis 
is a tragic folly.” 

“Wait till we see what we take,” replied Elvira. 

“We shall take nothing,” returned Berthelini; “we shall feed 
upon insults. I have an eye, Elvira; I have a spirit of divination; 
and this place is accursed. The landlord has been discourteous, 
the Commissary will be brutal, the audience will be sordid and up¬ 
roarious, and you will take a cold upon your throat. We have been 
besotted enough to come; the die is cast—it will be a second 
Sedan.” 

Sedan was a town hateful to the Berthelinis, not only from 


patriotism (for they were French, and answered after the flesh to 
the somewhat homely name of Duval), but because it had been 
the scene of their most sad reverses. In that place they had lain 
three weeks in pawn for their hotel bill, and had it not been for 
a surprising stroke of fortune they might have been lying there in 
pawn until this day. To mention the name of Sedan was for the 
Berthelinis to dip the brush in earthquake and eclipse. Count 
Almaviva slouched his hat with a gesture expressive of despair, 
and even Elvira felt as if ill-fortune had been personally invoked. 

“Let us ask for breakfast,” said she, with a woman s tact. 
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The Commissary of Police of Castel-le-Gachis was a large re 
Commissary, pimpled, and subject to a strong cutaneous transpira¬ 
tion. I have repeated the name of his office because he was s ) 
much more a Commissary than a man. The spirit of his ignit) 
had entered into him. He carried his corporation as if it were some^ 
thing official. Whenever he insulted a common citizen it seeme 
to him as if he were adroitly flattering the Government by a side 
wind; in default of dignity he was brutal from an over-weening , 
sense of duty. His office was a den, whence passers-by could hear 
rude accents laying down, not the law, but the good pleasure of 

the Commissary. . , , v - 

Six several times in the course o£ the day did M. Berthe ini 

hurry thither in quest o£ the requisite permission for his evening s 

entertainment; six several times he found the official was abroad. 

Leon Berthelini began to grow quite a familiar figure in the streets 

of Castel-le-Gachis; he became a local celebrity, and was pointed 

out as “the man who was looking for the Commissary. ’ Idle chi - 

dren attached themselves to his footsteps, and trotted after him 

back and forward between the hotel and the office. Leon might try 

as he liked; he might roll cigarettes, he might straddle, he might 

cock his hat at a dozen different jaunty inclinations the part of 

Almaviva was, under the circumstances, difficult to play. 

As he passed the market-place upon the seventh excursion the 
Commissary was pointed out to him, where he stood, with his 
waistcoat unbuttoned and his hands behind his back, to superin¬ 
tend the sale and measurement of butter. Berthelini threaded his 
way through the market stalls and baskets, and accosted the digni¬ 
tary with a bow which was a triumph of the histrionic art. 

“I have the honour,” he asked, “of meeting M. le Commissaire?” 

The Commissary was affected by the nobility of his address. He 
excelled Leon in the depth if not in the airy grace of his saluta¬ 
tion. 

“The honour,” said he, “is mine!” 

“I am,” continued the strolling-player, “I am, sir, an artist, and 
I have permitted myself to interrupt you on an affair of business. 
To-night I give a trifling musical entertainment at the Cafe of the 
Triumphs of the Plough—permit me to offer you this little pro- 
gramme—and X have come to ask you for the necessary authorisa¬ 
tion.” 

At the word “artist,” the Commissary had replaced his hat with 
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the air of a person who, having condescended too far, should 
suddenly remember the duties of his rank. 

“Go, go,” said he, “I am busy—I am measuring butter.” 
Heathen Jew!” thought Leon. “Permit me, sir,” he resumed, 
aloud. “I have gone six times already-” 

Put up your bills if you choose,” interrupted the Commissary. 

In an hour or so I will examine your papers at the office. But now 
go; I am busy.” 

“Measuring butter?” thought Berthelini. “Oh, France, and it 
is for this that we made ’93!” 


The preparations were soon made; the bills posted, programmes 
laid on the dinner-table of every hotel in the town, and a stage 
erected at one end of the Cafe of the Triumphs of the Plough; but 
when Leon returned to the office, the Commissary was once more 
abroad. 

“He is like Madame Benoiton,” thought Leon. “Fichu Com- 
missaire!” 

And just then he met the man face to face. 

“Here, sir,” said he, “are my papers. Will you be pleased to 
verify?” 

But the Commissary was now intent upon dinner. 

“No use,” he replied, “no use; I am busy; I am quite satisfied. 
Give your entertainment.” 

And he hurried on. 

“Fichu Commissaire!” thought Leon. 


2 . 

The audience was pretty large; and the proprietor of the cafe 
made a good thing of it in beer. But the Berthelinis exerted them¬ 
selves in vain. 

Leon was radiant in velveteen; he had a rakish way of smoking a 
cigarette between his songs that was worth money in itself; he 
underlined his comic points, so that the dullest numskull in 
Castel-le-Gachis had a notion when to laugh; and he handled his 
guitar in a manner worthy of himself. Indeed his play with that 
instrument was as good as a whole romantic drama; it was so 
dashing, so florid, and so cavalier. 
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Elvira, on the other hand, sang her patriotic and romantic 
songs with more than usual expression; her voice had charm and 
plangency; and as Leon looked at her, in her low-bodied maroon 
dress, with her arms bare to the shoulder, and a red flower set pro¬ 
vocatively in her corset, he repeated to himself for the many 
hundredth time that she was one of the loveliest creatures in t ie 

world of women. 

Alas! when she went round with the tambourine, the go c en 
youth o£ Castel-le-Gachis turned from her coldly. Here and there 
a single halfpenny was forthcoming; the net result of a collection 
never exceeded half a franc: and the Maire himself, after seven 
different applications, had contributed exactly twopence. A certain 
chill began to settle upon the artists themselves; it seemed as if 
they were singing to slugs; Apollo himself might have lost heart 
with such an audience. The Berthelinis struggled against the im¬ 
pression; they put their back into their work, they sang loud and 
louder, the guitar twanged like a living thing; and at last Leon 
arose in his might, and burst with inimitable conviction into his 
great song, “Y a des honneles gens partout /" Never had he given 
more proof of his artistic mastery; it was his intimate, indefeasible 
conviction that Castel-le-Gachis formed an exception to the law he 
was now lyrically proclaiming, and was peopled exclusively by 
thieves and bullies; and yet, as I say, he flung it down like a chal¬ 
lenge, he trolled it forth like an article of faith; and his face so 
beamed the while that you would have thought he must make con- 

verts of the benches. 

He was at the top of his register, with his head thrown back and 
his mouth open, when the door was thrown violently open, and 
a pair of newcomers marched noisily into the caf£. It was the 
Commissary followed by the Garde Champetre. 

The undaunted Berthelini still continued to proclaim, “Y a des 
honnetes gens partout!” But now the sentiment produced an 
audible titter among the audience. Berthelini wondered why; he 
did not know the antecedents of the Garde Champetre; he had 
never heard of a little story about postage stamps. But the public 
knew all about the postage stamps, and enjoyed the coincidence 

hugely. 

The Commissary planted himself upon a vacant chair with 
somewhat the air of Cromwell visiting the Rump, and spoke in 
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occasional whispers to the Garde Champetre, who remained re¬ 
spectfully standing at his back. The eyes of both were directed 
upon Berthelini, who persisted in his statement. 

“ y a d cs honnetes gens part out” he was just chanting for the 
twentieth time; when up got the Commissary upon his feet and 
waved brutally to the singer with his cane. 

Is it me you want?” inquired Leon, stopping in his song. 

“It is you,” replied the potentate. 

Fichu Commissaire! thought Leon, and lie descended from 
the stage and made his way to the functionary. 

“How does it happen, sir,” said the Commissary, swelling in 
person, ‘‘that I find you mountebanking in a public cafe without 
my permission?” 

“Without?” cried the indignant Leon. “Permit me to remind 
you 


< i 


tions. 


Come, come, sir!” said the Commissary, “I desire no explana- 
. - »» 


“I care nothing about what you desire,” returned the singer. “I 
choose to give them, and I will not be gagged. I am an artist, sir, 
a distinction that you cannot comprehend. I received your per¬ 
mission and stand here upon the strength of it; interfere with me 
who dare.” 

“You have not got my signature, I tell you,” cried the Commis¬ 
sary. “Show me my signature! Where is my signature?” 

That was just the question; where was his signature? Leon recog¬ 
nised that he was in a hole; but his spirit rose with the occasion, 
and he blustered nobly, tossing back his curls. The Commissary 
played up to him in the character of tyrant; and as the one leaned 
farther forward, the other leaned farther back—majesty confront¬ 
ing fury. The audience had transferred their attention to this new 
performance, and listened with that silent gravity common to all 
Frenchmen in the neighbourhood of the police. Elvira had sat 
down, she was used to these distractions, and it was rather melan¬ 
choly than fear that now oppressed her. 

“Another word,” cried the Commissary, “and I arrest you.” 

“Arrest me!” shouted Leon. “I defy youl” 

“I am the Commissary of Police,” said the official. 

Leon commanded his feelings, and replied, with great delicacy 

of innuendo: 

“So it would appear.” 
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The point was too refined for Castel-le-Gachis; it did not raise 
a smile; and as for the Commissary, he simply bade the sin 0 c 
follow him to his office, and directed his proud footsteps towards 
the door. There was nothing for it but to obey. Leon did so with a 
proper pantomime of indifference, but it was a leek to eat, and 

there was no denying it. . . , 

The Maire had slipped out and was already waiting at the 
Commissary's door. Now the Maire, in France, is the re u S e ° 
the oppressed. He stands between his people and the boisterous 
rigours of the Police. He can sometimes understand what is sa 
to him; he is not always puffed up beyond measure by his dignity. 
•T is a thing worth the knowledge of travellers. When all seems 
over, and a man has made up his mind to injustice, he has stil , 
like the heroes of romance, a little bugle at his belt whereon to 
blow; and the Maire, a comfortable deus ex machina, may still de¬ 
scend to deliver him from the minions of the law. The Maire o 
Castel-le-Gachis, although inaccessible to the charms of music as 
retailed by the Berthelinis, had no hesitation whatever as to the 
rights of the matter. He instantly fell foul of the Commissary 
in very high terms, and the Commissary, pricked by this humilia¬ 
tion, accepted battle on the point of fact. The argument lasted 
some little while with varying success, until at length victory in¬ 
clined so plainly to the Commissary’s side that the Maire was fain 
to re-assert himself by an exercise of authority. He had been out¬ 
argued, but he was still the Maire. And so, turning from his inter¬ 
locutor, he briefly but kindly recommended Leon to go back 

instanter to his concert. 

“It is already growing late,” he added. 

Leon did not wait to be told twice. He returned to the Cate of 
the Triumphs of the Plough with all expedition. Alas! the audi¬ 
ence had melted away during his absence; Elvira was sitting in a 
very disconsolate attitude on the guitar-box; she had watched the 
company dispersing by twos and threes, and the prolonged spec¬ 
tacle had somewhat overwhelmed her spirits. Each man, she re¬ 
flected, retired with a certain proportion of her earnings in his 
pockets, and she saw to-night’s board and to-morrow’s railway 
expenses, and finally even to-morrow’s dinner, walk one after 
another out of the cate door and disappear into the night. 

“What was it?’’ she asked, languidly. 

But Leon did not answer. He was looking round him on th? 
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scene of defeat. Scarce a score of listeners remained, and these of 

the least promising sort. The minute hand of the clock was already 
climbing upward towards eleven. 7 

Its a lost battle,” said he, and then taking up the money-box 
he turned it out. “Three francs seventy-five!” lie cried, “as against 
four of board and six of railway fares, and no time for the tom¬ 
bola! Elvira, this is Waterloo.” And he sat down and passed both 

hands desperately among his curls. “O Fichu Commissaire!” he 
cried, “Fichu Commissaire!” 

“Let us get the things together and be off,” returned Elvira. 

“We might try another song, but there is not six halfpence in the 
room.” 

Six halfpence?” cried Leon, “six hundred thousand devils! 
There is not a human creature in the town—nothing but pigs and 
dogs and commissaries! Pray heaven, we get safe to bed!” 

“Don’t imagine things!” exclaimed Elvira, with a shudder. 

And with that they set to work on their preparations. The 
tobacco-jar, the cigarette-holder, the three papers of shirt-studs, 
which were to have been the prizes of the tombola had the tombola 
come off, were made into a bundle with the music; the guitar was 
stowed into the fat guitar-case; and Elvira having thrown a thin 
shawl about her neck and shoulders, the pair issued from the 
cafe and set off for the Black Head. 

As they crossed the market-place the church bell rang out 
eleven. It was a dark, mild night, and there was no one in the 
streets. 

“It is all very fine,” said Leon: “but I have a presentiment. The 
night is not yet done.” 


3. 

The Black Head presented not a single chink of light upon the 
street, and the carriage gate was closed. 

“This is unprecedented,” observed Leon. “An inn closed by five 
minutes after eleven! And there were several commercial travel¬ 
lers in the cafe up to a late hour. Elvira, my heart misgives me. Let 
us ring the bell.” 

The bell had a potent note; and being swung under the arch 
it filled the house from top to bottom with surly, clanging rever- 
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berations. The sound accentuated the conventual appearance of 
the building; a wintry sentiment, a thought of prayer and morti¬ 
fication, took hold upon Elvira’s mind; and as for Leon, he seemed 
to be reading the stage directions for a lugubrious fifth act. 

“This is your fault,” said Elvira; “this is what comes of fancying 

things!** . , 

Again Leon pulled the bell-rope; again the solemn tocsin awoke 

the echoes of the inn; and ere they had died away, a light glim¬ 
mered in the carriage entrance, and a powerful voice was heard 

upraised and tremulous with wrath. 

“What’s all this?” cried the tragic host through the spars of the 
gate. “Hard upon twelve, and you come clamouring like Prussians 
at the door of a respectable hotel? Oh!” he cried, I know you 
now! Common singers! People in trouble with the police! An you 
present yourselves at midnight like lords and ladies? Be off with 

“You will permit me to remind you,” said Leon, in thrilling 
tones, “that I am a guest in your house, that I am properly in¬ 
scribed, and that I have deposited baggage to the value of four 

hundred francs.” . . 

“You cannot get in at this hour,” returned the man. This is no 

thieves’ tavern, for mohocks and night rakes and organ-grinders.” 

“Brute!” cried Elvira, for the organ-grinders touched her home. 

“Then I demand my baggage,” said Leon, with unabated 

dignity. 

“I know nothing of your baggage,” replied the landlord. 

“You detain my baggage? You dare to detain my baggage?” cried 

the singer. 

“Who are you?” returned the landlord. “It is dark I cannot 
recognise you.” 

“Very well, then—you detain my baggage,” concluded Leon. 
“You shall smart for this. I will weary out your life with persecu¬ 
tions; I will drag you from court to court; if there is justice to be 
had in France, it shall be rendered between you and me. And I will 
make you a by-word—I will put you in a song—a scurrilous song— 
an indecent song—a popular song—which the boys shall sing to 
you in the street, and come and howl through these spars at mid¬ 
night!” 

He had gone on raising his voice at every phrase, for all the 
while the landlord was very placidly retiring; and now, when the 
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last glimmer of light had vanished from the arch, and the last foot¬ 
step died away in the interior, Leon turned to his wife with a 

heroic countenance. 


Elvira,” said he, “I have now a duty in life. I shall destroy that 
man as Eugene Sue destroyed the concierge. Let us come at once 
to the Gendarmerie and begin our vengeance.” 

He picked up the guitar-case, which had been propped against 

the wall, and they set forth through the silent and ill-lighted town 
with burning hearts. 

The Gendarmerie was concealed beside the telegraph office at 
the bottom of a vast court, which was partly laid out in gardens; 
and here all the shepherds of the public lay locked in grateful 
sleep. It took a deal of knocking to waken one; and he, when he 
came at last to the door, could find no other remark but that “it 
was none of his business.” Leon reasoned with him, threatened 
him, besought him; here, he said, was Madame Berthelini in 
evening dress—a delicate woman—in an interesting condition—the 
last was thrown in, I fancy, for effect; and to all this die man-at- 
arms made die same answer: 

“It is none of my business,” said he. 

‘‘Very well,” said Leon, ‘‘then we shall go to the Commissary.” 
Thidier they went; the office was closed and dark; but the house 
was close by, and Leon ivas soon swinging the bell like a madman. 
The Commissary’s wife appeared at a window. She was a thread- 
paper creature, and informed them that the Commissary had not 
yet come home. 

‘‘Is he at the Maire’s?” demanded Leon. 

She thought that was not unlikely. 

‘‘Where is the Maire’s house?” he asked. 

And she gave him some rather vague information on that point. 

“Stay you here, Elvira,” said Leon, “lest I should miss him by 
the way. If, when I return, I find you here no longer, I shall follow 
at once to the Black Head.” 

And he set out to find the Maire’s. It took him some ten 
minutes wandering among blind lanes, and when he arrived it was 
already half an hour past midnight. A long white garden wall 
overhung by some thick chestnuts, a door with a letter-box, and 
an iron bell-pull, that was all that could be seen of the Maire’s 
domicile. Leon took the bell-pull in both hands, and danced 
furiously upon the sidewalk. The bell itself was just upon the 
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other side of the wall, it responded to his activity, and scattered an 

alarming clangour far and wide into the night. 

A window was thrown open in a house across the street, an a 

voice inquired the cause of this untimely uproar. 

“X wish the Maire,” said Leon. 

“He has been in bed this hour,” returned the voice. 

“He must get up again,” retorted Leon, and he was for tackling 

the bell-pull once more. . , 

“You will never make him hear,” responded the voice. The 

garden is of great extent, the house is at the farther end, and ot 

the Maire and his housekeeper are deaf.” 

“Aha!” said Leon, pausing. “The Maire is deaf, is he? That ex¬ 
plains.” And he thought of the evening’s concert with a momen¬ 
tary feeling of relief. “Ah!” he continued, “and so the Maire is 
deaf, and the garden vast, and the house at the far end? 

“And you might ring all night,” added the voice, “and be none 

the better for it. You would only keep me awake.” 

“Thank you, neighbour,” replied the singer. “You shall sleep. 
And he made off again at his best pace for the Commissary’s. 
Elvira was still walking to and fro before the door. 

“He has not come?” asked Leon. 

“Not he,” she replied. 

“Good,” returned Leon. “I am sure our man’s inside. Let me 
see the guitar-case. I shall lay this siege in form, Elvira; I am 
angry; I am indignant; I am truculently inclined; but I thank my 
Maker I have still a sense of fun. The unjust judge shall be im¬ 
portuned in a serenade, Elvira. Set him up and set him up. 

He had the case opened by this time, struck a few chords, and 
fell into an attitude which was irresistibly Spanish. 

“Now,” he continued, “feel your voice. Are you ready? Follow 

mel” 

The guitar twanged, and the two voices upraised, in harmony 
and with a startling loudness, the chorus of a song of old Be 

ranger’s: 

“Commissaire! Commissaire! 

Colin bat sa menagere.” 

The stones of Castel-le-Gachis thrilled at this audacious innova¬ 
tion. Hitherto had the night been sacred to repose and nightcaps; 
and now what was this? Window after window was opened; 
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matches scratched, and candles began to flicker; swollen sleepy 
faces peered forth into the starlight. There were two figures be- 
ore the Commissary’s house, each bolt upright, with head thrown 
back and eyes interrogating the starry heavens; the guitar wailed 
shouted, and reverberated like half an orchestra; and the voices! 
with a crisp and spirited delivery, hurled the appropriate burthen 
at the Commissary’s window. All the echoes repeated the func¬ 
tionary s name. It was more like an entr’acte in a farce of Molicre’s 
than a passage of real life in Castel-le-Gachis. 

The Commissary, if he was not the first, was not the last of the 
neighbouis to yield to the influence of music, and furiously throw 
open the window of his bedroom. He was beside himself with 
rage. He leaned far over the window-sill, raving and gesticulating; 
the tassel of his white nightcap danced like a thing of life; he 
opened his mouth to dimensions hitherto unprecedented, and yet 
his voice, instead of escaping from it in a roar, came forth shrill 
and choked and tottering. A little more serenading, and it was 
clear he would be better acquainted with the apoplexy. 

I scorn to reproduce his language; he touched upon too many 
serious topics by the way for a quiet story-teller. Although he 
was known for a man who was prompt with his tongue, and had a 
power of strong expression at command, he excelled himself so 
remarkably this night, that one maiden lady, who had got out of 
bed like the rest to hear the serenade, was obliged to shut her 
window at the second clause. Even what she had heard disquieted 
her conscience; and next day she said she scarcely reckoned as a 
maiden lady any longer. 

Leon tried to explain his predicament, but he received nothing 
but threats of arrest by way of answer. 

“If I come down to you I” cried the Commissary. 

“Aye," said Leon, “do!" 

“I will not!" cried the Commissary. 

“You dare not!" answered Leon. 

At that the Commissary closed his window. 

“All is over," said the singer. “The serenade was perhaps ill- 
judged. These boors have no sense of humour." 

“Let us get away from here," said Elvira, with a shiver. “All 
these people looking—it is so rude and so brutal." And then giving 
way once more to passion—“Brutesl" she cried aloud to the 
candle-lit spectators—“brutes! brutes! brutesl" 
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"Sauve qui pent," said Leon. “You have done it now!” 

And taking the guitar in one hand and the case in t ic ot ie ^ 
he led the way with something too precipitate to be mere y ca e 
precipitation from the scene of this absurd adventure. 


4. 

To the west of Castel-le-Gacliis four rows of venerable lime-trees 
formed, in this starry night, a twilit avenue with two side aisles 
of pitch darkness. Here and there stone benches were dispose 
between the trunks. There was not a breath of wind; a heavy at¬ 
mosphere of perfume hung about the alleys; and every leaf stoo 
stock-still upon its twig. Hither, after vainly knocking at an inn or 
two, the Berthelinis came at length to pass the night. After an 
amiable contention, Leon insisted on giving his coat to Elvira, 
and they sat down together on the first bench in silence. Leon 
made a cigarette, which he smoked to an end, looking up into the 
trees, and, beyond them, at the constellations, of which he tried 
vainly to recall the names. The silence was broken by the church 
bell; it rang the four quarters on a light and tinkling measure, 
then followed a single deep stroke that died slowly away with a 

thrill; and stillness resumed its empire. 

“One,” said Leon. “Four hours till daylight. It is warm; it is 

starry; I have matches and tobacco. Do not let us exaggerate, 
Elvira—the experience is positively charming. I feel a glow within 
me; I am born again. This is the poetry of life. Think of Cooper’s 

novels, my dear.” 

“Leon,” she said, fiercely, “how can you talk such wicked, in¬ 
famous nonsense? To pass all night out of doors—it is like a 
nightmarel We shall die.” 

“You suffer yourself to be led away,” he replied, soothingly. “It 
is not unpleasant here; only you brood. Come, now, let us repeat 
a scene. Shall we try Alceste and Celimene? No? Or a passage from 
the ‘Two Orphans'? Come, now, it will occupy your mind; I will 
play up to you as I never have played before; I feel art moving 

in my bones.” 

“Hold your tongue,” she cried, “or you will drive me mad! Will 
nothing solemnise you—not even this hideous situation?” 

“Oh, hideous!” objected Leon. “Hideous is not the word. Why, 
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where would you be? ‘Hites, la jeune belle, oil voulez-vous alley.r ” 

'hher , n r° W ' hC "' Cnt ° n> °P cnin S Ae guitar-case, 

there s another idea for you—sing. Sing ‘Diles, la jeune belle!’ It 

Will compose your spirits, Elvira, I am sure.” 

And without waiting an answer he began to strum the sym¬ 
phony. 7 he first chords awoke a young man who was lying asleep 
upon a neighbouring bench. 

“Hullo!” cried the young man, “who are you?” 

Under which king, Bezonian?” declaimed the artist. “Speak or 
diel” 


Or if it was not exactly that, it was something to much the same 
purpose from a French tragedy. 

The young man drew near in the twilight. He was a tall, power- 
ful, gentlemanly fellow, with a somewhat puffy face, dressed in a 
grey tweed suit, with a deer-stalker hat of the same material; and 
as he now came forward he carried a knapsack slung upon one 
arm. 

“Are you camping out here, too?” he asked, wilh a strong Eng¬ 
lish accent. “I’m not sorry for company.” 

Leon explained their misadventure; and the other told them 
that he was a Cambridge undergraduate on a walking tour, that 
he had run short of money, could no longer pay for his night’s 
lodging, had already been camping out for two nights, and feared 
he should require to continue the same manoeuvre for at least two 
nights more. 

“Luckily, it’s jolly weather,” he concluded. 

“You hear that, Elvira,” said Leon. “Madame Berthelini,” he 
went on, “is ridiculously affected by this trifling occurrence. For 
my part, I find it romantic and far from uncomfortable; or at 
least,” he added, shifting on the stone bench, “not quite so un¬ 
comfortable as might have been expected. But pray be seated.” 

“Yes,” returned the undergraduate, sitting down, “it’s rather 
nice than otherwise when once you're used to it; only it's devilish 
difficult to get washed. I like the fresh air and these stars and 
things.” 

“Aha!” said Leon, “Monsieur is an artist.” 

“An artist?” returned the other, with a blank stare. “Not if I 

know it!” 

“Pardon me,” said the actor. “What you said this moment about 
the orbs of heaven-” 
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'•Oh, nonsense!” cried the Englishman. “A fellow may admire 

the stars and be anything he likes.” 

“You have an artist’s nature, however, Mr. I beg you p 

don; may I, without indiscretion, inquire your name?” asked eon. 
“Mv name is Stubbs,” replied the Englishman. 

"I thank you,” returned Leon. “Mine is Berthelim-Leon 
Berthelini, ex-artist of the theatres of Montrouge, Bellevil e, an 
Montmartre. Humble as you see me, I have created with applause 
more than one important role. The Press were unanimous in 
praise of my Howling Devil of the Mountains, in the piece of the 
same name. Madame, whom I now present to you, is herself an 
artist, and I must not omit to state, a better artist than her hus¬ 
band. She also is a creator; she created nearly twenty successfu 
songs at one of the principal Parisian music-halls. But, to continue, 

I was saying you had an artist’s nature, .Monsieur Stubbs, and you 
must permit me to be a judge in such a question. I trust you wi - 
not falsify your instincts; let me beseech you to follow the career 

of an artist.” . 

“Thank you,” returned Stubbs, with a chuckle. I m going 

be a banker.” 

“No,” said Leon, “do not say so. Not that. A man with such a 
nature as yours should not derogate so far. What are a few priva¬ 
tions here and there, so long as you are working for a high and 

noble goal?” . , . 

“This fellow’s mad,” thought Stubbs; “but the woman s rather 

pretty, and he’s not bad fun for himself, if you come to that. 

What he said was different. “I thought you said you were an 


actor?” _ , _ 

“I certainly did so,” replied Leon. “I am one, or, alas! I was. 

“And so you want me to be an actor, do you? continued the 

undergraduate. “Why, man, I could never so much as learn the 

stuff; my memory's like a sieve; and as for acting, I’ve no more idea 

than a cat.” 

“The stage is not the only course,” said Leon. “Be a sculptor, 
be a dancer, be a poet or a novelist; follow your heart, in short, 

and do some thorough work before you die.” 

“And do you call these things art?” inquired Stubbs. 

“Why, certainly!” returned Leon. “Are they not all branches? 
“Ohl I didn’t know,” replied the Englishman. “I thought an 
artist meant a fellow who painted. 
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l he singer stared at him in some surprise. 

'•It is the difference of language,” he said at last. "This Tower 
of Babel when shall we have paid for it? If I could speak English 
}ou would follow me more readily.” 8 

Between you and me, I don’t believe I should,” replied the 
otheu You seem to have thought a devil of a lot about this busi¬ 
ness. For my part, I admire the stars, and like to have them shining 
—its so cheery-but hang me if I had an idea it had anything to 
do with art! It s not in my line, you see. I’m not intellectual; I 
have no end of trouble to scrape through my exams., I can tell 
you! But I'm not a bad sort at bottom,” he added, seeing his inter¬ 
locutor looked distressed even in the dim starshine, “and I rather 
like the play, and music, and guitars, and things.” 

Leon had a perception that the understanding was incomplete. 
He changed the subject. . 

“And so you travel on foot?” he continued. “How romanticl 
How courageous! And how are you pleased with my land? How 
does the scenery affect you among these wild hills of ours?” 

“Well, the fact is,” began Stubbs—he was about to say that he 
didn’t care for scenery, which was not at all true, being, on the 


contrary, only an athletic undergraduate pretension; but he had 
begun to suspect that Berthelini liked a different sort of meat, and 
substituted something else—“The fact is, I think it jolly. They 
told me it was no good up here; even the guide-book said so; but 
I don’t know what they meant. I think it is deuced pretty—upon 
my word, I do.’" 

At this moment, in the most unexpected manner, Elvira burst 
into tears. 


“My voice!” she cried. “Leon, if I stay here longer I shall lose my 
voice!” 

“You shall not stay another moment,” cried the actor. “If I 
have to beat in a door, if I have to burn the town, I shall find you 
shelter.” 

With that, he replaced the guitar, and comforting her with some 
caresses, drew her arm through his. 

“Monsieur Stubbs,” said he, taking off his hat, “the reception 
I offer you is rather problematical; but let me beseech you to give 
us the pleasure of your society. You are a little embarrassed for 
the moment; you must, indeed, permit me to advance what may 
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be necessary. I ask it as a favour; we must not part so soon after 

having met so strangely.” MVe 

“Oh, come, you know,” said Stubbs, “I can t let a 
you _” And there he paused, feeling somehow or other on a 

wrong tack. _ . , 

“I do not wish to employ menaces,” continued Leon, wi 

smile* “but if you refuse, indeed I shall not take it kindly. 

“I don’t quite see my way out of it,” thought the under- 

graduate; and then, after a pause, he said, aloud and ungracious y 

enough, “All right. I—I’m very much obliged, of course. An e 

proceeded to follow them, thinking in his heart, But it s ba 

form, all the same, to force an obligation on a fellow. 


5 . 

Leon strode ahead as if he knew exactly where he was going; the 
sobs of Madame were still faintly audible, and no one uttere a 
word. A dog barked furiously in a courtyard as they went by; then 
the church clock struck two, and many domestic clocks followed 
or preceded it in piping tones. And just then Berthelmi spied a 
light. It burned in a small house on the outskirts of the town, 
and thither the party now directed their steps. 

“It is always a chance,” said Leon. 

The house in question stood back from the street behind an 
open space, part garden, part turnip field; and several outhouses 
stood forward from either wing at right angles to the front. One 
of these had recently undergone some change. An enormous win¬ 
dow, looking towards the north, had been effected in the wall and 

roof, and Leon began to hope it was a studio. 

“If it’s only a painter,” he said, with a chuckle, ten to one we 

get as good a welcome as we want.” 

“I thought painters were principally poor,” said Stubbs. 

“Ah,” cried Leon, “you do not know the world as I do. The 

poorer the better for us.” 

And the trio advanced into the turnip field. 

The light was in the ground floor; as one window was brightly 
illuminated and two others more faintly, it might be supposed that 
there was a single lamp in one corner of a large apartment; and a 
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certain tremulousness and temporary dwindling showed that a live 
fire conmbuted to the effect. The sound of a voice now became 
audible; and the trespassers paused to listen. It was pitched in 
a high, angry key, but had still a good, full, and masculine note in 
n. The utterance was voluble, too voluble even to be quite dis¬ 
tinct; a stream of words, rising and falling, with ever and again a 

phrase thrown out by itself, as if the speaker reckoned on its 
virtue. 


Suddenly another voice joined in. This time it was a woman’s; 
and if the man were angry, the woman was incensed to the degree 
of fury. There was that absolutely blank composure known to 
suffering males; that colourless unnatural speech which shows a 
spirit accurately balanced between homicide and hysterics; the 
tone in which the best of women sometimes utter words worse than 
death to those most dear to them. If Abstract Bones-and-Sepulchre 
were to be endowed with the gift of speech, thus, and not other¬ 
wise, would it discourse. Leon was a brave man, and I fear he was 
somewhat sceptically given (he had been educated in a Papistical 
country), but the habit of childhood prevailed, and he crossed 
himself devoutly. He had met several women in his career. It was 
obvious that his instinct had not deceived him, for the male voice 
broke forth instantly in a towering passion. 

The undergraduate, who had not understood the significance 
of the woman’s contribution, pricked up his ears at the change 
upon the man. 

“There’s going to be a free fight,’’ he opined. 

There was another retort from the woman, still calm but a little 
higher. 

“Hysterics?” asked Leon of his wife. “Is that the stage direc¬ 
tion?” 

“How should I know?” returned Elvira, somewhat tartly. 

“Oh, woman, woman!” said Leon, beginning to open the guitar- 
case. “It is one of the burdens of my life. Monsieur Stubbs; they 
support each other; they always pretend there is no system; they 
say it’s nature. Even Madame Berthelini, who is a dramatic artist!” 

“You are heartless, Leon,” said Elvira; “that woman is in 
trouble.” 

“And the man, my angel?” inquired Berthelini, passing the rib¬ 
bon of his guitar. “And the man, rriamourV 

“He is a man,” she answered. 
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“You hear that?” said Leon to Stubbs. “It is not too late for you. 
Mark the intonation. And now,” he continued, “what are we tc 

give them?” 

“Are you going to sing? asked Stubbs. 

“I am a troubadour,” replied Leon. “I claim a welcome by and 

for my art. If I were a banker could I do as much? 

“Well, you wouldn’t need, you know,” answered the under¬ 
graduate. 

“Egad,” said Leon, “but that’s true. Elvira, that is true. 

“Of course it is,” she replied. “Did you not know it.' 

“My dear,” answered Leon, impressively, “I know nothing but 
what is agreeable. Even my knowledge o£ life is a work of art 
superiorly composed. But what are we to give them? It should be 

something appropriate.” 

Visions of “Let dogs delight” passed through the undergradu¬ 
ate’s mind; but it occurred to him that the poetry was English and 
that he did not know the air. Hence he contributed no suggestion. 
“Something about our houselessness,” said Elvira. 

“I have it,” cried Leon. And he broke forth into a song of 

Pierre Dupont’s: 


“Savez-vous oil gite 
Mai, ce joli mois ?” 

Elvira joined in; so did Stubbs, with a good ear and voice, buv 
an imperfect acquaintance with the music. Leon and the guitar 
were equal to the situation. The actor dispensed his throat-notes 
with prodigality and enthusiasm; and, as he looked up to heaven 
in his heroic way, tossing the black ringlets, it seemed to him that 
the very stars contributed a dumb applause to his efforts, and the. 
universe lent him its silence for a chorus. That is one of the best 
features of the heavenly bodies, that they belong to everybody in 
particular; and a man like Leon, a chronic Endymion who man¬ 
aged to get along without encouragement, is always the world’s 

centre for himself. 

He alone—and it is to be noted, he was the worst singer of the 

three_took the music seriously to heart, and judged the serenade 

from a high artistic point of view. Elvira, on the other hand, was 
preoccupied about their reception; and, as for Stubbs, he con¬ 
sidered the whole affair in the light of a broad joke. 
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Know you the lair of May, the lovely month?” went the three 
voices in the turnip field. 

The inhabitants were plainly fluttered; the light moved to and 
“O' strer >gthenmg in one window, paling in another; and then the 
door was thrown open, and a man in a blouse appeared on the 
ireshold carrying a lamp. He was a powerful young fellow, with 
bewildered hair and beard, wearing his neck open; his blouse 
was stained with oil-colours in a harlequinesque disorder; and 

there was something rural in the droop and bagginess of his 
belted trousers. 


From immediately behind him, and indeed over his shoulder, 
a woman s face looked out into the darkness; it was pale and a 
little weary, although still young; it wore a dwindling, disappear¬ 
ing prettiness, soon to be quite gone, and the expression was both 
gentle and sour, and reminded one faintly of the taste of certain 
drugs. For all that, it was not a face to dislike; when the prettiness 
had vanished, it seemed as if a certain pale beauty might step in 
to take its place; and as both the mildness and the asperity were 
characters of youth, it might be hoped that, with years, both would 
merge into a constant, brave, and not unkindly temper. 

“What is all this?” cried the man. 


6 . 

Leon had his hat in his hand at once. He came forward with his 
customary grace; it was a moment which would have earned him 
a round of cheering on the stage. Elvira and Stubbs advanced be¬ 
hind him, like a couple of Admetus’s sheep following the god 
Apollo. 

“Sir,” said Leon, “the hour is unpardonably late, and our little 
serenade has the air of an impertinence. Believe me, sir, it is an 
appeal. Monsieur is an artist, I perceive. We are here three artists 
benighted and without shelter, one a woman—a delicate woman— 
in evening dress—in an interesting situation. This will not fail to 
touch the woman’s heart of Madame, whom I perceive indistinctly 
behind Monsieur her husband, and whose face speaks eloquently 
of a well-regulated mind. Ah! Monsieur, Madame—one generous 
tnoment, and you make three people happy! Two or three hours 
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beside your fire—I ask it of Monsieur in the name of Art—I ask 
it of Madame by the sanctity of womanhood.” 

The two, as by a tacit consent, drew back from the door. 

“Come in,” said the man. 

“Entrez, Madame,” said the woman. 

The door opened directly upon the kitchen of the house, which 
was to all appearance the only sitting-room. The furniture was 
both plain and scanty; but there were one or two landscapes on 
the wall handsomely framed, as if they had already visited the 
committee rooms of an exhibition and been thence extruded. Leon 
walked up to the pictures and represented the part of a connois¬ 
seur before each in turn, with his usual dramatic insight and force. 
The master of the house, as if irresistibly attracted, followed him 
from canvas to canvas with the lamp. Elvira was led directly to the 
fire, where she proceeded to warm herself, while Stubbs stood m 
the middle of the floor and followed the proceedings of Leon with 

mild astonishment in his eyes. 

“You should see them by daylight,” said the artist. 

“I promise myself that pleasure,” said Leon. “You possess, sir, 
if you will permit me an observation, the art of composition to 

a T ” 

“You are very good,” returned the other. “But should you not 

draw nearer to the fire?” 

“With all my heart,” said Leon. 

And the whole party soon gathered at the table over a hasty and 
not an elegant cold supper, washed down with the least of small 
wines. Nobody liked the meal, but nobody complained; they put a 
good face upon it, one and all, and made a great clattering of 
knives and forks. To see Leon eating a single cold sausage was to 
see a triumph; by the time he had done he had got through as 
much pantomime as would have sufficed for a baron of beef, and 
he had the relaxed expression of the over-eaten. 

As Elvira had naturally taken a place by the side of Leon, and 
Stubbs as naturally, although I believe unconsciously, by the side 
of Elvira, the host and hostess were left together. Yet it was to 
be noted that they never addressed a word to each other, nor so 
much as suffered their eyes to meet. The interrupted skirmish still 
survived in ill feeling; and the instant the guests departed it would 
break forth again as bitterly as ever. The talk wandered from this 
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to that subject—for with one accord the party had declared it was 
too late to go to bed; but those two never relaxed towards each 
other; Goneril and Regan in a sisterly tiff were not more bent on 
enmity. 

It chanced that Elvira was so much tired by all the little ex¬ 
citements of the night, that for once she laid aside her company 
manners, which were both easy and correct, and in the most nat¬ 
ural manner in die world leaned her head on Leon’s shoulder. 
At die same time, fatigue suggesting tenderness, she locked the 
fingers of her right hand into those of her husband’s left; and, 
half closing her eyes, dozed off into a golden borderland between 
sleep and waking. But all the time she was not unaware of what 
was passing, and saw the painter’s wife studying her with looks be¬ 
tween contempt and envy. 

It occurred to Leon that his constitution demanded the use of 
some tobacco; and he undid his fingers from Elvira’s in order to 
roll a cigarette. It was gently done, and he took care that his 
indulgence should in no other way disturb his wife's position. But 
it seemed to catch the eye of the painter’s wife with a special 
significancy. She looked straight before her for an instant, and 
then, with a swift and stealthy movement, took hold of her hus¬ 
band’s hand below the table. Alasl she might have spared herself 
the dexterity. For the poor fellow was so overcome by this caress 
that he stopped with his mouth open in the middle of a word, 
and by the expression of his face plainly declared to all the com¬ 
pany that his thoughts had been diverted into softer channels. 

If it had not been rather amiable, it would have been absurdly 
droll. His wife at once withdrew her touch; but it was plain she 
had to exert some force. Thereupon the young man coloured and 

looked for a moment beautiful. 

Leon and Elvira both observed the by-play, and a shock passed 
from one to the other; for they were inveterate match-makers, 

especially between those who were already married. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Leon, suddenly. “I see no use in 
pretending. Before we came in here we heard sounds indicating— 
if I may so express myself—an imperfect harmony.” 

“Sir- J' began the man.” 

But the woman was beforehand. 

“It is quite true,” she said. “I see no cause to be ashamed. If my 
husband is mad I shall at least do my utmost to prevent the con- 
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sequences. Picture to yourself. Monsieur and Madame,” she went 
on, for she passed Stubbs over, "that this wretched person a 
dauber, an incompetent, not fit to be a sign-painter receives 1 11s 
morning an admirable offer from an uncle—an uncle of my own, 
my mother’s brother, and tenderly beloved—of a clerkship wit 1 
nearly a hundred and fifty pounds a year, and that he—picture to 
yourself!—he refused it! Why? For the sake of Art, he says. Look 
at his art, I say—look at it! Is it fit to be seen? Ask him—is it fit to 
be sold? And it is for this, Monsieur and Madame, that he con¬ 
demns me to the most deplorable existence, without luxuries, with¬ 
out comforts, in a vile suburb of a country town. O non. she 
cried, “non—je ne me tairai pas—c’est plus fort que moi! I take 
these gentlemen and this lady for judges—is this kind? is it decent 
is it manly? Do I not deserve better at his hands after having 
married him and”—(a visible hitch)—“done everything in the 

world to please him?” 

I doubt if there were ever a more embarrassed company at a 
table; every one looked like a fool; and the husband like the 

highest. , , . . 

“The art of Monsieur, however,” said Elvira, breaking the 

silence, “is not wanting in distinction.” 

“It has this distinction,” said the wife, “that nobody will buy 

it.” ' , , 

“I should have supposed a clerkship-” began Stubbs. 

“Art is Art,” swept in Leon. “I salute Art. It is the beautiful, 

the divine; it is the spirit of the world, and the pride of life. 

But-” And the actor paused. 

“A clerkship-” began Stubbs. 

“I’ll tell you what it is,” said the painter. “I am an artist, and as 
this gentleman says. Art is this and the other; but of course, if my 
wife is going to make my life a piece of perdition all day long, I 
prefer to go and drown myself out of hand. 

“Go!” said his wife. “I should like to see you!” 

“I was going to say,” resumed Stubbs, “that a fellow may be 
a clerk and paint almost as much as he likes. I know a fellow in a 
bank who makes capital water-colour sketches; he even sold one for 

seven-and-six.” 

To both the women this seemed a plank of safety; each hope¬ 
fully interrogated the countenance of her lord; even Elvira, an 
artist herself!—but indeed there must be something permanently 
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mercantile in the female nature. The two men exchanged a glance; 

it was tragic; not otherwise might two philosophers salute, as at 

the end of a labourious life each recognised that he was still a 
mystery to his disciples. 

Leon arose. 

Ai t is Ai t, he repeated, sadly. “It is not water-colour sketches, 
nor practising on a piano. It is a life to be lived.” 

“And in the meantime people starve!” observed the woman of 
the house. “If that’s a life, it is not one for me.” 

“I’ll tell you what,” burst forth Leon; “you, Madame, go into 
another room and talk it over with my wife; and I’ll stay here and 
talk it over with your husband. It may come to nothing, but let’s 
try.” 

“1 am very willing,” replied the young woman; and she pro¬ 
ceeded to light a candle. “This way, if you please.” And she led 
Elvira up-stairs into a bedroom. 

“The fact is,” said she, sitting down, “that my husband cannot 
paint.” 

“No more can mine act,” replied Elvira. 

“I should have thought he could,” returned the other; “he 
seems clever.” 

“He is so, and the best of men besides,” said Elvira; “but he 
cannot act.” 

"At least he is not a sheer humbug like mine; he can at least 
sing.” 

“You mistake Leon,” returned his wife, warmly. “He does not 
even pretend to sing; he has too fine a taste; he does so for a 
living. And, believe me, neither of the men are humbugs. They are 
people with a mission—which they cannot carry out.” 

“Humbug or not,” replied the other, “you came very near pass¬ 
ing the night in the fields; and, for my part, I live in terror of 
starvation. I should think it was a man’s mission to think twice 
about his wife. But it appears not. Nothing is their mission but 
to play the fool. Oh!” she broke out, “is it not something dreary 
to think of that man of mine? If he could only do it, who would 
care? But no—not he—no more than I can!” 

“Have you any children?” asked Elvira. 

“No; but then I may.” 

“Children change so much,” said Elvira, with a sigh. 

And just then from the room below there flew up a sudden 
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snapping chord on the guitar; one followed after another; then 
the voice of Leon joined in; and there was an atr being P ^ and 
sun- that stopped the speech of the two women. The wife of 
painter stood like a person transfixed; Elvira, looking into her-eyes, 
could see all manner of beautiful memories and kind thoughts 
that were passing in and out of her soul with every note; «« 
piece of her youth that went before her; a green French plain, the 
smell of apple-flowers, the far and shining ringlets of a river, and 

the words and presence of love. 

-Leon has hit the nail,” thought Elvira to herself, I wonder 

^The how was plain enough. Leon had asked the painter if there 
were no air connected with courtship and pleasant times; an 
having learned what he wished, and allowed an interval to pass. 

he had soared forth into 


“O mon amante, 

O mon desir, 

Sachons cueillir 
L’heure charmante!” 

“Pardon me, Madame,” said the painter’s wife, “your husband 

sings admirably well.” , . . . n , 

“He sings that with some feeling,” replied Elvira, critically, a - 

though she was a little moved herself, for the song cut both ways 

in the upper chamber; “but it is as an actor and not as a musician/ 

“Life is very sad,” said the other; “it so wastes away under one’s 

fingers.” 

“I have not found it so,” replied Elvira. “I think the good parts of 

it last and grow greater every day.” 

“Frankly, how would you advise me?” 

“Frankly, I would let my husband do what he wished. He is 
obviously a very loving painter; you have not yet tried him as a 
clerk. And you know—if it were only as the possible father of 
your children—it is as well to keep him at his best.” 

“He is an excellent fellow,” said the wife. 


They kept it up till sunrise with music and all manner of good- 
fellowship; and at sunrise, while the sky was still temperate and 
clear, they separated on the threshold with a thousand excellent 
wishes for each other’s welfare. Castei-le-Gachis was beginning to 
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send up its smoke against the golden East; and the church bell 
was ringing six. 

My guitar is a familiar spirit,” said Leon, as he and Elvira 
took the nearest way toward the inn; “it resuscitated a Com¬ 
missary, created an English tourist, and reconciled a man and 
wife.” 

Stubbs, on his part, went off into the morning with reflections 
of his own. 

“They are all mad,” thought he, “all mad—but wonderfully 
decent.” 



The Sire De Maletroit’s Door 





*■—"v ENIS DE BEAULIEU WAS NOT YET TWO-AND-TWENTY, BUT HE 

LJ counted himself a grown man, and a very accomplished cav¬ 
alier into the bargain. Lads were early formed in that rough 
warfaring epoch; and when one has been in a pitched battle an 
a dozen raids, has killed one’s man in an honourable fashion, 
and knows a thing or two of strategy and mankind, a certain swag¬ 
ger in the gait is surely to be pardoned. He had put up his horse 
with due care, and supped with due deliberation; and then, in a 
very agreeable frame of mind, went out to pay a visit in the giey 
of the evening. It was not a very wise proceeding on the young- 
man’s part. He would have done better to remain beside the fire 
or go decently to bed. For the town was full of the troops of 
Burgundy and England under a mixed command; and though 
Denis was there on safe-conduct, his safe-conduct was like to serve 

him little on a chance encounter. 

It was September, 1429; the weather had fallen sharp; a flighty 
piping wind, laden with showers, beat about the township; and 
the dead leaves ran riot along the streets. Here and there a win¬ 
dow was already lighted up; and the noise of men-at-arms making 
merry over supper within, came forth in fits and was swallowed up 
and carried away by the wind. The night fell swiftly; the flag of 
England, fluttering on the spire-top, grew ever fainter and fainter 
against the flying clouds—a black speck like a swallow in the 
tumultuous, leaden chaos of the sky. As the night fell the wind 
rose, and began to hoot under archways and roar amid the tree-tops 
in the valley below the town. 

Denis de Beaulieu walked fast and was soon knocking at his 
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friend s door; but though he promised himself to stay only a little 
while and make an early return, his welcome was so pleasant, and 
he found so much to delay him, that it was already long past mid¬ 
night before he said good-bye upon the threshold. The wind had 
fallen again in the meanwhile; the night was as black as the grave; 
not a star, nor a glimmer of moonshine, slipped through the 
canopy of cloud. Denis was ill-acquainted with the intricate lanes 
of Chateau Landon; even by daylight he had found some trouble 
in picking his way; and in this absolute darkness he soon lost it al¬ 
together. He was certain of one thing only—to keep mounting the 
hill; for his friend’s house lay at the lower end, or tail, of Chateau 
Landon, while the inn was up at the head, under the great church 
spire. With this clue to go upon he stumbled and groped forward, 
now breathing more freely in open, places where there was a good 
slice of sky overhead, now feeling along the wall in stifling closes. 
It is an eerie and mysterious position to be thus submerged in 
opaque blackness in an almost unknown town. The silence is 
terrifying in its possibilities. The touch of cold window-bars to the 
exploring hand startles the man like the touch of a toad; the 
inequalities of the pavement shake his heart into his mouth; a 
piece of denser darkness threatens an ambuscade or a chasm in the 
pathway; and where the air is brighter, the houses put on strange 
and bewildering appearances, as if to lead him farther from his 
way. For Denis, who had to regain his inn without attracting no¬ 
tice, there was real danger as well as mere discomfort in the walk; 
and he went warily and boldly at once, and at every corner paused 
to make an observation. 

He had been for some time threading a lane so narrow that he 
could touch a wall with either hand when it began to open out 
and go sharply downward. Plainly this lay no longer in the direc¬ 
tion of his inn; but the hope of a little more light tempted him 
forward to reconnoitre. The lane ended in a terrace with a barti¬ 
zan wall, which gave an outlook between high houses, as out of 
an embrasure, into the valley lying dark and formless several 
hundred feet below. Denis looked down, and could discern a few 
tree-tops waving and a single speck of brightness where the river 
ran across a weir. The weather was clearing up, and the sky had 
lightened, so as to show the outline of the heavier clouds and the 
dark margin of the hills. By the uncertain glimmer, the house on 
his left hand should be a place of some pretensions; it was sur- 
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mounted by several pinnacles and turret-tops; the round stern of 
a chapel, with a fringe of flying buttresses, projected boldly Irom 
the main block; and the door was sheltered under a deep pore 1 
carved with figures and overhung by two long gargoyles. A he 
windows of the chapel gleamed through their intricate tracery wit 1 
a light as of many tapers, and threw out the buttresses and t ic 
peaked roof in a more intense blackness against the sky. It was 
plainly the hotel of some great family of the neighbourhood; an 
as it reminded Denis of a town house of his own at Bourges, he 
stood for some time gazing up at it and mentally gauging the skill 
of the architects and die consideration of the two families. 

There seemed to be no issue to the terrace but the lane by which 
he had reached it; he could only retrace his steps, but he had 
gained some notion of his whereabouts, and hoped by this means 
to hit the main thoroughfare and speedily regain the inn. He was 
reckoning without that chapter of accidents which was to make 
this night memorable above all others in his career; for he hac 
not gone back above a hundred yards before he saw a light com¬ 
ing to meet him, and heard loud voices speaking together in die 
echoing narrows of the lane. It was a party of men-at-arms going 
the night round with torches. Denis assured himself that they had 
all been making free with die wine-bowl, and were in no mood to 
be particular about safe-conducts or the niceties of chivalrous war. 
It was as like as not that they would kill him like a dog and leave 
him where he fell. The situation was inspiriting but nervous. 
Their own torches would conceal him from sight, he reflected; 
and he hoped that they would drown the noise of his footsteps 
with their own empty voices. If he were but fleet and silent, he 

might evade their notice altogether. 

Unfortunately, as he turned to beat a retreat, his foot rolled 
upon a pebble; he fell against the wall with an ejaculation, and 
his sword rang loudly on the stones. Two or three voices demanded 
who went there—some in French, some in English; but Denis 
made no reply, and ran the faster down the lane. Once upon the 
terrace, he paused to look back. They still kept calling after him, 
and just then began to double the pace in pursuit, with a con¬ 
siderable clank of armour, and great tossing of the torchlight to 
and fro in the narrow jaws of the passage. 

Denis cast a look around and darted into the porch. There he 
might escape observation, or—if that were too much to expect — 
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was m a capital posture whether for parley or defence. So thinking 
he drew his sword and tried to set his back against the door To 
s surprise, it yielded behind his weight; and though he turned 
in a moment, continued to swing back on oiled and noiseless 
inges, until it stood wide open on a black interior. When things 
a 1 out opportunely for the person concerned, he is not apt to be 
critical about the how or why, his own immediate personal con¬ 
venience seeming a sufficient reason for the strangest oddities and 
revolutions in cur sublunary things; and so Denis, without a mo¬ 
ment s hesitation, stepped within and partly closed the door be¬ 
hind him to conceal his place of refuge. Nothing was further from 
his thoughts than to close it altogether; but for some inexplicable 
reason—perhaps by a spring or a weight—the ponderous mass of 
oak whipped itself out of his fingers and clanked to, with a formi¬ 
dable 1 umble and a noise like the falling of an automatic bar. 

The round, at that very moment, debouched upon the terrace 
and proceeded to summon him with shouts and curses. He heard 
them ferreting in the dark corners; the stock of a lance even 
rattled along the outer surface of the door behind which he stood; 
but these gentlemen were in too high a humour to be long de¬ 
layed, and soon made off down a corkscrew pathway which had 
escaped Denis’s observation, and passed out of sight and hearing 
along the battlements of the town. 


Denis breathed again. He gave them a few minutes’ grace for 
fear of accidents, and then groped about for some means of open¬ 
ing the door and slipping forth again. The inner surface was 
quite smooth, not a handle, not a moulding, not a projection of 
any sort. He got his finger-nails round the edges and pulled, but 
the mass was immovable. He shook it, it was as firm as a rock. 
Denis de Beaulieu frowned and gave vent to a little noiseless 
whistle. What ailed the door? he wondered. Why was it open? 
How came it to shut so easily and so effectually after him? There 
was something obscure and under-hand about all this, that was 
little to the young man’s fancy. It looked like a snare; and yet who 
could suppose a snare in such a quiet by-street and in a house of 
so prosperous and even noble an exterior? And yet—snare or no 
snare, intentionally or unintentionally—here he was, prettily 
trapped; and for the life of him he could see no way out of it 
again. The darkness began to weigh upon him. He gave ear; all 
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was silence without, but within and close by he seemed to catch 
a faint sighing, a faint sobbing rustle, a little stealthy creak—as 
though many persons were at his side, holding themselves quite 
still, and governing even their respiration with the extreme o 
slyness. The idea went to his vitals with a shock, and he faced 
about suddenly as if to defend his life. Then, for the first time, 
he became aware of a light about the level of his eyes and at some 
distance in the interior of the house—a vertical thread of light, 
widening towards the bottom, such as might escape between two 
wings of arras over a doorway. To see anything was a relief to 
Denis; it was like a piece of solid ground to a man labouring in a 
morass; his mind seized upon it with avidity; and he stood staling 
at it and trying to piece together some logical conception of his 
surroundings. Plainly there was a flight of steps ascending from his 
own level to that of this illuminated doorway; and indeed he 
thought he could make out another thread of light, as fine as a 
needle, and as faint as phosphorescence, which might very well be 
reflected along the polished wood of a handrail. Since he had 
begun to suspect that he was not alone, his heart had continued to 
beat with smothering violence, and an intolerable desire foi action 
of any sort had possessed itself of his spirit. He w r as in deadly peril, 
he believed. What could be more natural than to mount the stair¬ 
case, lift the curtain, and confront his difficulty at once? At least he 
would be dealing with something tangible; at least he would be 
no longer in the dark. He stepped slowly forward with out¬ 
stretched hands, until his foot struck the bottom step; then he 
rapidly scaled the stairs, stood for a moment to compose his ex¬ 
pression, lifted the arras and went in. 

He found himself in a large apartment of polished stone. There 
were three doors; one on each of three sides; all similarly curtained 
with tapestry. The fourth side was occupied by two large windows 
and a great stone chimney-piece, carved with the arms of the 
Matetroits. Denis recognised the bearings, and was gratified to find 
himself in such good hands. The room was strongly illuminated; 
but it contained little furniture except a heavy table and a chair 
or two, the hearth was innocent of fire, and the pavement was but 
sparsely strewn with rushes clearly many days old. 

On a high chair beside the chimney, and directly facing Denis 
as he entered, sat a little old gentleman in a fur tippet..He sat with 
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his legs crossed and his hands folded, and a cup of spiced wine 
stood by his elbow on a bracket on the wall. His countenance had 
a strongly masculine cast; not properly human, but such as we see 
m lhc bulI > the goat, or the domestic boar; something equivocal 
and wheedling, something greedy, brutal, and dangerous. The 
upper lip was inordinately full, as though swollen by a blow or a 
toothache; and the smile, the peaked eyebrows, and the small, 
strong eyes were quaintly and almost comically evil in expression! 
Beautiful white hair hung straight all round his head, like a 
saint’s, and fell in a single curl upon the tippet. His beard and 
moustache were the pink of venerable sweetness. Age, probably in 
consequence of inordinate precautions, had left no mark upon his 
hands; and the Maletroit hand was famous. It would be difficult 
to imagine anything at once so fleshy and so delicate in design; 
the taper, sensual fingers were like those of one of Leonardo’s 
women; the fork of the thumb made a dimpled protuberance when 
closed; the nails were perfectly shaped, and of a dead, surprising 
whiteness. It rendered his aspect tenfold more redoubtable, that a 
man with hands like these should keep them devoutly folded like 
a virgin martyr—that a man with so intent and startling an ex¬ 
pression of face should sit patiently on his seat and contemplate 
people with an unwinking stare, like a god, or a god’s statue. His 
quiescence seemed ironical and treacherous, it fitted so poorly with 
his looks. 

Such was Alain, Sire de Maletroit. 

Denis and he looked silently at each other for a second or two. 

“Pray step in,” said the Sire de Maletroit. “I have been expect¬ 
ing you all the evening.” 

He had not risen, but he accompanied his words with a smile 
and a slight but courteous inclination of the head. Partly from the 
smile, partly from the strange musical murmur with which the 
Sire prefaced his observation, Denis felt a strong shudder of dis¬ 
gust go through his marrow. And what with disgust and honest 
confusion of mind, he could scarcely get words together in reply. 

“I fear,” he said, “that this is a double accident. I am not the 
person you suppose me. It seems you were looking for a visit; but 
for my part, nothing was further from my thoughts—nothing 
could be more contrary to my wishes—than this intrusion. 

“Well, well,” replied the old gentleman indulgently, “here you 
are, which is the main point. Seat yourself, my friend, and put your- 
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self entirely at your ease. We shall arrange our little affairs pres- 

ently.” . . 

Denis perceived that the matter was still complicated with som 

misconception, and he hastened to continue his explanations. 
“Your door . . he began. 

“About my door?” asked the other, raising his peaked eyebrows. 
“A little piece of ingenuity.” And he shrugged his shoulders. “A 
hospitable fancy! By your own account, you were not desirous o 
making my acquaintance. We old people look for such reluctance 
now and then; when it touches our honour, we cast about until 
we find some way of overcoming it. You arrive uninvited, but 

believe me, very welcome.” 

■•You persist in error, sir,” said Denis. “There can be no question 
between you and me. I am a stranger in this country-side. My 
name is Denis, damoiseau de Beaulieu. If you see me in your 

house, it is only-” 

“My young friend,” interrupted the other, “you will permit me 
to have my own ideas on that subject. They probably differ from 
yours at the present moment,” he added with a leer, but time will 
show which of us is in the right. 

Denis was convinced he had to do with a lunatic. He seated him¬ 
self with a shrug, content to wait the upshot; and a pause ensued, 
during which he thought he could distinguish a hurried gabbling 
as of prayer from behind the arras immediately opposite him. 
Sometimes there seemed to be but one person engaged, sometimes 
two; and the vehemence of the voice, low as it was, seemed to in¬ 
dicate either great haste or an agony of spirit. It occurred to him 
that this piece of tapestry covered the entrance to the chapel he 
had noticed from without. 

The old gentleman meanwhile surveyed Denis from head to 
foot with a smile, and from time to time emitted little noises like 
a bird or a mouse, which seemed to indicate a high degree of satis¬ 
faction. This state of matters became rapidly insupportable; and 
Denis, to put an end to it, remarked politely that the wind had 


gone down. 

The old gentleman fell into a fit of silent laughter, so prolonged 
and violent that he became quite red in the face. Denis got upon 
his feet at once, and put on his hat with a flourish. 

“Sir,” he said, ‘‘if you are in your wits, you have affronted me 
grossly. If you are out of them, I flatter myself I can find better 
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employment for my brains than to talk with lunatics. My con¬ 
science is clear; you have made a fool of me from the first moment; 
you have refused to hear my explanations; and now there is no 
power under God will make me stay here any longer; and if I can¬ 
not make my way out in a more decent fashion, I will hack your 
door in pieces with my sword.” 

The Sire de Maletroit raised his right hand and wagged it at 
Denis with the fore and little fingers extended. 

“My dear nephew,” he said, “sit down.” 

"Nephew!” retorted Denis, "you lie in your throat;” and he 
snapped his fingers in his face. 

Sit down, you rogue!” cried the old gentleman, in a sudden, 
harsh voice, like the barking of a dog. “Do you fancy,” he went on, 
"that when I had made my little contrivance for the door I had 
stopped short with that? If you prefer to be bound hand and foot 
till your bones ache, rise and try to go away. If you choose to re¬ 
main a free young buck, agreeably conversing with an old gentle¬ 
man—why, sit where you are in peace, and God be with you.” 

"Do you mean I am a prisoner?” demanded Denis. 

"I state the facts,” replied the other. "I would rather leave the 
conclusion to yourself.” 

Denis sat down again. Externally he managed to keep pretty 
calm, but within, he was now boiling with anger, now chilled with 
apprehension. He no longer felt convinced that he was dealing 
with a madman. And if the old gentleman was sane, what, in 
God’s name, had he to look for? What absurd or tragical adventure 
had befallen him? What countenance was he to assume? 

While he was thus unpleasantly reflecting, the arras that over¬ 
hung the chapel door was raised, and a tall priest in his robes came 
forth and, giving a long, keen stare at Denis, said something in 
an undertone to Sire de Maletroit. 

"She is in a better frame of spirit?” asked the latter. 

"She is more resigned, messire,” replied the priest. 

"Now the Lord help her, she is hard to please!” sneered the old 
gentleman. "A likely stripling—not ill-born—and of her own 
choosing, too? Why, what more would the jade have?” 

“The situation is not usual for a young damsel,” said the other, 

"and somewhat trying to her blushes.” 

"She should have thought of that before she began the dance. 
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It was none of my choosing, God knows that: but since she is in it, 
by our lady, she shall carry it to the end.” And then addressing 
Denis, “Monsieur de Beaulieu,” he asked, “may I present you to 
my niece? She has been waiting your arrival, I may say, wit 1 

even greater impatience than myself.” 

Denis had resigned himself with a good grace—all he desired 
was to know the worst of it as speedily as possible; so he rose at 
once, and bowed in acquiescence. The Sire de Maletroit followed 
his example and limped, with the assistance of the chaplain’s arm, 
towards the chapel-door. The priest pulled aside the arras, and al 
three entered. The building had considerable architectural pre¬ 
tensions. A light groining sprang from six stout columns, and 
hung down in two rich pendants from the centre of the vault. The 
place terminated behind the altar in a round end, embossed and 
honeycombed with a superfluity of ornament in relief, and pierced 
by many little windows shaped like stars, trefoils, or wheels. These 
windows were imperfectly glazed, so that the night air circulated 
freely in the chapel. The tapers, of which there must have been 
half a hundred burning on the altar, were unmercifully blown 
about; and the light went through many different phases of bril¬ 
liancy and semi-eclipse. On the steps in front of the altar knelt a 
young girl richly attired as a bride. A chill settled over Denis as 
he observed her costume; he fought with desperate energy against 
the conclusion that was being thrust upon his mind; it could not 
it should not—be as he feared. 

“Blanche,” said the Sire, in his most flute-like tones, “I have 
brought a friend to see you, my little girl; turn round and give him 
your pretty hand. It is good to be devout; but it is necessary to be 

polite, my niece.” 

The girl rose to her feet and turned toward the new-comers. She 
moved all of a piece; and shame and exhaustion were expressed in 
every line of her fresh young body; and she held her head down 
and kept her eyes upon the pavement, as she came slowly forward. 
In the course of her advance, her eyes fell upon Denis de 
Beaulieu’s feet—feet of which he was justly vain, be it remarked, 
and wore in the most elegant accoutrement even while travelling. 
She paused—started, as if his yellow boots had conveyed some 
shocking meaning—and glanced suddenly up into the wearer s 
countenance. Their eyes met; shame gave place to horror and 
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terror in her looks; the blood left her lips; with a piercing scream 

floor ^ her faCE WUh her HandS and Sank Up ° n the cha P el 


• That is not the man!” she cried. “My uncle, that is not the 
man! 

The Sire de Maletroit chirped agreeably. “Of course not,” he 

said, I expected as much. It was so unfortunate you could not 
remember his name.” 

Indeed, she cried, “indeed, I have never seen this person till 
this moment—I have never so much as set eyes upon him—I never 
wish to see him again. Sir,” she said, turning to Denis, “if you are 
a gentleman, you will bear me out. Have I ever seen you—have 
you ever seen me—before this accursed hour?” 

To speak for myself, I have never had that pleasure,” answered 
the young man. “ This is the first time, messire, that I have met 
with your engaging niece.” 

The old gentleman shrugged his shoulders. 

“I am distressed to hear it,” he said. “But it is never too late to 
begin. I had little more acquaintance with my own late lady ere I 
married her; which proves,” he added, with a grimace, “that these 
impromptu marriages may often produce an excellent understand¬ 
ing in the long run. As the bridegroom is to have a voice in the 
matter, I will give him two hours to make up for lost time before 
we proceed with the ceremony.” And he turned toward the door, 
followed by the clergyman. 

The girl w r as on her feet in a moment. “My uncle, you cannot be 
in earnest,” she said. “I declare before God I will stab myself 
rather than be forced on that young man. The heart rises at it; 
God forbids such marriages; you dishonour your white hair. Oh, 
my uncle, pity mel There is not a woman in all the world but 
w'ould prefer death to such a nuptial. Is it possible,” she added, 
faltering—“is it possible that you do not believe me—that you 
still think this”—and she pointed at Denis with a tremor of anger 
and contempt—“that you still think this to be the man?” 

“Frankly,” said the old gentleman, pausing on the threshold, “I 
do. But let me explain to you once for all, Blanche de Maletroit, 
my way of thinking about this affair. When you took it into your 
head to dishonour my family and the name that I have borne, in 
peace and war, for more than three-score years, you forfeited not 
only the right to question my designs, but that of looking me in 
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the face. If your father had been alive, he would have spat on you 
and turned you out of doors. His was the hand of iron. You may 
bless your God you have only to deal with the hand of velvet, 
mademoiselle. It was my duty to get you married without delay. 
Out of pure good-will, I have tried to find your own gallant tor 
you. And I believe I have succeeded. But before God and all the 
holy angels, Blanche de Maletroit, if I have not, I care not one 
jack-straw. So let me recommend you to be polite to our young 
friend; for upon my word, your next groom may be less appetis- 

• ft 

inff. 

And with that he went out, with the chaplain at his heels; and 

the arras fell behind the pair. 

The girl turned upon Denis with flashing eyes. 

“And what, sir,” she demanded, “may be the meaning of all 

this ? ” . . . . 

“God knows,” returned Denis, gloomily. “I am a prisoner in this 

house, which seems full of mad people. More I know not; and 

nothing do I understand.” 

“And pray how came you here?” she asked. 

He told her as briefly as he could. “For the rest,” he added, 
“perhaps you will follow my example, and tell me the answer to 
all these riddles, and what, in God’s name, is like to be the end of 

it.” 

She stood silent for a little, and he could see her lips tremble 
and her tearless eyes burn with a feverish lustre. Then she pressed 
her forehead in both hands. 

“Alas, how my head aches!” she said wearily—“to say nothing 
of my poor heart! But it is due to you to know my story, un- 
maidenly as it must seem. I am called Blanche de Maletroit, I 
have been without father or mother for—oh! for as long as I can 
recollect, and indeed I have been most unhappy all my life. Three 
months ago a young captain began to stand near me every day in 
church. I could see that I pleased him; I am much to blame, but 
I was so glad that any one should love me; and when he passed 
me a letter, I took it home with me and read it with great pleasure. 
Since that time he has written many. He was so anxious to speak 
with me, poor fellow! and kept asking me to leave the door open 
some evening that we might have two words upon the stair. For he 
knew how much my uncle trusted me. She gave something like a 
sob at that, and it was a moment before she could go on. “My 
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uncle is a hard man, but he is very shrewd,” she said at last “He 
has performed many feats in war, and was a great person at court 
and much trusted by Queen Isabeau in old days. How he came to 
suspect me I cannot tell; but it is hard to keep anything from his 
knowledge: and this morning, as we came from mass, he took my 
Hand into his, forced it open, and read my little billet, walking bv 
my side all the while. When he finished, he gave it back to me with 
great politeness. It contained another request to have the door 
left open; and this has been the ruin of us all. My uncle kept me 
strictly m my room until evening, and then ordered me to dress 
myself as you see me—a hard mockery for a young girl, do you not 
think so? I suppose, when he could not prevail with me to tell him 
the young captain’s name, he must have laid a trap for him: into 
which, alas! you have fallen in the anger of God. I looked for much 
confusion; for how could I tell whether he was willing to take me 
for his wife on these sharp terms? He might have been trifling 
with me from the first; or I might have made myself too cheap in 
his eyes. But truly I had not looked for such a shameful punish- 
ment as this! I could not think that God would let a girl be so 
disgraced before a young man. And now I tell you all; and I can 
scarcely hope that you will not despise me.” 

Denis made her a respectful inclination. 

“Madam,” he said, “you have honoured me by your confidence. 
It remains for me to prove that I am not unworthy of the honour. 
Is Messire de Mal^troit at hand?” 

“I believe he is writing in the salle without,” she answered. 

“May I lead you thither, madam?” asked Denis, offering his 
hand with his most courtly bearing. 

She accepted it; and the pair passed out of the chapel, Blanche 
in a very drooping and shamefast condition, but Denis strutting 
and ruffling in the consciousness of a mission, and the boyish cer¬ 
tainty of accomplishing it with honour. 

The Sire de Mal^troit rose to meet them with an ironical obei¬ 


sance. 


“Sir,” said Denis, with the grandest possible air, “I believe I am 
t b have some say in the matter of this marriage; and let me tell you 
at once, I will be no party to forcing the inclination of this young 
lady. Had it been freely offered to me, I should have been proud to 
accept her hand, for I perceive she is as good as she is beautiful; 
but as things are, I have now the honour, messire, of refusing.” 
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Blanche looked at him with gratitude in her eyes; but the old 
gentleman only smiled and smiled, until his smile grew positively 

sickening to Denis. 

“I am afraid,” he said, “Monsieur de Beaulieu, that you do not 
perfectly understand the choice I have offered you. Follow me, 1 
beseech you, to this window.” And he led the way to one of the 
large windows which stood open on the night. “You observe, he 
went on, “there is an iron ring in the upper masonry, and reeved 
through that, a very efficacious rope. Now, mark my words; it you 
should find your disinclination to my niece’s person insurmount¬ 
able, I shall have you hanged out of this window before sunrise. 

I shall only proceed to such an extremity with the greatest regret, 
you may believe me. For it is not at all your death that I desire, 
but my niece’s establishment in life. At the same time, it must 
come to that if you prove obstinate. Your family, Monsieur de 
Beaulieu, is very well in its way; but if you sprang from Char e- 
magne, you should not refuse the hand of a Maletroit with im¬ 
punity—not if she had been as common as the Paris road—not it 
she were as hideous as the gargoyle over my door. Neither my niece 
nor you, nor my own private feelings, move me at all in this 
matter. The honour of my house has been compromised; I believe 
you to be the guilty person, at least you are now in the secret; and 
you can hardly wonder if X request you to wipe out the stain. If 
you will not, your blood be on your own headl It will be no great 
satisfaction to me to have your interesting relics kicking their heels 
in the breeze below my windows, but half a loaf is better than no 
bread, and if I cannot cure the dishonour, I shall at least stop the 


scandal.” 

There was a pause. 

“I believe there are other ways of settling such imbroglios among 
gentlemen,” said Denis. “You wear a sword, and I hear you have 

used it with distinction.” _ 

The Sire de Maletroit made a signal to the chaplain, who crossed 

the room with long silent strides and raised the arras oyer the third 
of the three doors. It was only a moment before he let it fall again; 
but Denis had time to see a dusky passage full of armed men. 

“When I was a little younger, I should have been delighted to 
honour you. Monsieur de Beaulieu,” said Sire Alain; but I am 
now too old. Faithful retainers are the sinews of age, and I must 
employ the strength I have. This is one of the hardest things to 
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swallow as a man grows up in years; but with a little patience 

sane f , eC ° mCS hab,tual - You a "d the lady seem to prefer the 
alle for what remains of your two hours; and as I have no desire 

to cross your preference, I shall resign it to your use with all the 

pleasure in the world. No hastel” he added, holding up his hand 

as he saw a dangerous look come into Denis de Beaulieu’s face’ 

If you, mind revolt against hanging, it will be time enough two 

hours hence to throw yourself out of the window or upon the pikes 

of my retainers. Two hours of life are always two hours. A great 

many things may turn up in even as little a while as that. And, 

csides, if I understand her appearance, my niece has something to 

sa)’ to ) ou - Vou '"'iH not disfigure your last hours by a want of 
politeness to a lady?” 

Denis looked at Blanche, and she made him an imploring gesture. 
It is likely that the old gentleman was hugely pleased at this 
symptom of an understanding; for he smiled on both, and added 
sweetly: ‘‘If you will give me your word of honour. Monsieur de 
Beaulieu, to await my return at the end of the two hours before 


attempting anything desperate, I shall withdraw my retainers, and 
*et you speak in greater privacy with mademoiselle.” 

Denis again glanced at the girl, who seemed to beseech him to 


agree. 

“I give you my word of honour,” he said. 

Messire de Maltkroit bowed, and proceeded to limp about the 
Apartment, clearing his throat the while with that odd musical 
chirp which had already grown so irritating in the ears of Denis 
de Beaulieu. He first possessed himself of some papers which lay 
upon the table; then he went to the mouth of the passage and 
appeared to give an order to the men behind the arras; and lastly 
he hobbled out through the door by which Denis had come in, 
turning upon the threshold to address a last smiling bow to the 
young couple, and followed by the chaplain with a hand-lamp. 

No sooner were they alone than Blanche advanced towards 
Denis with her hands extended. Her face was flushed and excited, 
and her eyes shone with tears. 

“You shall not die!” she cried, “you shall marry me after all.” 

“You seem to think, madam,” replied Denis, “that I stand much 
in fear of death.” 


“Oh, no, no,” she said, “I see you are no poltroon. It is for my 
own sake—I could not bear to have you slain for such a scruple.” 
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“I am afraid/' returned Denis, “that you underrate the difficulty, 
madam. What you may be too generous to refuse, I may be too 
proud to accept. In a moment of noble feeling towards me, >ou 

forgot what you perhaps owe to others.” 

He had the decency to keep his eyes on the floor as he said this, 
and after he had finished, so as not to spy upon her confusion. She 
stood silent for a moment, then walked suddenly away, and falling 
on her uncle’s chair, fairly burst out sobbing. Denis was in the 
acme of embarrassment. He looked round, as if to seek for inspira¬ 
tion, and seeing a stool, plumped down upon it for something to 
do. There he sat playing with the guard of his rapier, and wishing 
himself dead a thousand times over, and buried in the nastiest 
kitchen-heap in France. His eyes wandered round the apartment, 
but found nothing to arrest them. There were such wide spaces 
between the furniture, the light fell so badly and cheerlessly over 
all, the dark outside air looked in so coldly through the windows 
ihat he thought he had never seen a church so vast, nor a tomb so 
melancholy. The regular sobs of Blanche de Maletroit measured 
out the time like the ticking of a clock. He read the device upon 
the shield over and over again, until his eyes became obscured; he 
stared into shadowy corners until he imagined they were swarming 
with horrible animals; and every now and again he awoke with a 
start, to remember that his last two hours were running, and 

death was on the march. 

Oftener and oftener, as the time went on, did his glance settle 
on the girl herself. Her face was bowed forward and covered with 
her hands, and she was shaken at intervals by the convulsive hic¬ 
cup of grief. Even thus she was not an unpleasant object to dwell 
upon, so plump and yet so fine, with a warm brown skin, and the 
most beautiful hair, Denis thought, in the whole world of woman- 
kind. Her hands were like her uncle’s; but they were more in place 
at the end of her young arms, and looked infinitely soft and caress¬ 
ing. He remembered how her blue eyes had shone upon him, full 
of anger, pity, and innocence. And the more he dwelt on her per¬ 
fections/the uglier death looked, and the more deeply was he 
smitten with penitence at her continued tears. Now he felt that 
no man could have the courage to leave a world which contained 
so beautiful a creature; and now he would have given forty min¬ 
utes of his last hour to have unsaid his cruel speech. 

Suddenly a hoarse and ragged peal of cockcrow rose to their ears 
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Shook them both out of their reflections P ’ 

"Alas can I do nothing to help you?” she said, looking up 
Madam, replied Denis, with a fine irrelevancy, ”if I have said 

arr ~ *<• -*• - ->l „ le s 


She thanked him with a tearful look. 

“I feel your position cruelly,” he went on. “The world has been 
bitter hard on you. Your uncle is a disgrace to mankind. Believe 
me, madam, there is no young gentleman in all France but would 
be glad of my opportunity, to die in doing you a momentary 


I know already that you can be very brave and generous,” she 
answered. “What I want to know is whether I can serve you—now 
or afterwards,” she added, with a quaver. 

“Most certainly,” he answered with a smile. “Let me sit beside 
you as if I were a friend, instead of a foolish intruder; try to forget 
how awkwardly we are placed to one another; make my last mo- 
men to go pleasantly; and you will do me the chief service possible.” 

“You are very gallant,” she added, with a yet deeper sadness . . . 

very gallant . . . and it somehow pains me. But draw nearer, if 
you please; and if you find anything to say to me, you will at least 
make certain of a very friendly listener. Ah! Monsieur de Beau¬ 
lieu,” she broke forth—“ah! Monsieur de Beaulieu, how can I 
look you in the face?” And she fell to weeping again with a re¬ 
newed effusion. 

“Madam,” said Denis, taking her hand in both of his, “reflect on 
the little time I have before me, and the great bitterness into which 
I am cast by the sight of your distress. Spare me, in my last mo¬ 
ments, the spectacle of what I cannot cure even with the sacrifice 
of my life.” 

“I am very selfish,” answered Blanche. “I will be braver. Mon¬ 
sieur de Beaulieu, for your sake. But think if I can do you no 
kindness in the future—if you have no friends to whom I could 
carry your adieux. Charge me as heavily as you can; every burthen 
will lighten, by so little, the invaluable gratitude I owe you. Put 
it in my power to do something more for you than weep.” 

“My mother is married again, and has a young family to care 
for. My brother Guichard will inherit my fiefs; and if I am not in 
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error, that will content him amply for my death. Life is a little 
vapour that passeth away, as we are told by those m lholy ordcts. 
When a man is in a fair way and sees all life open in front of him, 
he seems to himself to make a very important figure in the wo.Id. 
His horse whinnies to him; the trumpets blow and the girls look 
out of window as he rides into town before his company; he re¬ 
ceives many assurances of trust and regard—sometimes by express 
in a letter—sometimes face to face, with persons of great conse¬ 
quence falling on his neck. It is not wonderful if his head is turned 
for a time. But once he is dead, were he as brave as Hercules or 
as wise as Solomon, he is soon forgotten. It is not ten years since 
my father fell, with many other knights around him, in a very 
fierce encounter, and I do not think any one of them, nor so much 
as the name of the fight, is now remembered. No, no, madam, the 
nearer you come to it, you see that death is a dark and austy 
corner, where a man gets into his tomb and has the door shut auei 
him till the Judgment Day. I have few friends just now, and once 

I am dead I shall have none.” 

“Ah, Monsieur de Beaulieu!” she exclaimed, “you forget 
Blanche de Maletroit.” 

“You have a sweet nature, madam, and you are pleased to esti¬ 


mate a little service far beyond its worth. 

“It is not that,” she answered. “You mistake me if you think I 
am easily touched by my own concerns. I say so, because you are 
the noblest man I have ever met; because I recognise in you a 
spirit that would have made even a common person famous in the 

land.” 

“And yet here I die in a mousetrap—with no more noise about 

it than my own squeaking,” answered he. 

A look of pain crossed her face, and she was silent for a little 
while. Then a light came into her eyes, and with a smile she spoke 


again. 

“I cannot have my champion think meanly of himself. Any one 
who gives his life for another will be met in Paradise by all the 
heralds and angels of the Lord God. And you have no such cause 
to hang your head. For . . . pray, do you think me beautiful?” 
she asked, with a deep flush. 

“Indeed, madam, I do,” he said. 

“I am glad of that,” she answered heartily. “Do you think there 
are many men in France who have been asked in marriage by a 
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w a h U e‘ face^ a i?n~ With hCr ° Wn UpS ~ and wh ° ha ' e refused her 
i i lace. I know you men would half despise such a triumnh- 

bu behove me, we women know more of whft is precious "nZe' 

1C1C 1S " olhln g ‘bat should set a person higher in his own 
esteem, and we women would prize nothing more dearly.” 

thJ T !' e TZ ?°° d ’” he S3id; ‘' but V° u cannot make me forget 
that I was asked in pity and not for love.” h 

"1 am not so sure of that,” she replied, holding down her head. 

Hear me to an end. Monsieur de Beaulieu. I know how you must 
despise me; I feel you are right to do so; I am too poor a creature 
to occupy one thought of your mind, although, alas! you must die 
for me this morning. But when I asked you to marry me, indeed, 
and indeed, it was because I respected and admired you, and 
loved you with my whole soul, from the very moment that you 
took my part against my uncle. If you had seen yourself, and how 
noble you looked, you would pity rather than despise me. And 
now, she went on, hurriedly checking him with her hand, “al¬ 
though I have laid aside all reserve and told you so much, remem¬ 
ber that I know your sentiments towards me already. I would not, 
believe me, being nobly born, weary you with importunities into 
consent. I too have a pride of my own: and I declare before the 
holy mother of God, if you should now go back from your word 
already given, I would no more marry you than I would marry my 
uncle's groom.” 

Denis smiled a little bitterly. 

“It is a small love,” he said, “that shies at a little pride.” 

She made no answer, although she probably had her own 
thoughts. 

“Come hither to the window,” he said with a sigh. “Here is the 
dawn.” 


And indeed the dawn was already beginning. The hollow of the 
sky was full of essential daylight, colourless and clean; and the 
valley underneath was flooded with a grey reflection. A few thin 
vapours clung in the coves of the forest or lay along the winding 
course of the river. The scene disengaged a surprising effect of 
stillness, which was hardly interrupted when the cocks began once 
more to crow among the steadings. Perhaps the same fellow who 
had made so horrid a clangour in the darkness not half an hour 
before, now sent up the merriest cheer to greet the coming day. 
A little wind went bustling and eddying among the tree-tops un- 
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derneath the windows. And still the daylight ke P*.^"fnd cast 
sibly out of the east, which was soon to grow incandescent 

up that red-hot cannon-ball, the rising sun. , 

Denis looked out over all this with a bit of a shiver. He had 
taken her hand, and retained it in his almost unconsciously. 

“Has the day begun already?” she said; and then, illogically 
enough: “the night has been so long! Alas! what shall we say to 

my uncle when he returns?” . 

“What you will,” said Denis, and he pressed her fingers in his. 

She was silent. 

“Blanche,” he said, with a swift, uncertain, passionate utterance, 
“you have seen whether I fear death. You must know well enough 
that X would as gladly leap out of that window into the empty air 
as to lay a finger on you without your free and full consent. But 
if you care for me at all, do not let me lose my life m a misappre¬ 
hension; for I love you better than the whole world; and though 
I will die for you blithely, it would be like all the joys of Paradise 

to live on and spend my life in your service. 

As he stopped speaking, a bell began to ring loudly in the in¬ 
terior of the house; and a clatter of armour in the corridor showed 
that the retainers were returning to their post, and the two hours 

were at an end. 

“After all that you have heard?” she whispered, leaning towards 

him with her lips and eyes. 

“I have heard nothing,” he replied. 

“The captain’s name was Florimond de Champdivers,” she said 
in his ear. 

“I did not hear it,” he answered, taking her supple body in his 
arms, and covering her wet face with kisses. 

A melodious chirping was audible behind, followed by a beauti¬ 
ful chuckle, and the voice of Messire de Maletroit wished his new 
nephew a good-morning. 



A Lodging for the Night 
A STORY OF FRANCIS VILLON 



T T WAS LATE IN NOVEMBER, 1456. THE SNOW FELL OVER PARIS WITH 

X rigorous, relentless persistence; sometimes the wind made a 
sally and scattered it in flying vortices; sometimes there was a lull, 
and flake after flake descended out of the black night air, silent, 
ciicuitous, interminable. To poor people, looking up under moist 
eyebrows, it seemed a wonder where it all came from. Master 
Francis Villon had propounded an alternative that afternoon, at 
a tavern window: was it only Pagan Jupiter plucking geese upon 
Olympus? or were the holy angels moulting? He was only a poor 
Master of Arts, he went on; and as the question somewhat touched 
upon divinity, he durst not venture to conclude. A silly old priest 
from Montargis, who was among the company, treated the young 
rascal to a bottle of wine in honour of the jest and grimaces with 
which it was accompanied, and swore on his own white beard that 
he had been just such another irreverent dog when he was Villon’s 
age. 

The air was raw and pointed, but not far below freezing; and 
the flakes were large, damp, and adhesive. The whole city was 
sheeted up. An army might have marched from end to end and 
not a foot fall given the alarm. If there were any belated birds in 
heaven, they saw the island like a large white patch, and the 
bridges like slim white spars, on the black ground of the river. 
High up overhead the snow settled among the tracery of the 
cathedral towers. Many a niche was drifted full; many a statue 
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wore a long white bonnet on its grotesque or sainted head. The 
gargoyles had been transformed into great false noses, t looping 
towards the point. The crockets were like upright pillows swo en 
on one side. In the intervals of the wind, there was a dull sound 

of dripping about the precincts of the church. 

The cemetery of St. John had taken its own share of the snow. 
All the graves were decently covered; tall white housetops stoot 
around in grave array; worthy burghers were long ago in bed, bc- 
nightcapped like their domiciles; there was no light in all the 
neigbourhood but a little peep from a lamp that hung swinging 
in the church choir, and tossed the shadows to and fro in time to 
its oscillations. The clock was hard on ten when the patrol went 
by with halberds and a lantern, beating their hands; and they saw 

nothing suspicious about the cemetery of St. John. 

Yet there was a small house, backed up against the cemetery 
wall, which was still awake, and awake to evil purpose, in that 
snoring district. There was not much to betray it from without; 
only a stream of warm vapour from the chimney-top, a patch 
where the snow melted on the roof, and a few half-obliterated foot¬ 
prints at the door. But within, behind the shuttered windows, 
Master Francis Villon the poet, and some of the thievish crew with 
whom he consorted, were keeping the night alive and passing 

round the bottle. 

A great pile of living embers diffused a strong and ruddy glow 
from the arched chimney. Before this straddled Dom Nicolas, the 
Picardy monk, with his skirts picked up and his fat legs bared to 
the comfortable warmth. His dilated shadow cut the room in half, 
and the firelight only escaped on either side of his broad person, 
and in a little pool between his outspread feet. His face had the 
beery, bruised appearance of the continual drinker’s; it was cov¬ 
ered with a network of congested veins, purple in ordinary cir¬ 
cumstances, but now pale violet, for even with his back to the fire 
the cold pinched him on the other side. His cowl had half fallen 
back, and made a strange excrescence on either side of his bull 
neck. So he straddled, grumbling, and cut the room in half with the 
shadow of his portly frame. 

On the right, Villon and Guy Tabary were huddled together 
over a scrap of parchment; Villon making a ballade which he was 
to call the “Ballade of Roast Fish,” and Tabary spluttering ad¬ 
miration at his shoulder. The poet was a rag of a man, dark, little. 
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and lean, with hollow cheeks and thin black locks. He carried his 
our-and-twenty years with feverish animation. Greed had made 
folds about Ins eyes, evil smiles had puckered his mouth. The wolf 
and p.g struggled together in his face. It was an eloquent, sharp, 
ugl) earthly countenance. His hands were small and prehensile 
with fingers knotted like a cord; and they were continually flicker¬ 
ing in front of him in violent and expressive pantomime. As for 
Tabary, a broad, complacent, admiring imbecility breathed from 
his squash nose and slobbering lips; he had become a thief, just 
as he might have become the most decent of burgesses, by the 

impel ious chance that rules the lives of human geese and human 
donkeys. 


At the monk s other hand, Montigny and Thevenin Pensete 
played a game of chance. About the first there clung some flavour 
of good birth and training, as about a fallen angel; something 
long, lithe, and courtly in the person; something acquiline and 
darkling in the face. Thevenin, poor soul, was in great feather: he 
had done a good stroke of knavery that afternoon in the Faubourg 
St. Jacques, and all night he had been gaining from Montigny. 
A flat smile illuminated his face; his bald head shone rosily in a 
garland of red curls; his little protuberant stomach shook with 
silent chucklings as he swept in his gains. 

“Doubles or quits?” said Thevenin. 

Montigny nodded grimly. 

“Some may prefer to dine in state/’ wrote Villon, ,e On bread and 
cheese on silver plate. Or, or—help me out, Guido!" 

Tabary giggled. 

“Or parsley on a golden dish,” scribbled the poet. 

•The wind was freshening without; it drove the snow before it, 
and sometimes raised its voice in a victorious whoop, and made 
sepulchral grumblings in the chimney. The cold was growing 
sharper as the night went on. Villon, protruding his lips, imitated 
the gust with something between a whistle and a groan. It was an 
eerie, uncomfortable talent of the poet’s, much detested by the 
Picardy monk. 

“Can't you hear it rattle in the gibbet?" said Villon. “They are 
all dancing the devil’s jig on nothing, up there. You may dance, 
my gallants, you’ll be none the warmer! Whew, what a gust! Down 
went somebody just now! A medlar the fewer on the three-legged 
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medlar-tree!—I say, Dorn Nicolas, it’ll be cold to-night on the St. 

Denis Road?” he asked. rhnkr 

Dorn Nicolas winked both his big eyes, and seemed to choke 

upon his Adam’s apple. Montfaucon, the great grisly Paris gi ■ 

stood hard by the St. Denis Road, and the pleasantry touched him 

on the raw. As for Tabary, he laughed immoderately over the 

medlars; he had never heard anything more light-hearted, and h 

held his sides and crowed. Villon fetched him a fillip on the nose, 

which turned his mirth into an attack of coughing. „ 

“Oh, stop that row,” said Villon, “and think of rhymes to fish. 

“Doubles or quits,” said Montigny doggedly. 

“With all my heart,” quoth Thevenin. 

“Is there any more in that bottle?” asked the monk. 

“Open another,” said Villon. “How do you ever hope to fill that 
big hogshead, your body, with little things like bottles? And how 
do vou expect to get to heaven? How many angels, do you fancy, 
can be spared to carry up a single monk from Picardy? Or do you 
think yourself another Elias—and they'll send the coach for you? 
“Hominibus impossible " replied the monk as he filled his glass. 

Tabary was in ecstasies. 

Villon filliped his nose again. 

“Laugh at my jokes, if you like,” he said. 

“It was very good,” objected Tabary. 

Villon made a face at him. “Think of rhymes to ‘fish,’ ” he said. 
“What have you to do with Latin? You'll wish you knew none of it 
at the great assizes, when the devil calls for Guido Tabary, clericus 
—the devil with the hump-back and red-hot finger-nails. Talking 
of the devil,” he added in a whisper, “look at Montigny!” 

All three peered covertly at the gamester. He did not seem to be 
enjoying his luck. His mouth was a little to a side; one nostril 
nearly shut, and the other much inflated. The black dog was on 
his back, as people say, in terrifying nursery metaphor; and he 

breathed hard under the gruesome burthen. 

“He looks as if he could knife him,” whispered Tabary, with 


round eyes. 

The monk shuddered, and turned his face and spread his open 
hands to the red embers. It was the cold that thus affected Dom 
Nicolas, and not any excess of moral sensibility. 

“Come now,” said Villon—“about this ballade. How does it run 
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so far?" And beating time with his hand, he read it aloud to 
1 abary. 

They were interrupted at the fourth rhyme by a brief and fatal 
movement among the gamesters. The round was completed, and 
I hevenin was just opening his mouth to claim another victory, 
when Montigny leaped up, swift as an adder, and stabbed him to 
the heart. The blow took effect before he had time to utter a cry, 
before he had time to move. A tremor or two convulsed his frame; 
his hands opened and shut, his heels rattled on the floor; then his 
head rolled backward over one shoulder with the eyes wide open; 
and Thevenin Pensete’s spirit had returned to Him who made it. 


Every one sprang to his feet; but the business was over in two 
twos. The four living fellows looked at each other in rather a 
ghastly fashion; the dead man contemplating a corner of the roof 
with a singular and ugly leer. 

“My God!” said Tabary; and he began to pray in Latin. 

Villon broke out into hysterical laughter. He came a step for¬ 
ward and ducked a ridiculous bow at Thevenin, and laughed still 
louder. Then he sat down suddenly, all of a heap, upon a stool, 
and continued laughing bitterly, as though he would shake himself 
to pieces. 

Montigny recovered his composure first. 

“Let’s see what he has about him,” he remarked, and he picked 
the dead man’s pockets with a practised hand, and divided the 
money into four equal portions on the table. “There’s for you,” 
he said. 

The monk received his share with a deep sigh, and a single 
stealthy glance at the dead Thevenin, who was beginning to sink 
into himself and topple sideways off the chair. 

“Were all in for it,” cried Villon, swallowing his mirth. “It’s a 
hanging job for every man jack of us that’s here—not to speak of 
those who aren’t.” He made a shocking gesture in the air with his 


raised right hand, and put out his tongue and threw his head on 
one side, so as to counterfeit the appearance of one who has been 
hanged. Then he pocketed his share of the spoil, and executed a 
shuffle with his feet as if to restore the circulation. 

Tabary was the last to help himself; he made a dash at the 
money, and retired to the odier end of the apartment. 

Montigny stuck Thevenin upright in the chair, and drew out the 

dagger, which was followed by a jet of blood. 
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“You fellows had better be moving,” he said, as he wipe 

blade on his victim’s doublet. „ n hi £al 

“I think we had,” returned Villon, with a gulp. Damn his 1 

head!” he broke out. “It sticks in my throat ' lke P hl ^- W 
rieht has a man to have red hair when he is dead? And he tell 
all of a heap again upon the stool, and fairly covered his face w ' 

b" MiinUgny and Dorn Nicolas laughed aloud, even Tabary feebly 
chiming in. 

“Cry baby,” said the monk. . 

“I always said he was a woman,” added Montigny, wit a sneer. 

“Sit up, can’t you?” he went on, giving another shake to the mur¬ 
dered body. “Tread out that fire, Nick!” ...... 

But Nick was better employed; he was quietly taking 
purse, as the poet sat, limp and trembling, on the stool where he 
had been making a ballade not three minutes before. Montigny 
and Tabary dumbly demanded a share of the booty, which the 
monk silently promised as he passed the little bag into the bosom 
of his gown. In many ways an artistic nature unfits a man for 

practical existence. 

No sooner had the theft been accomplised than Villon shook 
himself, jumped to his feet, and began helping to scatter and ex¬ 
tinguish the embers. Meanwhile Montigny opened the door and 
cautiously peered into the street. The coast was clear; there was no 
meddlesome patrol in sight. Still it was judged wiser to slip out 
severally; and as Villon was himself in a hurry to escape from the 
neighbourhood of the dead Thevenin, and the rest were in a still 
greater hurry to get rid of him before he should discover the loss 
of his money, he was the first by general consent to issue forth into 


the street. 

The wind had triumphed and swept all the clouds from heaven. 
Only a few vapours, as thin as moonlight, fleeted rapidly across the 
stars. It was bitter cold; and by a common optical effect, things 
seemed almost more definite than in the broadest daylight. The 
sleeping city was absolutely still; a company of white hoods, a 
field full of little alps, below the twinkling stars. Villon cursed his 
fortune. Would it were still snowingl Now, wherever he went, he 
left an indelible trail behind him on the glittering streets; wherever 
he went he was still tethered to the house by the cemetery of St. 
John; wherever he went he must weave, with his own plodding 
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feet, the rope that bound him to the crime and would bind him to 

the gallows. The leer of the dead man came back to him with a new 

significance. He snapped his fingers as if to pluck up his own spirits, 

and choosing a street at random, stepped boldly forward in the 
snow. 

Two things preoccupied him as he went: the aspect of the 
gallows at Montfaucon in this bright, windy phase of the night’s 
existence, for one; and for another, the look of the dead man with 
his bald head and garland of red curls. Both struck cold upon his 
heart, and he kept quickening his pace as if he could escape from 
unpleasant thoughts by mere fleetness of foot. Sometimes he looked 
back over his shoulder with a sudden nervous jerk; but he was 
the only moving thing in the white streets, except when the wind 
swooped round a corner and threw up the snow, which was begin¬ 
ning to freeze, in spouts of glittering dust. 

Suddenly he saw, a long way before him, a black clump and a 
couple of lanterns. The clump was in motion, and the lanterns 
swung as though carried by men walking. It was a patrol. And 
though it was merely crossing his line of march he judged it wiser 
to get out of eyeshot as speedily as he could. He was not in the 
humour to be challenged, and he was conscious of making a very 
conspicuous mark upon the snow. Just on his left hand there stood 
a great hotel, with some turrets and a large porch before the door; 
it was half ruinous, he remembered, and had long stood empty; 
and so he made three steps of it, and jumped into the shelter of the 
porch. It was pretty dark inside, after the glimmer of the snowy 
streets, and he was groping forward with outspread hands, when 
he stumbled over some substance which offered an indescribable 
mixture of resistances, hard and soft, firm and loose. His heart gave 
a leap and he sprang two steps back and stared dreadfully at the 
obstacle. Then he gave a little laugh of relief. It w f as only a woman, 
and she dead. He knelt beside her to make sure upon this latter 
point. She w T as freezing cold, and rigid like a stick. A little ragged 
finery fluttered in the wind about her hair, and her cheeks had been 
heavily rouged that same afternoon. Her pockets were quite empty; 
but in her stocking, underneath the garter, Villon found two of the 
small coins that went by the name of whites. It was little enough; 
but it was always something; and the poet was moved with a deep 
sense of pathos that she should have died before she had spent her 
money. That seemed to him a dark and pitiable mystery; and he 
looked from the coins in his hand to the dead woman, and back 



A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT _ 707 

again to the coins, shaking his head over the riddle of man s hfe. 
Henry V. of England, dying at Vincennes just after he had co 
auered France, and this poor jade cut off by a cold draught in a 

great man's doorway, before she had time to ^P enc j he ^°"P le ° 
whites—it seemed a cruel way to carry on the world Two whites 
would have taken such a little while to squander; and yet it would 
have been one more good taste in the mouth one more smack o 
the lips, before the devil got the soul, and the body was left to b, 
and vermin. He would like to use all his tallow before the light was 


blown out and the lantern broken. . _ , 

While these thoughts were passing through his mind, he was 

feeling, half mechanically, for his purse. Suddenly is eart 
stopped beating; a feeling of cold scales passed up the back of his 
legs and a cold blow seemed to fall upon his scalp. He stood 
petrified for a moment; then he felt again with one feverish move¬ 
ment; and then his loss burst upon him, and he was covered at 
once with perspiration. To spendthrifts money is so living and ac- 

tua l_it is such a thin veil between them and their pleasures. 

There is only one limit to their fortune—that of time; and a 
spendthrift with only a few crowns is the Emperor of Rome until 
they are spent. For such a person to lose his money is to suffer the 
most shocking reverse, and fall from heaven to hell, from all to 
nothing, in a breath. And all the more if he has put his head in the 
halter for it; if he may be hanged to-morrow for that same purse, 
so dearly earned, so foolishly departed! Villon stood and cursed; 
he threw the two whites into the street; he shook his fist at heaven; 
he stamped, and was not horrified to find himself trampling the 
poor corpse. Then he began rapidly to retrace his steps towards 
the house beside the cemetery. He had forgotten all fear of the 
patrol, which was long gone by at any rate, and had no idea but 
that of his lost purse. It was in vain that he looked right and left 
upon the snow: nothing was to be seen. He had not dropped it 
in the streets. Had it fallen in the house? He would have liked 
dearly to go in and see; but the idea of the grisly occupant un¬ 
manned him. And he saw besides, as he drew near, that their 
efforts to put out the fire had been unsuccessful; on the contrary, 
it had broken into a blaze, and a changeful light played in the 
chinks of door and window, and revived his terror for the author¬ 
ities and Paris gibbet. 

He returned to the hotel with the porch, and groped about upon 
the snow for the money he had thrown away in iiis childish pas- 
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Sion. But he could only find one white; the other had probably 
Sliuck Sideways and sunk deeply in. With a single white in his 
pocket all Ins projects for a rousing night in some wild tavern 
vanished utterly away. And it was not only pleasure that fled laugh¬ 
ing from his grasp; positive discomfort, positive pain, attacked him 
as he stood ruefully before the porch. His perspiration had dried 
upon him; and although the wind had now fallen, a binding frost 
was setting in stronger with every hour, and he felt benumbed 
and sick at heart. What was to be done? Late as was the hour, im¬ 
probable as was success, he would try the house of his adopted 
father, the chaplain of St. Benoit. 

He ran there all the way, and knocked timidly. There was no 
answer. He knocked again and again, taking heart with every 
stroke; and at last steps were heard approaching from within. A 
barred wicket fell open in the iron-studded door, and emitted a 
gush of yellow light. 

“Hold up your face to the wicket,” said the chaplain from 
within. 

I 

“It s only me,” whimpered Villon. 

“Oh, it’s only you, is it?” returned the chaplain; and he cursed 
him with foul unpriestly oaths for disturbing him at such an hour, 
and bade him be off to hell, where he came from. 

“My hands are blue to the WTist,” pleaded Villon; “my feet are 
dead and full of twinges; my nose aches with the sharp air; the 
cold lies at my heart. I may be dead before morning. Only this 
once, father, and before God, I will never ask again!” 

“You should have come earlier,” said the ecclesiastic coolly. 
“Young men require a lesson now and then.” He shut the wicket 
and retired deliberately into the interior of the house. 

Villon was beside himself; he beat upon the door with his hands 
and feet, and shouted hoarsely after the chaplain. 

“Wormy old fox!” he cried, “If I had my hand under your twist, 
I would send you flying headlong into the bottomless pit.” 

A door shut in the interior, faintly audible to the poet down 
long passages. He passed his hand over his mouth with an oath. 
And then the humour of the situation struck him, and he laughed 
and looked lightly up to heaven, where the stars seemed to be 
winking over his discomfiture. 

What was to be done? It looked very like a night in the frosty 
streets. The idea of the dead woman popped into his imagination. 
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and gave him a hearty fright; what had happened to her in the 
earWnight might very well well happen to him before moi rung 
A nd Y he so young! and with such immense possibilities of disorderly 

“.»««; ^ him! He .el, 

his own fate, as if it had been some one else s, and made a li t 
imaginative vignette of the scene in the morning when they should 

fil He h passed 7 all his chances under review, turning the white be¬ 
tween his thumb and forefinger. Unfortunately he was on bad 
terms with some old friends who would once have taken pity °n 
him in such a plight. He had lampooned them in verses; he had 
beaten and cheated them; and yet now, when he was in so close a 
pinch, he thought there was at least one who might perhaps relent 
It was a chance. It was worthy trying at least, and he would go and 


On the way, two little accidents happened to him which col¬ 
oured his musings in a very different manner. For, first, he fell in 
with the track of a patrol, and walked in it for some hundred 
yards, although it lay out of his direction. And this spirited him 
up; at least he had confused his trail; for he was still possessed with 
the idea of people tracking him all about Pans over the snow, and 
collaring him next morning before he was awake. The other mat¬ 
ter affected him quite differently. He passed a street corner, where, 
not so long before, a woman and her child had been devoured by 
wolves. This was just the kind of weather, he reflected, when 
wolves might take it into their heads to enter Paris again; and a 
lone man in these deserted streets would run the chance of some¬ 
thing worse than a mere scare. He stopped and looked upon the 
place with an unpleasant interest—it was a centre where several 
lanes intersected each other; and he looked down them all, one 
after another, and held his breath to listen, lest he should detect 
some galloping black things on the snow or hear the sound of 
howling between him and the river. He remembered his mother 
telling him the story and pointing out the spot, while he was yet 
a child. His mother! If he only knew where she lived, he might 
make sure at least of shelter. He determined he would inquire 
upon the morrow; nay, he would go and see her too, poor old girl! 
So thinking, he arrived at his destination—his last hope for the 
night. 

The house was quite dark, like its neighbours; and yet after 



'■'0 A LODGING FOR the night 

a few taps, he heard a movement overhead a 

a cautious voice asking who was there The °P er y n g> *nd 

in a loud whisper and waited • I T C P ° et named himself 

result Nor had he d ’ T WUhout some trepidation, the 

and a , , lon * A window was suddenly opened 

h d ", ° * ° PS SplaSh£d d °"’ n U P°" the doorstep. Villon 

had not been unprepared for something of the sort, and had nut 

himself as much in shelter as the nature of the porch admitted 

but for all that, he was deplorably drenched below the waist His 

hose began to freeze almost at once. Death from cold and exposure 

enev ind I” , h . e lcmeraber ed he was of phthisical tend- 

C1C), and began coughing tentatively. But the gravity of the 

danger steadied his nerves. He stopped a few hundred yards from 
the dooi where he had been so rudely used, and reflected with his 
mger to lus nose. He could only see one way of getting a lodging 
and that was to take it. He had noticed a house not far away! 
w lich looked as if it might be easily broken into, and thither he 
betook himself promptly, entertaining himself on the way with the 
idea of a room still hot, with a table still loaded with the remains 
of supper, where he might pass the rest of the black hours and 
whence he should issue, on the morrow, with an armful of valuable 
plate. He even considered on what viands and what wines he 
should prefer; and as he was calling the roll of his favourite 
dainties, roast fish presented itself to his mind with an odd mix¬ 
ture of amusement and horror. 

“I shall never finish that ballade,” he thought to himself; and 
then, with another shudder at the recollection, “Oh, damn his fat 
headl” he repeated fervently, and spat upon the snow. 

The house in question looked dark at first sight; but as Villon 
made a preliminary inspection in search of the handiest point of 
attack, a little twinkle of light caught his eye from behind a 
curtained window. 

“The devill” he thought. “People awake! Some student or some 
saint, confound the crew! Can’t they get drunk and lie in bed 
snoring like their neighbours? What’s the good of curfew, and poor 
devils of bell-ringers jumping at a rope’s end in bell-towers? What’s 
the use of day, if people sit up all night? The gripes to them!” He 
grinned as he saw where his logic was leading him. “Every man 
to his business, after all,” added he, “and if they're awake, by the 
Lord, I may come by a supper honestly for once, and cheat the 
devil ” 
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He went boldly to the door and knocked with an assured hand 
On both previous occasions, he had knocked tuoully and un 
some dread of attracting notice; but now when hehadjust d- 

carded the thought of a burglarious entry, * „ £ 

seemed a mighty simple and innocent proceeding. The sound 

his blows echoed through the house with thin, P ^ n | as ™ a 
verberations, as though it were quite empty, but these had 
scarcely died away before a measured tread drew near^ a couple 
of bolts were withdrawn, and one wing was opened broad y, 
thouoh no guile or fear of guile were known to those within. A 
tall figure of a man, muscular and spare, but a little bent, con 
fronted Villon. The head was massive in bulk, but finely scu p 
tured; the nose blunt at the bottom, but refining upward to where 
it joined a pair of strong and honest eyebrows; the mouth ant 
eyes surrounded with delicate markings, and the whole face based 
upon a thick white beard, boldly and squarely trimmed Seen as it 
was by the light of a flickering hand-lamp, it looked perhaps 
nobler than it had a right to do; but it was a fine face, honourable 

rather than intelligent, strong, simple, and righteous. 

“You knock late, sir,” said the old man in resonant, courteous 


tones. , . . 

Villon cringed and brought up many servile words of apology; at 

a crisis of this sort the beggar was uppermost in him, and the man 

of genius hid his head with confusion. 

“You are cold,” repeated the old man, “and hungry? Well, step 
in.” And he ordered him into the house with a noble enough 

gesture. # . 

“Some great seigneur,” thought Villon, as his host, setting down 

the lamp on the flagged pavement of the entry, shot the bolts 
once more into their places. 

“You will pardon me if I go in front,” he said, when this was 
done; and he preceded the poet up-stairs into a large apartment, 
warmed with a pan of charcoal and lit by a great lamp hanging 
from the roof. It was very bare of furniture; only some gold plate 
on a sideboard; some folios; and a stand of armour between the 
windows. Some smart tapestry hung upon the walls, representing 
the crucifixion of our Lord in one piece, and in another a scene of 
shepherds and shepherdesses by a running stream. Over the 
chimney was a shield of arms. 

“Will you seat yourself,” said the old man, “and forgive me if 
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leave you? I am alone in my house to-night and if 
eat I must forage for you myself/’ S Y ° U are l ° 

Ongons m h.s hand, opened all the folios, and .nvest la ed the 

amts upon the shield, and the stuff with which the sLls were 

hned. He raised the window curtains, and saw that the windows 

were set with rich stained glass in figures, so far as he could see of 

mai tial import Then he stood in the middle of the room, drew a 

long breath, and retaining it with puffed cheeks, looked round and 

round him, turning on his heels, as if to impress every feature 
or the apartment on his memory. 

“Seven pieces of plate/’ he said. “If there had been ten, I would 

have risked it. A fine house, and a fine old master, so help me all 
the saints!” 


And just then, hearing the old man’s tread returning along the 
conidor, he stole back to his chair, and began humbly toasting 
his wet legs before the charcoal pan. 

His entertainer had a plate of meat in one hand and a jug of 
wine in the other. He set down the plate upon the table, motion¬ 
ing Villon to draw in his chair, and going to the sideboard, 
brought back two goblets which he filled. 

“I drink your better fortune,” he said gravely touching Villon’s 
cup with his own. 

1 “To our better acquaintance,” said the poet, growing bold. A 
mere man of the people would have been awed by the courtesy of 
the old seigneur, but Villon was hardened in that matter; he had 
made mirth for great lords before now, and found them as black 
rascals as himself. And so he devoted himself to the viands with a 
ravenous gusto, while the old man, leaning backward, watched 
him with steady, curious eyes. 

“You have blood on your shoulder, my man,” he said. 

Montigny must have laid his wet right hand upon him as he left 
the house. He cursed Montigny in his heart. 

“It was none of my shedding,” he stammered. 

“I had not supposed so,” returned his host quietly. “A brawl?” 

“Well, something of that sort,” Villon admitted with a quaver. 

“Perhaps a fellow murdered?” 

“Ohi no, not murdered,” said the poet, more and more con- 
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fused. “It was all fair play-murdered by accident. I had no han 
in it, God strike me dead!” he added ervemly. ^ o£ the 

“One rogue the fewer, I dare say, 

house * , at » qcrreed Villon, infinitely relieved. 

“You may dare to say that, agree Terusalem. He 

“As big a rogue as there is between here J 

Si rS ~n. "I h... followed the - 1- 

im vflTon laid down his knife and fork, which he had just taken up 


a gain. 

“Were any of them bald?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes, and with hair as white as mine. m vnl 

“T don’t think I should mind the white so much, said Villon. 

“His was red.” And he had a return of his shuddlering and tend¬ 
ency to laughter, which he drowned with a great draught of wine. 
•Tm a little put out when I think of it,” he went on. I knew 
him—damn him! And then the cold gives a man fancies—or the 

fancies give a man cold, I don’t know which. 

“Have you any money?” asked the old man. 

“I have one white,” returned the poet, laughing. I got it out 
of a dead jade’s stocking in a porch. She was as deadas Caesar, poor 
wench, and as cold as a church, with bits of ribbon sticking m 
her hair. This is a hard world in winter for wolves and wenches 


and poor rogues like me.” 

“I,” said the old man, “am Enguerrand de la Feuillde, seipieur 

de Brisetout, bailly du Patatrac. Who and what may you be? 

Villon rose and made a suitable reverence. “I am called Francis 
Villon ’’ he said, “a poor Master of Arts of this university. I know 
some Latin, and a deal of vice. I can make chansons, ballades, lais, 
virelais, and roundels, and I am very fond of wine. I was bom in 
a garret, and I shall not improbably die upon the gallows. I may 
add, my lord, that from this night forward I am your lordship s 

very obsequious servant to command. 

“No servant of mine,” said the knight; ‘‘my guest for this eve¬ 


ning, and no more.” 

“A very grateful guest,” said Villon politely, and he drank in 
dumb show to his entertainer. 
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cr^duwd 5 you hav b ^ San ^ ° M man ' Uppin S his forehead, 
> 1 c "d> )ou have learning; you are a clerk; and yet you take 

a ni ° ney °“ 3 dCad ~ in ** str/et. Is it not 

;'It is a kind of theft much practised in the wars, my lord.” 

proudlv ■'Ther are ^ ° £ h ° nOUr ’” returned the old man 

P f i • i , a man P ays hls llfe u P on the cast; he fights in the 
name of hl? ord the king, his Lord God, and all their ? lordship! 
the holy saints and angels.” F 

Put it,” said Villon, ”that I were really a thief, should I not 
play my life also, and against heavier odds?” 


For gain but not for honour.” 

“Gain?” repeated Villon with a shrug. “Gain! The poor fellow 
wants supper, and takes it. So does the soldier in a campaign. 
Why, what are all these requisitions we hear so much about? If 
they are not gain to those who take them, they are loss enough to 
the others. The men-at-arms drink by a good fire, while the burgher 
bites his nails to buy them wine and wood. I have seen a good 
many ploughmen swinging on trees about the country; ay, I have 
seen thirty on one elm, and a very poor figure they made; and 
when I asked some one how all these came to be hanged, I was 
told it was because they could not scrape together enough crowns 
to satisfy the men-at-arms." 

“These things are a necessity of war, which the low-born must 
endure with constancy. It is true that some captains drive over- 
hard; there are spirits in every rank not easily moved by pity; and 
indeed many follow arms who are no better than brigands.” 

“You see,” said the poet, “you cannot separate the soldier from 
the brigand; and what is a thief but an isolated brigand with 
circumspect manners? I steal a couple of mutton chops, without 
so much as disturbing people’s sleep; the farmer grumbles a bit, 
but sups none the less wholesomely on what remains. You come 
up blowing gloriously on a trumpet, take away the whole sheep, 
and beat the farmer pitifully into the bargain. I have no trumpet; 

I am only Tom, Dick, or Harry; I am a rogue and a dog, and hang¬ 
ing’s too good for me—with all my heart; but just ask the farmer 
which of us he prefers, just find out which of us he lies awake to 
curse on cold nights.” 

“Look at us two,” said his lordship. “I am old, strong, and hon- 
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cured. If I were turned from my house to-morrow, hundreds J°" he 
be proud to shelter me. Poor people would go out a p 
nlh in the streets with their children, if I merely hinted that I 
SecTto be alone. And I find you up wandering homeless, and 

picking farthings off dead women by the wayside, 
and nothing; I have seen you tremble and lose countenance at a 
word. I wait God’s summons contentedly in -y own house o if 
it olease the king to call me out again, upon the field of batt . 
You l“k to, (hi gallows; a ™ S h. .«il« (l.a.b, wi.hou. bop. « 
honour. Is there no difference between these two? 

“As far as to the moon," Villon acquiesced. But if It had.be 

born lord of Brisetout, and you had been the poo scholar 
Francis, would the difference have been any the less? Should n 
I have been warming my knees at this charcoal pan ^nd would 
not you have been groping for farthings in the snow? Should n 

I have been the soldier, and you the thief?” 

“A thief?” cried the old man. “I a thiefl If you understood your 

words, you would repent them. . . . . . 

Villon turned out his hands with a gesture of inimitable impu¬ 
dence. “If your lordship had done me the honour to follow my 

argument!” he said. „ 

“I do you too much honour in submitting to your presence, 

said the knight. “Learn to curb your tongue when you speak with 
old and honourable men, or some one hastier than I may reprove 
you in a sharper fashion.” And he rose and paced the lower end of 
the apartment, struggling with anger and antipathy. Villon sur¬ 
reptitiously refilled his cup, and settled himself more comfortably 
in the chair, crossing his knees and leaning his head upon one 
hand and the elbow against the back of the chair. He was now 
replete and warm; and he was in nowise frightened for his host, 
having gauged him as justly as was possible between two such 
different characters. The night was far spent, and in a very com¬ 
fortable fashion after all; and he felt morally certain of a safe de¬ 


parture on the morrow. 

“Tell me one thing,” said the old man, pausing in his walk. “Are 
you really a thief?” 

“I claim the sacred rights of hospitality,” returned the poet. “My 
lord, I am.” 

“You are very young,” the knight continued. 
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<nJJsX C \TJ ha T T" 50 ° ,d ” replied Villon - showing his 

gcis. if I had not helped myself with these ten talents Thev 

ia '5, bcCn my nursin S mothers and my nursing fathers.” Y 

iou may still repent and change.” 

I repent daily." said the poet. “There are few people more 
f , el1 repentance than poor Francis. As for change, fet some¬ 
body change my circumstances. A man must continue to eat if 
it were only that he may continue to repent.” 

"1 he change must begin in the heart," returned the old man 
solemnly. 

"My dcar lord ’” answered Villon, “do you really fancy that I 
steal for pleasure? I hate stealing, like any other piece of work 
of danger. My teeth chatter when I see a gallows. But I must 
eat, I must drink, I must mix in society of some sort. What the 
devil! Man is not a solitary animal— Cui Deus feeminam tradit. 
Make me king’s pantler—make me abbot of St. Denis; make me 
baiHy of the Patatrac; and then I shall be changed indeed. But 
as long as you leave me the poor scholar Francis Villon, without a 
farthing, why, of course, I remain the same.” 

“The grace of God is all-powerful.” 

“I should be a heretic to question it,” said Francis. “It has made 
you lord of Brisetout and badly of the Patatrac; it has given me 
nothing but the quick wits under my hat and these ten toes upon 
my hands. May I help myself to wine? I thank you respectfully. By 
God’s grace, you have a very superior vintage.” 

The lord of Brisetout walked to and fro with his hands behind 
his back. Perhaps he was not yet quite settled in his mind about 
the parallel between thieves and soldiers; perhaps Villon had in¬ 
terested him by some cross-thread of sympathy; perhaps his wits 
were simply muddled by so much unfamiliar reasoning; but what¬ 
ever the cause, he somehow yearned to convert the young man to a 
belter way of thinking, and could not make up his mind to drive 
him forth again into the street. 

“There is something more than I can understand in this,” he 
said at length. “Your mouth is full of subtleties, and the devil 
has led you very far astray; but the devil is only a very weak spirit 
before God’s truth, and all his subcleties vanish at a word of true 
honour, like darkness at morning. Listen to me once more. I 
learned long ago that a gentleman should live chivalrously and 
lovingly to God, and the king, and his lady; and though I have 
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bufin every man's heart, if he will take care to read. You^speak^ 
food and wine, and I know very well that hunger is a 1 
to endure; but you do not speak of other wants; you.say^ g 

honour, of faith to God and other men, of courtesy, of 1°- with 

-— 

a great error in life. You are attending to the little wants, an y 
have totally forgotten the great and only real ones like a man 

who should be doctoring toothache on the Judgme 
such things as honour and love and faith are not only nobler than 
food and drink, but indeed I think we desire them more, and suff 
more sharply for their absence. X speak to you as I think you w 
most easily understand me. Are you not, while careful to fil your 
belly, disregarding another appetite in your heart, which spoils the 
pleasure of your life and keeps you continually wretched? 

Villon was sensibly nettled under all this sermonising You 
think I have no sense of honour!” he cried. “I'm poor enough God 
knows! It's hard to see rich people with their gloves, and you 
blowing in your hands. An empty belly is a bitter thing, although 
you speak so lightly of it. If you had had as many as I, perhaps you 
would change your tune. Anyway I’m a thief—make the most o 
that—but I’m not a devil from hell, God strike me dead. I would 
have you to know I’ve an honour of my own, as good as yours, 
though I don’t prate about it all day long, as if it was a God s 
miracle to have any. It seems quite natural to me; I keep it in its 
box till it’s wanted. Why now, look you here, how long have I 
been in this room with you? Did you not tell me you were alone in 
the house? Look at your gold plate! You’re strong, if you like, 
but you’re old and unarmed, and I have my knife. What did I 
want but a jerk of the elbow and here would have been you with 
the cold steel in your bowels, and there would have been me, link¬ 
ing in the streets, with an armful of golden cups! Did you suppose 
I hadn’t wit enough to see that? And I scorned the action. There 
are your damned goblets, as safe as in a church, there are you, 
with your heart ticking as good as new; and here am I, ready to 
go out again as poor as I came in, with my one white that you 
threw in my teeth! And you think I have no sense of honour— 
God strike me dead!” 
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The old man stretched out his rieht arm “t -n „ 
you are,” he said. “You are a roml 1 WlU . tc11 yoU what 

black-hearted rogue and , ’ y man ’ an impudent and 

you. 0h , believe^me I Li ™ T.V P *“ d “ h <>” 

*»« «™nb n,y“b,e hiiTw , f nd V °" ““ 

% - £-*•*« 

Lad vith h T ,ntCl,Igem ''’ he Went on, knocking on h 

head wnh his knuckles. "Agel agel the brains stiff and rheumatic ” 

J he ° ld preceded him from a point of self-respect. Villon 
followed, whistling, with his thumbs in his girdle 

iy° d P‘ ty y ° U> ” Said the lord of Brisetout at the door. 

for ?h M 6 ’ PaPa, ”.f etUrned Vill ° n With a y»W. "Many thanks 
ior the cold mutton. 1 

The door closed behind him. The dawn was breaking over the 

white roofs. A chill, uncomfortable morning ushered in the day 

Villon stood and heartily stretched himself in the middle of the 
road. 

‘‘A very dull old gentleman,” he thought. ”1 wonder what his 
goblets may be worth.” 




Markheim 



X TVS," SAID THE DEALER, “OUR WINDFALLS ARE OF VARIOUS KINDS 

I Some customers are ignorant, and then I touch a dividend o 
my superior knowledge. Some are dishonest,” and here he held 
up the candle, so that the light fell strongly on his visitor, and 

in that case,” he continued, “I profit by my virtue. 

Markheim had but just entered from the daylight streets, and 
his eyes had not yet grown familiar with the mingled shine an 
darkness in the shop. At these pointed words, and before the near 
presence of the flame, he blinked painfully and looked aside. ^ 

The dealer chuckled “You come to me on Christmas Day, he 
resumed, “when you know that I am alone in my house, put up my 
shutters, and make a point of refusing business. Well, you will 
have to pay for that; you will have to pay for my loss of time, 
when I should be balancing my books; you will have to pay, 
besides, for a kind of manner that I remark in you to-day very 
strongly. I am the essence of discretion, and ask no awkward 
questions; but when a customer cannot look me in the eye, he has 
to pay for it.” The dealer once more chuckled; and then, changing 
to his usual business voice, though still with a note of irony, “You 


can give, as usual, a clear account of how you came into the pos¬ 
session of the object?” he continued. “Still your uncle’s cabinet? A 
remarkable collector, sir I” 

And the little pale, round-shouldered dealer stood almost on 
tiptoe, looking over the top of his gold spectacles, and nodding 
his head with every mark of disbelief. Markheim returned his gaze 
with one of infinite pity, and a touch of horror. 

“This time,” said he, “you are in error. I have not come to sell. 
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I 1 ;; 1 haVC n ° CUri ° S l ° dis P osc ™y uncle's cabinet is 

S c ,C E 'T nSCO,: U Stil1 imact ' 1 ha ' e done well on 

. S Cb Excha "ge. and should more likely add to it than other 

: ::;.u today is T pudty 1 * 0^ 

1 icsent fo> a lady, he continued, waxing more fluent as he struck 
nuo the speech he had prepared; “and certainly I owe you evert 

thitir 1 , S dlS , tUrbmg yOU u P° n 50 smal > a matter! But the 
In g was neglected yesterday; I must produce my little compli- 

mcnt at dinner; and, as you very well know, a rich marriage is not 
a thing to be neglected.” ° 


There followed a pause, during which the dealer seemed to 
weigh this statement incredulously. The ticking of many clocks 
among the curious lumber of the shop, and the faint rushing of 
the cabs in a near thoroughfare, filled up the interval of silence. 

Well, sir, said the dealer, ‘‘be it so. You are an old customer 
after all; and if, as you say, you have the chance of a good mar¬ 
riage, far be it from me to be an obstacle. Here is a nice thing for 
a lady now,” he went on, “this hand glass—fifteenth century, war- 
1 anted, comes from a good collection, too; but I reserve the name, 
in the interests of my customer, who was just like yourself, my dear 
sir, the nephew and sole heir of a remarkable collector.” 

The dealer, while he thus ran on in his dry and biting voice, 
had stooped to take the object from its place; and, as he had done 
so, a shock had passed through Markheim, a start both of hand 
and foot, a sudden leap of many tumultuous passions to the face. 
It passed as swiftly as it came, and left no trace beyond a certain 
trembling of the hand that now received the glass. 

‘‘A glass,” he said hoarsely, and then paused, and repeated it 
more clearly. ‘‘A glass? For Christmas? Surely not?” 

“And why not?” cried the dealer. “Why not a glass?” 

Markheim was looking upon him with an indefinable expression. 
“You ask me why not?” he said. “Why, look here—look in it— 
look at yourself! Do you like to see it? No! nor I—nor any man.” 

The little man had jumped back when Markheim had so sud¬ 
denly confronted him with the mirror; but now, perceiving there 
was nothing worse on hand, he chuckled. “Your future lady, sir, 
must be pretty hard favoured,” said he. 

“I ask you,” said Markheim, “for a Christmas present, and you 
give me this—this damned reminder of years, and sins and follies— 
this hand-conscience! Did you mean it? Had you a thought in your 
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mind? Tell me. It will be better for you if you do - Come ‘eH me 
about yourself. I hazard a guess now, that you are in secre y 

Ch The a deakr n i ? ooked closely at his companion. It was very odd 
Markheim did not appear to be laughing; there was something 
his face like an eager sparkle of hope, but nothing of mirth. 
“What are you driving at?” the dealer asked. 

“Not charitable?” returned the other, gloomily. “Not charitable 
not pious; not scrupulous; unloving, unbeloved; a hand to ge 
money, a safe to keep it. Is that all? Dear God, man, is that all? 

“I will tell you what it is,” began the dealer, with some sharp¬ 
ness, and then broke off again into a chuckle. “But I - ‘his is a 
love match of yours, and you have been drinking the la y 

health.” . . 44 . , , 

“Ah!” cried Markheim, with a strange curiosity. Ah, have >o 


been in love? Tell me about that. 

“I” cried the dealer. “I in love! I never had the time, nor have 

I the time to-day for all this nonsense. Will you take the glass? 

“Where is the hurry?” returned Markheim. “It is very pleasant 
to stand here talking; and life is so short and insecure that I would 
not hurry away from any pleasure—no, not even from so mild a 
one as this. We should rather cling, cling to what little we can get, 
like a man at a cliff’s edge. Every second is a cliff, if you think upon 
it—a cliff a mile high—high enough, if we fall, to dash us out of 
every feature of humanity. Hence it is best to talk pleasantly. Let 
us talk to each other; why should we wear this mask? Let us be 
confidential. Who knows, we might become friends?” 

“I have just one word to say to you,” said the dealer. Either 

make your purchase, or walk out of my shop. 

“True, true,” said Markheim. ‘‘Enough fooling. To business. 

Show me something else.” 

The dealer stooped once more, this time to replace the glass 
upon the shelf, his thin blond hair falling over his eyes as he did 
so. Markheim moved a little nearer, with one hand in the pocket 
of his great-coat; he drew himself up and filled his lungs; at the 
same time many different emotions were depicted together on his 
face—terror, horror, and resolve, fascination and a physical re¬ 
pulsion; and through a haggard lift of his upper lip, his teeth 
looked out. 

“This, perhaps, may suit,” observed the dealer; and then, as he 
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began to re-arisc, Markheim bounded from behind upon his 

victim. The long, skewerlike dagger flashed and fell. The dealer 

struggled like a hen, striking his temple on the shelf, and then 
tumbled on the floor in heap. 

I ime had some score of small voices in that shop, some stately 
and slow as was becoming to their great age; others garrulous and 
hurried. All these told out the seconds in an intricate chorus of 
tickings. Then the passage of a lad’s feet, heavily running on the 
pavement, broke in upon these smaller voices and startled Mark¬ 
heim into the consciousness of his surroundings. He looked about 
him awfully. The candle stood on the counter, its flame solemnly 

* n a draught; and by that inconsiderable movement, the 
whole room was filled with noiseless bustle and kept heaving like 
a sea: the tall shadows nodding, the gross blots of darkness swell¬ 
ing and dwindling as with respiration, the faces of the portraits 
and the china gods changing and wavering like images in water. 
The inner door stood ajar, and peered into that leaguer of shadows 
with a long slit of daylight like a pointing finger. 

From these fear-stricken rovings, Markheim’s eyes returned to the 
body of his victim, where it lay both humped and sprawling, in¬ 
credibly small and strangely meaner than in life. In these poor, 
miserly clothes, in that ungainly attitude, the dealer lay like so 
much sawdust. Markheim had feared to see it, and, lo! it was noth¬ 
ing. And yet, as he gazed, this bundle of old clothes and pool of 
blood began to find eloquent voices. There it must lie; there was 
none to work the cunning hinges or direct the miracle of loco¬ 
motion—there it must lie till it was found. Found! ay, and then? 
Then would this dead flesh lift up a cry that would ring over Eng¬ 
land, and fill the world with the echoes of pursuit. Ay, dead or not, 
this was still the enemy. “Time was that when the brains were 
out," he thought; and the first word struck into his mind. Time, 
now that the deed was accomplished—time, which had closed for 
the victim, had become instant and momentous for the slayer. 

The thought was yet in his mind, when, first one and then an¬ 
other, with every variety of pace and voice—one deep as the beli 
from a cathedral turret, another ringing on its treble notes the 
prelude of a waltz—the clocks began to strike the hour of three in 
the afternoon. 

The sudden outbreak of so many tongues in that dumb chamber 
staggered him. He began to bestir himself, going to and fro with 
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the candle, beleaguered by moving shadows, and startled to the 
soul by chance reflections. In many rich mirrors some of home 
designs, some from Venice or Amsterdam, he saw his face icpca 
and repeated, as it were an army of spies; his own eyes met and 
detected him; and the sound of his own steps,, lightly as they fe , 
vexed the surrounding quiet. And still as he continued to fill his 
pockets, his mind accused him, with a sickening iteration, of tl 
thousand faults of his design. He should have chosen a more quiet 
hour; he should have prepared an alibi; he should not have used a 
knife; he should have been more cautious, and only bound anc 
gagged the dealer, and not killed him; he should have been more 
bold, and killed the servant also; he should have done all things 
otherwise; poignant regrets, weary, incessant toiling of the mind 
to change what was unchangeable, to plan what was now useless 
to be the architect of the irrevocable past. Meanwhile, and behind 
all this activity, brute terrors, like the scurrying of rats in a de¬ 
serted attic, filled the more remote chambers of his brain with riot; 
the hand of the constable would fall heavy on his shoulder, and 
his nerves would jerk like a hooked fish; or he beheld, in galloping 
defile, the dock, the prison, the gallows, and the black coffin. 

Terror of the people in the street sat down before his mind like 
a besieging army. It was impossible, he thought, but that some 
rumour of the struggle must have reached their ears and set on 
edge their curiosity; and now, in all the neighbouring houses, he 
divined them sitting motionless and with uplifted ear solitary 
people, condemned to spend Christmas dwelling alone on mem¬ 
ories of the past, and now startlingly recalled from that tender 
exercise; happy family parties, struck into silence round the table, 
the mother still with raised finger: every degree and age and 
humour, but all, by their own hearts, prying and hearkening and 
weaving the rope that was to hang him. Sometimes it seemed to 
him he could not move too softly; the clink of the tall Bohemian 
goblets rang out loudly like a bell; and alarmed by the bigness of 
the ticking, he was tempted to stop the clocks. And then, again, 
with a swift transition of his terrors, the very silence of the place 
appeared a source of peril, and a thing to strike and freeze the 
passer-by; and he would step more boldly, and bustle aloud among 
the contents of the shop, and imitate, with elaborate bravado, the 
movements of a busy man at ease in his own house. 

But he was now so pulled about by different alarms that, while 
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one portion of his mind was still alert and cunning, another 
trembled on the brink of lunacy. One hallucination in particular 
took a strong hold on his credulity. The neighbour hearkening 
with white face beside his window, the passer-by arrested by a hor¬ 
rible surmise on the pavement—these could at worst suspect, they 
could not know; through the brick walls and shuttered windows 
only sounds could penetrate. But here, within the house, was he 
alone? He knew he was; he had watched the servant set forth 
sweethearting, in her poor best, “out for the day” written in every 
ribbon and smile. Yes, he was alone, of course; and yet, in the bulk 
of empty house above him, he could surely hear a stir of delicate 
footing he was surely conscious, inexplicably conscious of some 
presence. Ay, surely; to every room and corner of the house his 
imagination followed it; and now it was a faceless thing, and yet 
had eyes to see with; and again it was a shadow of himself; and 
yet again behold the image of the dead dealer, reinspired with 
cunning and hatred. 


At times, with a strong effort, he would glance at the open door 
which still seemed to repel his eyes. The house was tall, the sky¬ 
light small and dirty, the day blind with fog; and the light that 
filtered down to the ground storey was exceedingly faint, and 
showed dimly on the threshold of the shop. And yet, in that strip 
of doubtful brightness, did there not hang wavering a shadow? 

Suddenly, from the street outside, a very jovial gentleman began 
to beat with a staff on the shopdoor, accompanying his blows with 
shouts and railleries in which the dealer was continually called 
upon by name. Markheim, smitten into ice, glanced at the dead 
man. But nol he lay quite still; he was fled away far beyond ear¬ 
shot of these blows and shoutings; he was sunk beneath seas of 
silence; and his name, which would once have caught his notice 
above the howling of a storm, had become an empty sound. And 
presently the jovial gentleman desisted from his knocking and 
departed. 

Here was a broad hint to hurry what remained to be done, to 
get forth from this accusing neighbourhood, to plunge into a bath 
of London multitudes, and to reach, on the other side of day, that 
haven of safety and apparent innocence—his bed. One visitor had 
come: at any moment another might follow and be more obstinate. 
To have done the deed, and yet not to reap the profit, would be 
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too abhorrent a failure. The money, that was now Markheim s 

"srsiJfjrs: »r« «*« z 

shadow was still lingering and shivering; and ^"’drew 

repugnance of the mind, yet with a tremor of the Wl . r 
near the body of his victim. The human character had quite de 
par ed Like a suit half stuffed with bran, the limbs lay scattered, 
Z trunk doubled, on the floor; and yet the thing repel ed him 
Although so dingy and inconsiderable to the eye, he ear 
Srt have moreSignificance to the touch. He took the body by 
the S shoulders, and turned it on its back. It was strange y g 
and supple, and the limbs, as if they had been broken, fell i 
the oddest postures. The face was robbed of all expression; but it 
was as pale as wax, and shockingly smeared with blood about one 
temple That was, for Markheim, the one displeasing circumstance^ 

It carried him back, upon the instant, to a certain air 
fishers’ village; a grey day, a piping wind, a crowd upon the stree 
the blare of brasses, the booming of drums, the nasal voice of a 
ballad singer; and a boy going to and fro, buried over head in the 
crowd and divided between interest and fear, until coming o 
upon the chief place of concourse, he beheld a booth and a grea 
screen with pictures, dismally designed, garishly coloured: Brown- 
rigg with her apprentice; the Mannings with their murdered gues , 
Weare in the death-grip of Thurtell; and a score besides of famous 
crimes. The thing was as clear as an illusion; he was once again 
that little boy; he was looking once again, and with the same 
sense of physical revolt, at these vile pictures; he was still stunned 
by the thumping of the drums. A bar of that day’s music returne 
upon his memory; and at that, for the first time, a qualm came 
over him, a breath of nausea, a sudden weakness of the joints. 


which he must instantly resist and conquer. 

He judged it more prudent to confront than to flee from these 

considerations; looking the more hardily in the dead face, bending 
his mind to realise the nature and greatness of his crime. So little 
a while ago that face had moved with every change of sentiment, 
that pale mouth had spoken, that body had been all on fire with 
governable energies; and now, and by his act, that piece of life had 
been arrested, as the horologist, with interjected finger, arrests the 
beating of the clock. So he reasoned in vain; he could rise to no 
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more remorseful consciousness; the same heart which had shud 
moved At'be r TTf ° f Clime ’ Iooked 011 its reality «n- 

endoid • 3 glCam ° f Ph >’ £or one had been 

a oaTden oi ^ faCUlties that can ™><c the world 

nn en of enchantment > one who had never lived and who was 
now dead. But of penitence, no, not a tremor. 

fonid 1 !! ^ Shak , in§ J him$elf dcar of these considerations, he 
found the keys and advanced towards the open door of the shop. 

Outside, it had begun to rain smartly; and the sound of the shower 
upon the roof had banished silence. Like some dripping cavern 
the chambers of the house were haunted by an incessant echoing! 
which filled the ear and mingled with the ticking of the clocks. 
And, as Markheim approached the door, he seemed to hear, in 
answer to his own cautious tread, the steps of another foot with¬ 
drawing up the stair. The shadow still palpitated loosely on the 
thieshold. He threw a ton’s weight of resolve upon his muscles, 
and drew back the door. 


The faint, foggy daylight glimmered dimly on the bare floor and 
stairs; on the bright suit of armour posted, halbert in hand, upon 
the landing; and on the dark wood-carvings, and framed pictures 
that hung against the yellow panels of the wainscot. So loud was 
the beating of the rain through all the house that, in Markheim’s 
ears, it began to be distinguished into many different sounds. Foot¬ 
steps and sighs, the tread of regiments inarching in the distance, 
the chink of money in the counting, and the creaking of doors 
held stealthily ajar, appeared to mingle with the patter of the 
drops upon the cupola and the gushing of the water in the pipes. 
The sense that he was not alone grew upon him to the verge of 
madness. On every side he was haunted and begirt by presences. 
He heard them moving in the upper chambers; from the shop, he 
heard the dead man getting to his legs; and as he began with a 
great effort to mount the stairs, feet fled quietly before him and 
followed stealthily behind. If he were but deaf, he thought, how 
tranquilly he would possess his soull And then again, and hearken¬ 
ing with ever fresh attention, he blessed himself, for that unresting 
sense which held the outposts and stood a trusty sentinel upon his 
life. His head turned continually on his neck; his eyes, which 
seemed starting from their orbits, scouted on every side, and on 
every side were half rewarded as with the tail of something name- 
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less vanishing. The four-and-twenty steps to the first floor were 

four-and-twenty agonies. . , , , Hkc lhree 

On that first storey, the doors stood ajai, three 
ambushes, shaking his nerves like the throats of cannon e d 
never again, he felt, be sufficiently immured and forth cd fro 
men’s observing eyes; he longed to he home, girt m by wa 
buried among bedclothes, and invisible to all but God And at 
that thought he wondered a little, recollecting tales of other mur¬ 
derers and the fear they were said to entertain of heavenly ave g 
ers. It was not so, at least, with him. He feared the laws ot nature, 
lest in their callous and immutable procedure, they should pre¬ 
serve some damning evidence of his crime. He feared tenfold more, 
with a slavish, superstitious terror, some scission in the continuity 
of man’s experience, some wilful illegality of nature. He played 
a game of skill, depending on the rules, calculating consequence 
from cause; and what if nature, as the defeated tyrant overthrew 
the chess-board, should break the mould of their succession? The 
like had befallen Napoleon (so writers said) when the wmtei 
changed the time of its appearance. The like might befall Mark- 
heim: the solid walls might become transparent and reveal his 
doings like those of bees in a glass hive; the stout planks might 
yield under his foot like quicksands and detain him in their 
clutch- ay, and there were soberer accidents that might destroy 
him: if, for instance, the house should fall and imprison him be¬ 
side the body of his victim; or the house next door should fly on 
fire, and the firemen invade him from all sides. These things he 
feared; and, in a sense, these things might be called the hands of 
God reached forth against sin. But about God himself he was at 
ease; his act was doubtless exceptional, but so were his excuses, 
which God knew; it was there, and not among men, that he felt 


sure o£ justice. 

When he had got safe into the drawing-room, and shut the door 
behind him, he was aware of a respite from alarms. The room was 
quite dismantled, uncarpeted besides, and strewn with packing- 
cases and incongruous furniture; several great pier-glasses, in 
which he beheld himself at various angles, like an actor on a stage, 
many pictures, framed and unframed, standing, with their faces 
to the wall; a fine Sheraton sideboard, a cabinet of marquetry, 
and a great old bed, with tapestry hangings. The windows-opened 
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icgan to search among the kevs It wac n , . ’ 

,he, ; e -ere many; and U wfs WUoX] l j d : s ff.erTth 

■mglu be nothing i„ the cabinet, and time « 

ie closeness of tlte occupation sobered him. With the tail of his 
eye he sa w the door-even glanced at it front tinre to dme direct 

defences ' ,ICaSCd l ° VeHfy the S°° d “.ate of hi 

e ences. But in truth he was at peace. The rain falling in the 

urect sounded natural and pleasant. Presently, on the other side 

re notes of a piano were wakened to the music of a hymn, and the 

ro.ces of many children look up the air and words. How stately, 

how comfortable was the melody! How fresh the youthful voices! 

Markheim gave ear to i, smilingly, as he sorted out the keys; and 

. mmd . was thronged with answerable ideas and images; church- 

going children and the pealing of the high organ; children afield, 

bathers by the brookside, ramblers on the brambly common, kite- 

fliers in the windy and cloud-navigated sky; and then, at another 

cadence of the hymn, back again to church, and the somnolence of 

summer Sundays, and the high genteel voice of the parson (which 

he smiled a little to recall) and the painted Jacobean tombs, and 

the dim lettering of the Ten Commandments in the chancel. 

And as he sat thus, at once busy and absent, he was startled to 

his feet. A flash of ice, a flash of fire, a bursting gush of blood, 

went over him, and then he stood transfixed and thrilling. A step 

mounted the stair slowly and steadily, and presently a hand was 

laid upon the knob, and the lock clicked, and the door opened. 

Fear held Markheim in a vice. What to expect he knew not, 

whether the dead man walking, or the official ministers of human 


justice, or some chance witness blindly stumbling in to consign 
him to the gallows. But when a face was thrust into the aperture, 
glanced round the room, looked at him, nodded and smiled as if 
in friendly recognition, and then withdrew again, and the door 
closed behind it, his fear broke loose from his control in a hoarse 
cry. At the sound of this the visitant returned. 

“Did you call me?” he asked, pleasantly, and with that he 
entered the room and closed the door behind him. 

Markheim stood 'and gazed at him with all his eyes. Perhaps 
there was a film upon his sight, but the outlines of the newcomer 
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seemed to change and waver like those of the idols in the wavering 
candle-light of the shop; and at times he thought he knew him, 
and at times he thought he bore a likeness to himself; and always, 
ifke a lump of living terror, there lay in his bosom the conviction 

that this thing was not of the earth and not of God. 

And yet the creature had a strange air of the commonplace, as 

he stood looking on Markheim with a smile; and when he add* . 
"you are looking for the money, I believe?” it was in the tones of 

every-day politeness. 

Markheim made no answer. 

■■I should warn you,” resumed the other, “that the maid has left 
her sweetheart earlier than usual and will soon be here If Mr. 
Markheim be found in this house, I need not describe to him the 


consequences.” 

“You know me?” cried the murderer. 

The visitor smiled. “You have long been a favourite of mine,, 
he said; “and I have long observed and often sought to help you. 
“What are you?” cried Markheim: “the devil?” 

“What I may be,” returned the other, “cannot affect the service 

I propose to render you.” 

“It can,” cried Markheim; “it does! Be helped by you? No, 
never, not by youl You do not know me yet; thank God, you do 

not know mel” 

“I know you,” replied the visitant, with a sort of kind severity or 

rather firmness. “I know you to the soul. 

“Know me!” cried Markheim. “Who can do so? My life is but a 

travesty and slander on myself. I have lived to belie my nature. 
All men do; all men are better than this disguise that grows about 
and stifles them. You see each dragged away by life, like one whom 
bravos have seized and muffled in a cloak. If they had their own 
control—if you could see their faces, they would be altogether 
different, they would shine out for heroes and saints! I am worse 
than most; my self is more overlaid; my excuse is known to me 
and God. But, had I the time, I could disclose myself.” 

“To me?” inquired the visitant. 

“To you before all,” returned the murderer. “I supposed you 
were intelligent. I thought—since you exist—you would prove a 
reader of the heart. And yet you would propose to judge me by 
my acts! Think of it; my acts! I was born and I have lived in a land 
of giants; giants have dragged me by the wrists since I was born 
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out of my mother—the giants of circumstance. And you would 
judge me by my acts! But can you not look within? Can you not 
understand that evil is hateful to me? Can you not see within me 
die clear writing of conscience, never blurred by any wilful soph¬ 
istry, although too often disregarded? Can you not read me for a 

thing that surely must be common as humanity—the unwilling 
sinner?” ° 

“All this is very feelingly expressed,” was the reply, “but it re¬ 
gards me not. These points of consistency are beyond my province, 
and I care not in the least by what compulsion you may have been 
dragged away, so as you are but carried in the right direction. But 
time flies; the servant delays, looking in the faces of the crowd and 
at the pictures on the hoardings, but still she keeps moving nearer; 
and remember, it is as if the gallows itself was striding towards 
you through the Christmas streets! Shall I help you; I, who know 
all? Shall I tell you where to find the money?” 

“For what price?” asked Markheim. 

"I offer you the service for a Christmas gift,” returned the other. 

Markheim could not refrain from smiling with a kind of bitter 
triumph. “No,” said he, “I will take nothing at your hands; if I 
were dying of thirst, and it was your hand that put the pitcher to 
my lips, I should find the courage to refuse. It may be credulous, 
but I will do nothing to commit myself to evil.” 

“I have no objection to a death-bed repentance,” observed the 
visitant. 

“Because you disbelieve their efficacy!” Markheim cried. 

“I do not say so,” returned the other; “but I look on these things 
from a different side, and when the life is done my interest falls. 
The man has lived to serve me, to spread black looks under colour 
of religion, or to sow tares in the wheatfield, as you do, in a course 
of weak compliance with desire. Now that he draws so near to his 
deliverance, he can add but one act of service—to repent, to die 
smiling, and thus to build up in confidence and hope the more 
timorous of my surviving followers. I am not so hard a master. Try 
me. Accept my help. Please yourself in life as you have done hith¬ 
erto; please yourself more amply, spread your elbows at the board; 
and when the night begins to fall and the curtains to be drawn, I 
tell you, for your greater comfort, that you will find it even easy 
to compound your quarrel with your conscience, and to make a 
truckling peace with God. I came but now from such a death-bed. 
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and the room was full of sincere mourners, listening to the man. s 
las, words: and when I looked into that face, which had been 
as a flint against mercy, I found it smiling with hope. 

“And do you, then, suppose me such a creature 
heirn “Do you think I have no more generous aspirations than 

ST and .in! and .in, and a, la.., .na.k heaven! M» he... rne 

at the thought. Is this, then, your experience of mankind? o 
because you find me with red hands that you presume such base 
ness? and is this crime of murder indeed so impious as to diy up 

the very springs of good?” 

“Murder is to me no special category,” replied the o * 
sins are murder, even as all life is war. I behold your ratt ic 
starving mariners on a raft, plucking crusts out of the hands o 
famine and feeding on each other's lives. I follow sins beyond 
moment of their acting; I find in all that the last consequence is 
death; and to my eyes, the pretty maid who thwarts her mother 
with such taking graces on a question of a ball, drips no less 
visibly with human gore than such a murderer as yourself. Do I 
say that I follow sins? I follow virtues also; they differ not by the 
thickness of a nail, they are both scythes for the reaping angel of 
Death. Evil, for which I live, consists not in action but in char¬ 
acter. The bad man is dear to me; not the bad act, whose fruits, it 
we could follow them far enough down the hurtling cataract ot 
the ages, might yet be found more blessed than those of the rarest 
virtues. And it is not because you have killed a dealer, but because 
you are Markheim, that I offered to forward your escape.” 

“I will lay my heart open to you,” answered Markheim. This 
crime on which you find me is my last. On my way to it I have 
learned many lessons; itself is a lesson, a momentous lesson. Hith¬ 
erto I have been driven with revolt to what I would not; I was, a 
bond-slave to poverty, driven and scourged. There are robust vir¬ 
tues that can stand in these temptations; mine was not so: I had 
a thirst of pleasure. But to-day, and out of this deed, I pluck both 
warning and riches—both the power and a fresh resolve to be my* 
self. I become in all things a free actor in the world; I begin to see 
myself all changed, these hands the agents of good, this heart at 
peace. Something comes over me out of the past, something of 
what I have dreamed on Sabbath evenings to the sound of the 
church organ, of what I forecast when I shed tears over noble 
books, or talked, an innocent child, with my mother. There lies 
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citVofdr f ave . wan . dered a few >' ea «. but now I see once more my 
city ot destination. 7 

• \ou are to use this money on the Stock Exchange, I think?” 

remarked the v.s.tor; ”and there, i£ I mistake not, you have already 
lost some thousands?” 7 


Ah, said Markheim, “but this time I have a sure thing.” 

“This time, again, you will lose,” replied the visitor quietly. 

“Ah, but I keep back the half!” cried Markheim. 

That also you will lose,” said the other. 

The sweat started upon Markheim s brow. “Well, then, what 
matter?” he exclaimed. “Say it be lost, say I am plunged again in 
poverty, shall one part of me, and that the worst, continue until 
the end to override the better? Evil and good run strong in me, 
haling me both ways, I do not love the one thing, I love all. I can 
conceive great deeds, renunciations, martyrdoms; and though I be 
fallen to such a crime as murder, pity is no stranger to my 
thoughts. I pity the poor; who knows their trials better than my¬ 
self? I pity and help them; I prize love, I love honest laughter; 
there is no good thing nor true thing on earth but I love it from 
my heart. And are my vices only to direct my life, and my virtues 
lo lie without effect, like some passive lumber of the mind? Not 
so; good, also, is a spring of acts.” 

But the visitant raised his finger. “For six-and-thirty years that 
you have been in this world,” said he, “through many changes of 
fortune and varieties of humour, I have watched you steadily fall. 
Fifteen years ago you would have started at a theft. Three years 
back you would have blenched at the name of murder. Is there 
any crime, is there any cruelty of meanness, from which you still 
recoil?—five years from now I shall detect you in the factl Down¬ 
ward, downward, lies your way; nor can anything but death avail 
to stop you.” 

“It is true,” Markheim said huskily, “I have in some degree 
complied with evil. But it is so with all: the very saints, in the 
mere exercise of living, grow less dainty, and take on the tone of 
their surroundings.” 

“I will propound to you one simple question,” said the other; 
“and as you answer, I shall read to you your moral horoscope. You 
have grown in many things more lax; possibly you do right to be 
so; and at any account, it is the same with all men. But granting 
that, are you in any one particular, however trifling, more difficult 
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to please with your own conduct, or do you go in all things with 

a looser rein?” . • 

“In any one?” repeated Markheim, with an anguish of considera¬ 
tion. “No,” he added, with despair, “in none! I have gone down in 


3.11 M 

3 “Then,” said the visitor, “content yourself with what you are, for 
you will never change; and the words of your part on this stage 

are irrevocably written down.” 

Markheim stood £or a long while silent, and indeed it was the 
visitor who first broke the silence. “That being so,” he said, shall 1 


show you the money?” 

“And grace?” cried Markheim. 

“Have you not tried it?” returned the other. “Two or three years 
ago, did I not see you on the platform of revival meetings, and was 

not your voice the loudest in the hymn? 

"It is true,” said Markheim; “and I see clearly what remains for 
me by way of duty. I thank you for these lessons from my soul; my 
eyes are opened, and I behold myself at last for what I am.” 

At this moment, the sharp note of the doorbell rang through 
the house; and the visitant, as though this were some concerted 
signal for which he had been waiting, changed at once in his de- 


meanour. 

“The maid!” he cried. “She has returned, as I forewarned you, 
and there is now before you one more difficult passage. Her master, 
you must say, is ill; you must let her in, with an assured but rather 
serious countenance—no smiles, no overacting, and I promise you 
success! Once the girl within, and the door closed, the same dex¬ 
terity that has already rid you of the dealer will relieve you of this 
last danger in your path. Thenceforward you have the whole eve- 
ning—the whole night, if needful—to ransack the treasures of the 
house and to make good your safety. This is help that comes to 
you with the mask of danger. Up!” he cried: “up, friend; your life 
hangs trembling in the scales: up, and act! 

Markheim steadily regarded his counsellor. “If I be condemned 
to evil acts,” he said, “there is still one door of freedom open—I 
can cease from action. If my life be an ill thing, I can lay it down. 
Though I be, as you say truly, at the beck of every small tempta¬ 
tion, I can yet, by one decisive gesture, place myself beyond the 
reach of all. My love of good is damned to barrenness; it may, and 
let it be! But I have still my hatred of evil; and from that, to your 
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The features of the visitor began to undergo a wonderful and 
lovely change: they br.ghtened and softened with a tender tri- 
umph; and even as they brightened, faded and dislimned. But 

tion H lm ‘T 56 t0 WatCh ° r underst and the transforma- 

non He opened the door and went down-stairs very slowly, think- 

ing to himself. His past went soberly before him; he beheld it as 

it was, ugly and strenuous like a dream, random as chance-medley 

a scene of defeat. Life, as he thus reviewed it, tempted him no 

onger; but on the further side he perceived a quiet haven for his 

bark. He paused in the passage, and looked into the shop, where 

the candle still burned by the dead body. It was strangely silent. 

Thoughts of the dealer swarmed into his mind, as he stood gazing. 

And then the bell once more broke out into impatient clamour. 

He confronted the maid upon the threshold with something like 
a smile. 

“You had better go for the police,” said he: “I have killed your 
master.” 


i 
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rr^HE REVEREND MURDOCK SOULIS WAS LONG MINISTER OF THE 

T moorland parish of Balweary, in the vale of Dule. A severe 
bleak-faced old man, dreadful to his hearers, he dwelt in the last 
years of his life, without relative or servant or any human com¬ 
pany, in the small and lonely manse under the Hanging Shaw. 
In spite of the iron composure of his features, his eye was wild, 
scared, and uncertain; and when he dwelt, in private admonitions 
on the future of the impenitent, it seemed as if his eye pierced 
through the storms of time to the terrors of eternity. Many young 
persons, coming to prepare themselves against the season of the 
Holy Communion, tvere dreadfully affected by his talk. He had 
sermon on 1st Peter, v. and 8th, “The devil as a roaring lion, on the 
Sunday after every seventeenth of August, and he was accustomed 
to surpass himself upon that text both by the appalling nature of 
the matter and the terror of his bearing in the pulpit. The chil¬ 
dren were frightened into fits, and the old looked more than 
usually oracular, and were, all that day, full of those hints that 
Hamlet deprecated. The manse itself, where it stood by the water 
of Dule among some thick trees, with the Shaw overhanging it on 
the one side, and on the other many cold, moorish hill-tops rising 
towards the sky, had begun, at a very early period of Mr. Soulis’s 
ministry, to be avoided in the dusk hours by all who valued them¬ 
selves upon their prudence; and guidmen sitting at' the clachan 
alehouse shook their heads together at the thought of passing late 
by that uncanny neighbourhood. There was one spot, to be more 
particular, which was regarded with especial awe. The manse stood 
between the highroad and the water of Dule, with a gable to each; 
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its back was towards the kirktown of Balweary, nearly half a mile 
away, in front of it, a bare garden, hedged with thorn, occupied 
the land between the river and the road. The house was two 
storeys high, with two large rooms on each. It opened not directly 
on the garden, but on a causewayed path, or passage, giving on the 
load on the one hand, and closed on the other by the tall willows 
and elders that bordered on the stream. And it was this strip of 
causeway that enjoyed among the young parishioners of Balweary 
so infamous a reputation. The minister walked there often after 
dark, sometimes groaning aloud in the instancy of his unspoken 
prayers, and when he was from home, and the manse door was 
locked, the more daring schoolboys ventured, with beating hearts, 
to “follow my leader” across that legendary spot. 

This atmosphere of terror, surrounding, as it did, a man of God 
of spotless character and orthodoxy, was a common cause of won¬ 
der and subject of inquiry among the few strangers who were led 
by chance or business into that unknown, outlying country. But 
many even of the people of the parish were ignorant of the strange 
events which had marked the first year of Mr. Soulis’s ministra¬ 
tions; and among those who were better informed, some were 
naturally reticent, and others shy of that particular topic. Now and 
again, only, one of the older folk would warm into courage over 
his third tumbler, and recount the cause of the minister’s strange 
looks and solitary life. 

Fifty years syne, when Mr. Soulis cam’ first into Ba’weary, he 
was still a young man—a callant, the folk said—fu’ o’ book 
learnin’ and grand at the exposition, but, as was natural in sae 
young a man, wi’ nae leevin’ experience in religion. The younger 
sort were greatly taken wi' his gifts and his gab; but auld, con¬ 
cerned, serious men and women were moved even to prayer for 
the young man; whom they took to be a self-deceiver, and the 
parish that was like to be sae ill-supplied. It was before the days o’ 
the moderates—weary fa' them; but ill things are like guid—they 
baith come bit by bit, a pickle at a time; and there were folk even 
then that said the Lord had left the college professors to their ain 
devices, an* the lads that went to study wi’ them wad hae done 
mair and better sittin' in a peat-bog, like their forebears of the 
persecution, wi’ a Bible under their oxter and a speerit o’ prayer 
in their heart. There was nae doubt, onyway, but that Mr. Soulis 
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had been ewer lang at the college. He was careful and troubled 
for mony things besides the ae thing needful. He had a 

STS him—mair ih»„ hah «, ‘L, 

presbytery; and a sair wark the carrier had wi them, for t y 
a like to have smoored in the Deil’s Hag between this and 
Kilmackerlie. They were books o’ divinity, to be sure, or so 
« d thtm but the^serious were o' opinion there was little service 

for sae mony, when the hail o' God's Word would gang in the neu 
of a plaid. Then he wad sit half the day and half the me _ t orje, 

which was scant decent— writin’, nae less; an rs , y 
feared he wad read his sermons; and syne it proved he was writin 
a book himsel', which was surely no fittin' for ane of h.s years and 

“nwayk behoved him to get an auld, decent wife to keep the 
manse for him an' see to his bit denners; and he was recommended 
to an auld limmer—Janet M'Clour, they ca ed her—and sae far 
left to himsel' as to be ower persuaded. There was mony advis 
him to the contrar, for Janet was man than suspeckit by the best 
folk in Ba’weary. Lang or that, she had had a wean to a dragoon 
she hadnae come forrit * for maybe thretty year; and bairns had 
seen her mumblin’ to hersel’ up on Key's Loan in the g.oamin , 
whilk was an unco time an' place for a God-fear.n woman. Howso¬ 
ever, it was the laird himsel' that had first tauld the minister o 
Janet; and in thae days he wad have gane a far gate to pleesure the 
laird. When folk tauld him that Janet was sib to the deil, it was 
a' superstition by his way of it; an’ when they cast up the Bible 
to him an' the witch of Endor, he wad threep it doun their 
thrapples that thir days were a’ gane by, and the deil was merci- 

fully restrained. 

Weel, when it got about the clachan that Janet M Clour was to 
be servant at the manse, the folk were fair mad wi' her an him 
thegether; and some o’ the guidwives had nae better to dae than 
get round her door cheeks and chairge her wi’ a’ that was ken t 
again her, frae the sodger’s bairn to John Tamson’s twa kye. She 
was nae great speaker; folk usually let her gang her ain gate, an’ 
she let them gang theirs, wi’ neither Fair-guideen nor Fair-guid- 
day; but when she buckled to, she had a tongue to deave the 
miller. Up she got, an’ there wasnae an auld story in Ba’weary but 
she gart somebody lowp for it that day; they couldnae say ae thing 

• To come forrit—to offer oneself as a communicant. 



THRAWN JANET 

but she could say twa to it; till, at the hinder end, the guidwives 
up and claught haud of her, and clawed the coats aff her back, and 
pu d her doun the clachan to the water o’ Dule, to see if she were 
a witch or no, soum or droun. The carline skirled till ye could hear 
her at the Hangin’ Shaw, and she focht like ten; there was mony a 
guidwife bure the mark of her neist day an’ mony a lang day after; 
and just in the hettest o’ the collieshangie, wha suld come up (for 
his sins) but the new minister. 

“Women,” said he (and he had a grand voice), “I charge you 
in the Lord’s name to let her go.” 

Janet ran to him—she was fair wud wi’ terror—an’ clang to 
him, an’ prayed him, for Christ’s sake, save her frae the cummers; 
an’ they, for their pairt, tauld him a’ that was ken’t, and maybe 
mail'. 

“Woman,” says he to Janet, “is this true?” 

“As the Lord sees me,” says she, “as the Lord made me, no a 
word o’t. Forbye the bairn,” says she, “I’ve been a decent woman 
a’ my days.” 

“Will you,” says Mr. Soulis, “in the name of God, and before 
me, His unworthy minister, renounce the devil and his works?” 

Weel, it wad appear that when he askit that, she gave a girn that 
fairly frichtit them that saw her, an’ they could hear her teeth play 
ciirl thegether in her chafts; but there was naething for it but the 
ae way or the ither; an’ Janet lifted up her hand and renounced 
the deil before them a’. 

“And now,” says Mr. Soulis to the guidwives, “home with ye, 
one and all, and pray to God for His forgiveness.” 

And he gied Janet his arm, though she had little on her but a 
sark, and took her up the clachan to her ain door like a leddy of 
the land; an’ her scrieghin’ and laughin’ as was a scandal to be 
heard. 

There were mony grave folk lang ower their prayers that nicht; 
but when the morn cam’ there was sic a fear fell upon a’ Ba’weary 
that the bairns hid theirsels, and even the men folk stood and 
keekit frae their doors. For there was Janet cornin’ doun the 
clachan—her or her likeness, nane could tell—wi’ her neck thrawn, 
and her heid on ae side, like a body that has been hangit, and a 
girn on her face like an unstreakit corp. By an’ by they got used wi’ 
it, and even speered at her to ken what was wrang; but frae that 
day forth she couldnae speak like a Christian woman, but slavered 
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and played click wi’ her teeth like apair o' shears; and frae that 
day forth the name o' God cam’ never on her lips. Whiles she wac 
try to say it, but it michtnae be. Them that kenned best said least; 
but they never gied that Thing the name o’ Janet M'Clour; tor 
the auld Janet, by their way o’t, was in rnuckle hell that day. But 
the minister was neither to haud nor to bind; he preached about 
naething but the folk's cruelty that had gi'en her a stroke of the 
palsy; he skelpt the bairns that meddled her; and he had her up to 
the manse that same nicht, and dwalled there a' his lane wi her 

under the Hangin’ Shaw. 

Weel, time gaed by: and the idler sort commenced to think mair 
lichtly o’ that black business. The minister was weel thocht o’; he 
was aye late at the -writing, folk wad see his can’le doon by the 
Dule water after twal’ at e’en; and he seemed pleased wi’ himsel’ 
and upsitten as at first, though a’ body could see that he was dwin- 
ing. As for Janet she cam’ an’ she gaed; if she didnae speak rnuckle 
afore, it was reason she should speak less then; she meddled nae- 
body; but she was an eldritch thing to see, an’ name wad hae 

mistrysted wi’ her for Ba weary glebe. 

About the end o’ July there cam’ a spell o’ weather, the like o’t 

never was in that country-side; it was lown an’ het an heartless; 
the herds couldnae win up the Black Hill, the bairns were ower 
weariet to play; an’ yet it was gousty too, wi’ claps o’ het wund 
that rummled in the glens, and bits o’ shouers that slockened 
naething. We aye thocht it but to thun’er on the morn; but the 
morn cam’, an’ the morn’s morning, and it was aye the same urn 
canny weather, sair on folks and bestial. Of a’ that were the waur, 
nane suffered like Mr. Soulis; he could neither sleep nor eat, he 
tauld his elders; an’ when he wasnae writin’ at his weary book, he 
wad be stravaguin’ ower a’ the country-side like a man possessed, 
when a’ body else was blythe to keep caller ben the house. 

Abune Hangin’ Shaw, in the bield o’ the Black Hill, there’s a bit 
enclosed grund wi’ an iron yett; and it seems, in the auld days, that 
was the kirkyaird a’ Ba’weary, and consecrated by the Papists be¬ 
fore the blessed licht shone upon the kingdom. It was a great 
howff, o’ Mr. Soulis’s onyway; there he would sit an’ consider his 
sermons; and inded it’s a bieldy bit. Weel, as he cam ower the 
wast end o’ the Black Hill, ae day, he saw first twa, an’ syne fower, 
an’ syne seeven corbie craws fleein’ round an’ round abune the 
auld kirkyaird. They flew laigh and heavy, an’ squawked to ither 
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as they gaed; and it was clear to Mr. Soulis that something had put 
them frae their ordinar. He wasnae easy fleyed, an’ gaed straucht 
up to the wa s; and what suld he find there but a man, or the 
appearance of a man, siltin’ in the inside upon a grave. He was of 
a gieat stature, an black as hell, and his e’en were singular to see.* 
Mr. Soulis had heard tell o’ black men, mony’s the time; but there 
was something unco about this black man that daunted him. Het 
as he was, he took a kind o’ cauld grue in the marrow o’ his banes; 
but up he spak for a’ that; an’ says he: “My friend, are you a 
stranger in this place?’’ The black man answered never a word; he 
got upon his feet, an’ begude to hirsle to the wa’ on the far side; 
but he aye lookit at the minister; an’ the minister stood an’ lookit 
back; till a’ in a meenute the black man was ower the wa’ an* 
rinnin* for the bield o’ the trees. Mr. Soulis, he hardly kenned why, 
ran after him; but he was sair forjaskit wi’ his walk an’ the het, 
unhalesome weather; and rin as he likit, he got nae mair than a 
glisk o’ the black man amang the bilks, till he won doun to the 
foot o’ the hillside, an’ there he saw him ance mair, gaun, hap, 
step, an’ lowp, ower Dule water to the manse. 

Mr. Soulis wasnae weel pleased that this fearsome gangrel suld 
mak’ sae free wi* Ba*weary manse; an’ he ran the harder, an’ wet 
shoon, ower the burn, an’ up the walk; but the deil a black man 
was there to see. He stepped out upon the road, but there was 
naebody there; he gaed a’ ower the gairden, but na, nae black man. 
At the hinder end, and a bit feared as was but natural, he lifted 
the hasp and into the manse; and there was Janet M’Clour before 
his een, wi’ her thrawn craig, and nane sae pleased to see him. And 
he aye minded sinsyne, when first he set his een upon her, he had 
the same cauld and deidly grue. 

“Janet,” says he, “have you seen a black man?” 

“A black man!” quo’ she. “Save us a’l Ye’re no wise, minister. 

There’s nae black man in a’ Ba’weary.” 

But she didnae speak plain, ye maun understand; but yam- 

yammered, like a powny wi’ the bit in its moo. 

“Weel,” says he, “Janet, if there was nae black man, I have 

spoken with the Accuser of the Brethren.” 

• It was a common belief in Scotland that the devil appeared as a black man. 
This appears in several witch trials and I think in Law's Memorials , that de¬ 
lightful storehouse of the quaint and grisly. 
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And he sat doun like ane wi’ a fever, an’ his teeth chittered in 

^Homs,” says she, “think shame to yoursel’, minister’’; and’ gied 

him a drap brandy that she keept aye by her. ^ 

Syne Mr. Soulis gaed into his study amang a his books. It 

ui"* mirk chalmer, p.mhW cu.d i„ winter. 
dry even in th top o’ the simmer, for the manse stands ne^ 
burn. Sae doun he sat, and thocht of a’ that had come an gane 
since he was in Ba’weary, an’ his hame, an’ the days when he was a 
bairn an’ ran daffin’ on the braes; and that black man aye ran in 
his heid like the owercomer of a sang. Aye the man he thocht, the 
mair he thocht o’ the black man. He tried the prayer, an the words 
wouldnae come to him; an’ he tried, they say, to write at his book 
but he couldnae mak’ nae mair o’ that. There was whiles he thoch 
the black man was at his oxter, an’ the swat stood upon him cauld 
as well-water; and there was other whiles, when he cam to himscl 

like a christened bairn and minded naething. 

The upshot was that he gaed to the window an’ stood glowrm 
at Dule water. The trees are unco thick, an’ water lies deep an 
black under the manse; and there was Janet washm’ the cla es wi 
her coats kilted. She had her back to the minister, an' he, for his 
pairt hardly kenned what he was lookin' at. Syne she turne 
round, an’ shawed her face; Mr. Soulis had the same cauld grue 
as twice that day afore, an’ it was borne in upon him what folk 
said, that Janet was deid lang syne, an’ this was a bogle in her 
clay-cauld flesh. He drew back a pickle and he scanned her nar- 
rowly. She was tramp-trampin’ in the cla’es, croonm to hersel, 
and eh! Gude guide us, but it was a fearsome face. Whiles she sang 
louder, but there was nae man born o’ woman that could tell the 
words o’ her sang; an’ whiles she lookit side-lang doun, but there 
was naething there for her to look at. There gaed a scunner 
through the flesh upon his banes; and that was Heeven’s advertise¬ 
ment. But Mr. Soulis just blamed himsel’, he said, to think sae ill 
of a puir, auld afflicted wife that hadnae a freend forbye himsel’; 
an’ he put up a bit prayer for him an’ her, an’ drank a little caller 
•water—for his heart rose again the meat—an’ gaed up to his naked 
bed in the gloaming. 

That was a nicht that has never been forgotten in Ba’weary, the 
nicht o’ the seventeenth of August, seventeen hun’er’ an’ twal\ It 
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^. b Ti h ::,: c rr:, 1 hae said - but that ™ ht »—*««* tha„ 

Cl. The sun gaed doun amang unco-lookin' clouds; it fell as 
mnk as the pit; no a star, no a breath o' wund; ye couldnae see 
)oui bun afore your face, and even the auld folk cuist the covers 
lae their beds and lay pechin' for their breath. Wi’ a’ that he had 
upon his mind, it was gey and unlikely Mr. Soulis wad get muckle 
sleep. He lay an he tummled; the gude, caller bed that he got into 
brunt his very banes; whiles he slept, and whiles he waukened; 

" U eS he heard the time o’ nicht, and whiles a tyke yowlin' up the 

muir, as if somebody was deid; whiles he thocht he heard bogles 

claseun in his lug, an’ whiles he saw spunkies in the room He 

behoved, he judged, to be sick; an' sick he was— little he jaloosed 
the sickness. 


At the hinder end, he got a clearness in his mind, sat up in his 
sark on the bed-side, and fell thinkin’ ance mair o’ the black man 
an Janet. He couldnae weel tell how—maybe it was the cauld to 
his feet—but it cam' in upon him wi’ a spate that there was some 
connection between thir twa, an’ that either or baith o’ them were 
bogles. And just at that moment, in Janet’s room, which was neist 
to his, there cam’ a stramp o’ feet as if men were wars’lin’, an’ then 
a loud bang; an’ then a wund gaed reishling round the fower 
quarters of the house; an’ then a’ was ance mair as seelent as the 


grave. 

Mr. Soulis was feared for neither man nor deevil. He got his 
tinder-box, an’ lit a can’le, an’ made three steps o’t ower to Janet’s 
door. It was on the hasp, an’ he pushed it open, an’ keeked bauldly 
in. It was a big room, as big as the minister’s ain, an’ plenished wi’ 
grand, auld, solid gear, for he had nathing else. There was a fower- 
posted bed wi’ auld tapestry; and a braw cabinet of aik, that was 
fu’ o’ the minister’s divinity books, an’ put there to be out o’ the 
gate; an’ a wheen duds o’ Janet’s lying here and there about the 
floor. But nae Janet could Mr. Soulis see; nor ony sign of a con¬ 
tention. In he gaed (an’ there’s few that wad ha’e followed him) 
an’ lookit a’ round, an* listened. But there was naethin’ to be 
heard, neither inside the manse nor in a’ Ba’weary parish, an’ 
naethin’ to be seen but the muckle shadows turnin’ round the 
can’le. An’ then, a’ at ance, the minister’s heart played dunt an’ 
stood stock-still; an* a cauld wund blew amang the hairs o’ his 
heid. Whaten a weary sicht was that for the puir man’s eenl For 
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there was Janet hangin’ frae a nail beside the auld aik cabinet: her 
heid aye lay on her shouther, her een were steeked, the tongue pro- 
jeckit frae her mouth, and her heels were twa feet clear abune the 


“God forgive us all!” thocht Mr. Soulis, “poor Janet's dead. 

He cam' a step nearer to the corp; an' then his heart fair 
whammled in his inside. For by what cantrip it wad ill-beseem a 
man to judge, she was hingin' frae a single nail an by a single 

wursted thread for darnin hose. 

It's a awfu’ thing to be your lane at nicht wi’ siccan prodigies o 

darkness; but Mr. Soulis was strong in the Lord. He turned an 

gaed his ways oot o’ that room, and lockit the door ahint him, and 

step by step, doom the stairs, as heavy as leed; and set doon the 

can’le on the table at the stairfoot. He couldnae pray, he couldnae 

think, he was dreepin’ wi' caul' swat, an’ naething could he hear 

but the dunt-dunt-duntin' o' his ain heart. He micht maybe have 

stood there an hour, or maybe twa, he minded sae little; when a o 

a sudden, he heard a laigh, uncanny steer up-stairs; a foot gaed to 

an’ fro in the chalmer whaur the corp was hingin’; syne the door 

was opened, though he minded weel that he had lockit it; an' syne 

there was a step upon the landin’, an’ it seemed to him as if the 

corp was lookin ower the rail and doun upon him whaur he stood 

He took up the can’le again (for he couldnae want the licht), 

and as saftly as ever he could, gaed straucht out o’ the manse an^ 

to the far end o’ the causeway. It was aye pit-mirk; the flame o 

the can’le, when he set it on the grund, brunt steedy and clear as 

in a room; naething moved, but the Dule water seepin and sabbin 

doon the glen, an’ yon unhaly footstep that cam’ ploddin’ doun 

the stairs inside the manse. He kenned the foot ower weel, for it 

was Janet’s; and at ilka step that cam’ a wee thing nearer, the 

cauld got deeper in his vitals. He commended his soul to Him that 

made an’ keepit him; “and O Lord,” said he, “give me strength 

this night to war against the powers of evil.” 

By this time the foot was cornin’ through the passage for the 
door; he could hear a hand skirt alang the wa’, as if the fearsome 
thing was feelin’ for its way. The saughs tossed an’ maned the- 
gether, a long sigh cam’ ower the hills, the flame o the can le was 
blawn aboot; an’ there stood the corp of Thrawn Janet, wi’ her 
grogram goun an’ her black mutch, wi the heid aye upon the 
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th v f “! U Up ° n ,he face ot —leevin’, y e wad hae 

said—deid, as Mr. Soulis weel—kenned—upon the threshold o' 
the manse. 

It's a strange thing that the saul of man should be that thirled 

into his perishable body; but the minister saw that, an' his heart 
didnae break. 

She didnae stand there lang; she began to move again an’ cam’ 
slowly towards Mr. Soulis whaur he stood under the saughs. A’ the 
life o his body, a’ the strength o’ his speerit, w^ere glowerin’ frae 
his een. It seemed she was gaun to speak, but wanted words, an’ 
made a sign wi’ the left hand. There cam’ a clap o’ wund, like a 
cat’s fuff; oot gaed the can’le, the saughs skrieghed like folk; an* 
Mr. Soulis kenned that, live or die, this was the end o’t. 

Witch, beldame, devil!” he cried, ‘‘I charge you, by the power 

of God, begone—if you be dead, to the grave—if you be damned, 
to hell.” 

An at that moment the Lord’s ain hand out o* the Heevens 


struck the Horror whaur it stood; the auld, deid, desecrated corp o’ 
the witch-wife, sae lang keepit frae the grave and hirsled round by 
deils, lowed up like a brunstane spunk and fell in ashes to the 
grund; the thunder followed, peal on dirling peal, the rairing rain 
upon the back o’ that; and Mr. Soulis lowped through the garden 
hedge, and ran, wi’ skelloch upon skelloch, for the clachan. 

That same mornin’, John Christie saw the Black Man pass the 
Muckle Cairn as it was chappin’ six; before eicht, he gaed by the 
change-house at Knockdow; an’ no lang after, Sandy M'Lellan 
saw him gaun linkin’ doun the braes frae Kilmackerlie. There’s 
little doubt but it was him that dwalled sae lang in Janet’s body; 
but he was awa’ at last; and sinsyne the deil has never fashed us 
in Ba’weary. / 

But it was a sair dispensation for the minister; lang, lang he lay 
ravin’ in his bed; and frae that hour to this, he was the man ye 
ken the day. 




THE BEACH OF FALESA 

To 

Those Old Shipments among the Islands 
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1. A South-Sea Bridal 

T SAW THAT ISLAND FIRST WHEN IT WAS NEITHER NIGHT NO. MORN- 

1 ing. The moon was to the west, setting, but still broad and 
bright. To the east, and right amidships o£ the dawn, which wa 
all pink, the day-star sparkled like a diamond. The land-breeze 
blew in our faces, and smelt strong of wild lime and vanilla oth 
things besides, but these were the most plain; and the chi 
set me sneering. I should say I had been for years on a low island 
near the line, living for the most part solitary among natives. Here 
was a fresh experience; even the tongue would be quite strange to 
me; and the look of these woods and mountains, and the rare sme 1 

of them, renewed my blood. 

The captain blew out the binnacle-lamp. 

“There!” said he, “there goes a bit of smoke, Mr. Wiltshire, be¬ 
hind the break of the roof. That’s Falesa, where your station is, 
the last village to the east; nobody lives to windward I don t 
know why. Take my glass, and you can make the houses out.” 

I took the glass; and the shores leaped nearer, and I saw the 
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tangle of the woods and the breach of the surf, and the brown 
loofs and the black insides of houses peeped among the trees. 

Do you catch a bit of white there to the east’ard?” the captain 
continued. “That’s your house. Coral built, stands high, veranda 
you could walk on three abreast; best station in the South Pacific. 
U hen old Adams saw it, he took and shook me by the hand ‘I’ve 
dropped into a soft thing here,’ says he. ‘So you have,’ says I, ‘and 
ume too!’ Poor Johnny! I never saw him again but the once, and 
then he had changed his tune—couldn’t get on with the natives, 
or the whites, or something; and the next time we came round 
there, he was dead and buried. I took and put up a bit of a stick 
to hnn: ‘John Adams, obit eighteen and sixty-eight. Go thou and 

do likewise. I missed that man. I never could see much harm in 
Johnny.” 


“What did he die of?” I inquired. 

“Some kind of sickness,” says the captain. “It appears it took him 
sudden. Seems he got up in the night, and filled up on Pain Killer 
and Kennedy’s Discovery. No go—he was booked beyond Kennedy. 
"I hen he had tried to open a case of gin. No go again—not strong 
enough. Then he must have turned to and run out on the veranda, 
and capsized over the rail. When they found him, the next day, he 
was clean crazy—carried on all the time about somebody watering 
his copra. Poor John!” 

“Was it thought to be the island?” I asked. 

“Well, it was thought to be the island, or the trouble, or some¬ 
thing,” he replied. “I never could hear but what it was a healthy 
place. Our last man, Vigours, never turned a hair. He left because 
of the beach—said he was afraid of Black Jack and Case and 
Whistling Jimmie, who was still alive at the time, but got drowned 
soon afterward when drunk. As for old Captain Randall, he’s been 
here any time since eighteen-forty, forty-five. I never could see 
much harm in Billy, nor much change. Seems as if he might live to 
be Old Kafoozleum. No, I guess it’s healthy.” 

“There’s a boat coming now,” said I. “She’s right in the pass; 
looks to be a sixteen-foot whale; two white men in the stern- 
sheets.” 

“That’s the boat that drowned Whistling Jimmie!” cried the 
captain; “let’s see the glass. Yes, that’s Case, sure enough, and the 
darkie. They’ve got a gallows bad reputation, but you know what 
a place the beach is for talking. My belief, that Whistling Jimmie 
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was the worst o£ the trouble; and he's gone to glory, you see. What 11 
you bet they ain't after gin? Lay you five to two they take six 

* 9 

crises 

When these two traders came aboard I was pleased with the 
looks of them at once, or, rather, with the looks of both, and t ie 
speech of one. I was sick for white neighbours after my four years 
at the line, which I always counted years of prison; getting ta¬ 
booed, and going down to the Speak House to see and get it taken 
off; buying gin and going on a break, and then repenting; sitting 
in the house at night with the lamp for company; or walking on 
the beach and wondering what kind of a fool to call myself for 
being where I was. There were no other whites upon my island, and 
when I sailed to the next, rough customers made the most of the 
society. Now to see these two when they came aboard was a pleas¬ 
ure. One was a Negro, to be sure; but they were both rigged out 
smart in striped pajamas and straw hats, and Case would have 
passed muster in a city. He was yellow and smallish, had a hawk’s 
nose to his face, pale eyes, and his beard trimmed with scissors. 
No man knew his country, beyond he was of English speech; an 
it was clear he came of a good family and was splendidly educated 
He was accomplished too; played the accordion first rate; and give 
him a piece of a string or a cork or a pack of cards, and he could 
show you tricks equal to any professional. He could speak, when 
he chose, fit for a drawing-room; and when he chose he could 
blaspheme worse than a Yankee boatswain, and talk smart to 
sicken a Kanaka. The way he thought would pay best at the mo 
ment, that was Case’s way, and it always seemed to come natural, 
and like as if he was born to it. He had the courage of a lion and 
the cunning of a rat; and if he’s not in hell to-day, there s no such 
place. I know but one good point to the man—that he was fond 
of his wife, and kind to her. She was a Samoa woman, and dyed 
her hair red—Samoa style; and when he came to die (as I have to 
tell of) they found one strange thing—that he had made a will, 
like a Christian, and the widow got the lot; all his, they said, and 
all Black Jack’s, and the most of Billy Randall’s in the bargain, for 
it was Case that kept the books. So she went off home in the 
schooner Manu’a, and does the lady to this day in her own place. 

But of all this on that first morning I knew no more than a fly. 
Case me like a gentleman and like a friend, made me welcome to 
Falesa, and put his services at my disposal, which was the more 
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helpful from my ignorance of the natives. All the better part of the 
c ay we sat drinking better acquaintance in the cabin, and I never 
heard a man talk more to the point. There was no smarter trader 
and none dodgier, in the islands. I though Falesa seemed to be the 
light kind of a place; and the more I drank the lighter my heart. 
Our last trader had fled the place at half an hour’s notice, taking 
a chance passage in a labour ship from up west. The captain, when 
he came, had found the station closed, the keys left with the native 
pastor, and a letter from the runaway, confessing he was fairly 
frightened of his life. Since then the firm had not been represented, 
and of course there was no cargo. The wind, besides, was fair, the 
captain hoped he could make his next island by dawn, with a good 
tide, and the business of landing my trade was gone about lively. 
There was no call for me to fool with it, Case said; nobody would 
touch my things, every one was honest in Falesa, only about 
chickens or an odd knife or an odd stick of tobacco; and the best I 
could do was to sit quiet till the vessel left, then come straight to 
his house, see old Captain Randall, the father of the beach, take 
pot-luck, and go home to sleep when it got dark. So it was high 
noon, and the schooner was under way before I set my foot on 
shore at Falesa. 


I had a glass or two on board; I was just off a long cruise, and 
the ground heaved under me like a ship’s deck. The world was like 
all new painted; my foot went along to music; Falesa might have 
been Fiddler’s Green, if there is such a place, and more’s the pity if 
there isn’t! It was good to foot the grass, to look aloft at the green 
mountains, to see the men with their green wreaths and the women 
in their bright dresses, red and blue. On we went, in the strong sun 
and the cool shadow, liking both; and all the children in the town 
came trotting after with their shaven heads and their brown 
bodies, and raising a thin kind of a cheer in our wake, like crowing 
poultry. 

“By the bye,” says Case, “we must get you a wife.” 

“That’s so,” said I; “I had forgotten.” 

There was a crowd of girls about us, and I pulled up and looked 
among them like a bashaw. They were all dressed out for the sake 
of the ship being in; and the women of Falesa are a handsome lot 
to see. If they have a fault, they are a trifle broad in the beam; and 
I was just thinking so when Case touched me. 

“That's pretty,” says he. 
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I saw one coming on the other side alone. She had been fis^ tng; 
all she wore was a chemise, and it was wetted through. She was 
young and very slender for an island maid, with a long face a 
high forehead, and a shy, strange, blindish look, between a 

and a baby’s. 

“Who’s she?” said I. ‘‘She’ll do.” 

“That’s Uma,” said Case, and he called her up and spoke to he 
in the native. I didn’t know what he said; but when he was tn he 
mi dst she looked up at me quick and timid like ^ h ‘^ d odg g 
a blow, then down again, and presently smUed. She had a w d 
mouth, the lips and the chin cut like any statue s; and the 
came out for a moment and was gone. Then she stood wi 
head bent, and heard Case to an end, spoke back in the pretty 
Polynesian voice, looking him full in the face heard him again 
in answer, and then with an obeisance started off. I had just a 
share of the bow, but never another shot of her eye, and there w 

no more word of smiling. 

“I guess it’s all right,” said Case. ‘‘I guess you can have her. I 
make it square with the old lady. You can have your pick of the lot 

for a plug of tobacco,” he added, sneering. 

I suppose it was the smile that stuck in my memory, for I spoke 

back sharp. “She doesn’t look that sort,” I cried. 

“I don’t know that she is,” said Case. “I believe she s as right as 

the mail. Keeps to herself, don’t go round with the gang, and that. 
Oh, no, don’t you misunderstand me—Uma’s on the square. e 
spoke eager, X thought, and that surprised and pleased me. In¬ 
deed,” he went on, “X shouldn’t make so sure of getting her, only 
she cottoned to the cut of your jib. All you have to do is to keep 
dark and let me work the mother my own way; and 111 bring the 

girl round to the captain’s for the marriage.” , 

I didn’t care for the word marriage, and I said so. 

“Oh, there’s nothing to hurt in the marriage,” says he. “Black 


Jack’s the chaplain.” 

By this time we had come in view of the house of these three 
white men; for a Negro is counted a white man, and so is a Chi¬ 
nese 1 A strange idea, but common in the islands. It was a board 
house with a strip of rickety veranda. The store was to the front, 
with a counter, scales, and the finest possible display of trade: a 
case or two of tinned meats; a barrel of hard bread, a few bolts 
of cotton stuff, not to be compared with mine; the only thing well 
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represented being the contraband firearms and liquor 

are my only rivals,” thinks I, “I should do well in Falesa. 

there was only the one way they could touch me, and that 
the guns and drink. 


“If these 
” Indeed, 
was with 


In the back room was old Captain Randall, squatting on the 
floor native fashion, fat and pale, naked to the waist, grey as a 
badger, and his eyes set with drink. His body was covered with grey 

hair and crawled over by flies; one was in the corner of his eye_ 

he never heeded; and mosquitoes hummed about the man like bees 
Any clean-minded man would have had the creature out at once 
and buried him; and to see him, and think he was seventy, and re¬ 
member he had once commanded a ship, and come ashore in his 
smart togs, and talked big in bars and consulates, and sat in club 
verandas, turned me sick and sober. 


He tried to get up when I came in, but that was hopeless; so he 
reached me a hand instead, and stumbled out some salutation. 

“Papa’s pretty full this morning,” observed Case. “We’ve had an 
epidemic here; and Captain Randall takes gin for a prophylactic— 
don’t you, Papa?” 

Never took such a thing in my life!” cried the captain, in- 
dignantly. “Take gin for my health’s sake, Mr. Wha’s-ever-your 
name—’s a precautionary measure.” 

“That’s all right. Papa,” said Case. “But you’ll have to brace up. 
There’s going to be a marriage—Mr. Wilshire here is going to get 
spliced.” 

The old man asked to whom. 

“To Uma,” said Case. 

"Umal” cried the captain. “Wha* ’s he want Uma for? ’s he come 
here for his health, anyway? Wha’ 'n hell's he want Uma for?” 

“Dry up. Papa,” said Case. “ ’Tain’t you that’s to marry her. 
I guess you’re not her godfather and godmother. I guess Mr. 
Wiltshire’s going to please himself.” 

With that he made an excuse to me that he must move about 
the marriage, and left me alone with the poor wretch that was his 
partner and (to speak truth) his gull. Trade and station belonged 
both to Randall; Case and the Negro were parasites; they crawled 
and fed upon him like the flies, he none the wiser. Indeed, I have 
no harm to say of Billy Randall beyond the fact that my gorge 
rose at him, and the time I now passed in his company was like a 


nightmare. 
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The room was stifling hot and full of flies for the1 ^^ 
dirty and low and small, and stood in a bad place, bel 
Village, in the borders of the bush, and sheltered from the trade. 
The three men’s beds were on the floor, and a litter o pa 
dishes. There was no standing furniture; Randall, w en ie u s 
violent, tearing it to laths. There I sat and had a meal whichwas 
served us by Case’s wife; and there X was entertained all day by 
that remains of man, his tongue stumbling among low old joke 
and long old stories, and his own wheezy laughter always ready so 
that he had no sense of my depression. He was nipping gin all the 
while. Sometimes he fell asleep, and awoke again, whimpering and 
shivering, and every now and again he would ask me w y 
wanted to marry Uma. ”My friend,” I was telling myself all day, 
"vou must not come to be an old gentleman like this. 

' It might be four in the afternoon, perhaps, when the back door 
was thrust slowly open, and a strange old native woman 1 * 

into the house almost on her belly. She was swathed in black stuff 
to her heels; her hair was grey in swatches; her face was tattooed 
which was not the practice in that island; her eyes big and bright 
and crazy. These she fixed upon me with a rapt expression t at 
saw to be part acting. She said no plain word, but smacked and 
mumbled with her lips, and hummed aloud, like a child over its 
Christmas pudding. She came straight across the house heading 
for me, and, as soon as she was alongside, caught up my hand an 
purred and crooned over it like a great cat. From this she slipped 

into a kind of song. 

“Who the devil’s this?” cried I, for the thing startled me. 

“It’s Faavao,” says Randall; and I saw he had hitched along the 


floor into the farthest corner. 

“You ain’t afraid of her?” I cried. 

“Me ’fraid!” cried the captain. “My dear friend, I defy her! I 
don’t let her put her foot in here, only I suppose’s different to-day 

for the marriage. ’S Uma’s mother. 

“Well, suppose it is; what’s she carrying on about?” I asked, 
more irritated, perhaps more frightened, than I cared to show; 
and the captain told me she was making up a quantity of poetry 
in my praise because I was to marry Uma. “All right, old lady,” 
says I, with rather a failure of a laugh, “anything to oblige. But 
when you’re done with my hand, you might let me know. 

She did as though she understood; the song rose into a cry, and 
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shcTcarne ‘i'n '"T” ^ ° £ ^ h ° USe the Same wa V *« 

hen fnl M mUSt ” aVC plUngCd stra 'S ht into the bush, for 

.. ‘ , f d 1Cr l ° thc door shc had already vanished. 

1 nese are rum manners,” said I. 

“ 'S a rum crowd,” said the captain, and, to my surprise he 
made the sign of die cross on his bare bosom. 7 ? 

“Hillo!” says I, “are you a Papist?” 

He repudiated the idea with contempt. “Hardshell Baptis’,” 
said he. But, my dear friend, the Papists got some good ideas too; 
and th s one of ’em. You take my advice, and whenever you 
come across Uma or Faavao or Vigours, or any of that crowd, you 
take a leaf out o' the priests, and do what I do. Savvy?" says he, 
tepeated the sign, and winked his dim eye at me. “No, sir'" he 

broke out again, "no Papists here!" and for a long time entertained 
me with his religious opinions. 

I must have been taken with Uma from the first, or I should 
certainly have fled from that house, and got into the clean air, 
and the clean sea, or some convenient river—though, it’s true, I 
was committed to Case; and, besides, I could never have held my 
head up in that island if I had run from a girl upon my wedding- 
night. 

The sun was down, the sky all on fire, and the lamp had been 
some time lighted, when Case came back with Uma and the Negro. 
She was dressed and scented; her kilt was of fine tapa, looking 
richer in the folds than any silk; her bust, which was of the colour 
of dark honey, she wore bare, only for some half-a-dozen necklaces 
of seeds and flowers; and behind her ears and in her hair she had 
the scarlet flowers of the hibiscus. She showed the best bearing for 
a bride conceivable, serious and still; and I thought shame to 
stand up with her in that mean house and before that grinning 
Negro. I thought shame, I say; for the mountebank was dressed 
with a big paper collar, the book he made believe to read from was 
an odd volume of a novel, and the words of his service not fit to 


be set down. My conscience smote me when we joined hands; and 
when she got her certificate I was tempted to throw up the bargain 
and confess. Here is the document. It was Case that wrote it, 
signatures and all, in a leaf out of the ledger: 


This is to certify that Uma, daughter of Faavao of Falesa, 
Island of-, is illegally married to Mr. John Wiltshire, and 
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Mr. John Wiltshire is at liberty to send her packing when he 

pleases. 

r John Blackamoar, 

Extracted from the Register Chaplain to the Hulks, 

by William T. Randall, 

Master Mariner. 


A nice paper to put in a girl’s hand and see her hide away like 
gold. A man might easily feel cheap for less. But it was the 
practice in these parts, and (as I told myself) not the least the fault 
of us white men, but of the missionaries. If they had let the natives 
be, I had never needed this deception, but taken all the wives 1 
wished, and left them when I pleased, with a clear conscience. 

The more ashamed I was, the more hurry I was in to be gone; 
and our desires thus jumping together, I made the less remark o 
a change in the traders. Case had been all eagerness to keep me; 
now, as though he had attained a purpose, he seemed all eagerness 
to have me go. Uma, he said, could show me to my house, and the 

three bade us farewell indoors. 

The night was nearly come; the village smelt of trees ancl 
flowers and the sea and bread-fruit-cooking; there came a fine roll 
of sea from the reef, and from a distance, among the woods and 
houses, many pretty sounds of men and children. It did me good 
to breathe free air; it did me good to be done with the captain 
and see, instead, the creature at my side. I felt for all the world 
as though she were some girl at home in the Old Country, and 
forgetting myself for the minute, took her hand to walk with. Her 
fingers nestled into mine, I heard her breathe deep and quick, and 
all at once she caught my hand to her face and pressed it there. 
“You good!” she cried, and ran ahead of me, and stopped and 
looked back and smiled, and ran ahead of me again, thus guiding 
me through the edge of the bush, and by a quiet way to my own 

house. 

The truth is. Case had done the courting for me in style—told 
her I was mad to have her, and cared nothing for the conse¬ 
quences; and the poor soul, knowing that which I was still igno¬ 
rant of, believed it, every word, and had her head nigh turned 
with vanity and gratitude. Now, of all this I had no guess; I was one 
of those most opposed to any nonsense about native women, 
having seen so many whites eaten up by their wives relatives, 
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and made fools of into the bargain; and I told myself I must make 
stand at once, and bring her to her bearings. But she looked so 
quaint and pretty as she ran away and then awaited me, and the 
thing was done so like a child or a kind dog, that the best Icould 

Jail of h JUSt K° f her WhenCVer She went on > to listen for the 

her l Hu et ” 3,1 t0 W3tCh in thE dusk for the lining of 
er body. And there was another thought came in my head. She 

P , a) ' ed , kltten wuh me now when we were alone; but in the house 
S A e , ha< ? carne ^ 11 the wa Y a countess might, so proud and humble. 
And what with her dress—for all there was so little of it, and that 
native enough—what with her fine tapa and fine scents, and her 
red flowers and seeds, that were quite as bright as jewels, only 
larger—n came over me she was a kind of countess really, dressed 
to hear great singers at a concert, and no even mate for a poor 
trader like myself. 


She was the first in die house; and while I was still without I 
saw a match flash and the lamplight kindle in the windows. The 
station was a wonderful fine place, coral built, with quite a wide 
veranda, and the main room high and wide. My chests and cases 
had been piled in, and made rather of a mess; and there, in the 
thick of the confusion, stood Uma by the table, awaiting me. Her 
shadow went all the way up behind her into the hollow of the iron 
roof; she stood against it bright, the lamplight shining on her skin. 
I stopped in the door, and she looked at me, not speaking, with 
eyes that were eager and yet daunted; then she touched herself 
on the bosom. 

“Me—your wifie,” she said. It had never taken me like that be¬ 
fore; but the want of her took and shook all through me, like the 
wind in the luff of a sail. 

I could not speak if I had wanted; and if I could, I would not. 
I was ashamed to be so much moved about a native, ashamed of 
the marriage too, and the certificate she had treasured in her kilt; 
and I turned aside and made believe to rummage among my cases. 
The first thing I lighted on was a case of gin, the only one that I 
had brought; and partly for the girl’s sake, and partly for horror 
of the recollections of old Randall, took a sudden resolve. I pried 
the lid off. One by one I drew the bottles with a pocket cork-screw, 
and sent Uma out to pour the stuff from the veranda. 

She came back after the last, and looked at me puzzled like. 

“No good,” said I, for I was now a little better master of my 
tongue. “Man he drink, he no good.” 
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She agreed with this, but kept considering. "Why you bring 
him?” she asked, presently, "Suppose you no want drink, you n 

^^That”’all right,” said I. "One time I want drink too much; 

now no want. You see, I no savvy, I get one little wifie. Suppose 

drink gin, my little wifie be 'fraid.” 

To speak to her kindly was about more than I was fit for, I ha 

made my vow I would never let on to weakness with a native, and 

I had nothing for it but to stop. * 

She stood looking gravely down at me where I sat by the ope 

case. "I think you good man,” she said. And sudden y „ h£ 

fallen before me on the floor. “I belong you all-e-same p g 

cried. 


2. The Ban 

I came on the veranda just before the sun rose on the morrow. 
My house was the last on the east; there was a cape of woods and 
cliffs behind that hid the sunrise. To the west, a swift cold oyer 
ran down, and beyond was the green of the village, dotted with 
cocoa-palms and bread-fruits and houses. The shutters were some 
of them down and some open; I saw the mosquito bars sti 
stretched, with shadows of people new-awakened sitting up inside; 
and all over the green others were stalking silent, wrapped m 
their many-coloured sleeping-clothes, like Bedouins in Bible pic¬ 
tures. It was mortal still and solemn and chilly, and the light o 
the dawn on the lagoon was like the shining of a fire. 

But the thing that troubled me was nearer hand. Some dozen 
young men and children made a piece of a half-circle, flanking 
my house: the river divided them, some were on the near side, 
some on the far, and one on a boulder in the midst; and they all 
sat silent, wrapped in their sheets, and stared at me and my 
house as straight as pointer dogs. I thought it strange as I went 
out. When I had bathed and come back again, and found them 
all there, and two or three more along with them, I thought it 
stranger .still. What could they see to gaze at in my house I 

wondered, and went in. 

But the thought of these starers stuck in my mind, and presently 
I came out again. The sun was now up, but it was still behind the 
cape of woods. Say a quarter of an hour had come and gone. The 
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ToT'oVr §rCatly T eaS£d ' the £ar bank ° £ the river "’as lined 
q c a wa y—perhaps thirty grown folk, and of children twice 

as many, some standing, some squatted on the ground, and all 

stai mg at my house. I have seen a house in a South-Sea village thus 

surrounded, but then a trader was thrashing his wife inside, and 

she singing out. Here was nothing—the stove was alight, the 

smoke going up in a Christian manner; all was shipshape and 

nstol fashion. To be sure, there was a stranger come, but they 
had a chance to see that stranger yesterday, and took it quiet 
enough. What ailed them now? I leaned my arms on the rail and 
stared back. Devil a wink they had in them! Now and then I could 
see the children chatter, but they spoke so low not even the hum 
of their speaking came my length. The rest were like graven 
images: they stared at me, dumb and sorrowful, with their bright 
eyes, and it came upon me things would look not much different 
if I were on the platform of the gallows, and these good folk had 
come to see me hanged. 

I felt I was getting daunted, and began to be afraid I looked it, 
which would never do. Up I stood, made believe to stretch myself, 
came down the veranda stair, and strolled toward the river. There 
went a short buzz from one to the other, like what you hear in 
theatres when the curtain goes up; and some of the nearest gave 
back the matter of a pace. I saw a girl lay one hand on ,a young 
man and make a gesture upward with the other; at the same time 
she said something in the native with a gasping voice. Three little 
boys sat beside my path, where I must pass within three feet of 
them. Wrapped in their sheets, with their shaved heads and bits 
of topknots, and queer faces, they looked like figures on a chimney- 
piece. Awhile they sat their ground, solemn as judges. I came up 
hand over fist, doing my five knots, like a man that meant business; 
and I thought I saw a sort of a wink and gulp in the three faces. 
Then one jumped up (he was the farthest off) and ran for his 
mammy. The other two, trying to follow suit, got foul, came to the 
ground together bawling, wriggled right out of their sheets, and in 
a moment there were all three of them scampering for their lives, 
and singing out like pigs. The natives, who would never let a 
joke slip, even at a burial, laughed and let up, as short as a dog’s 
bark. ! 

They say it scares a man to be alone. No such thing. What scares 
him in the dark or the high bush is that he can’t make sure, and 
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there might be an army at his elbow What scares him.to 
be right in the midst of a crowd, and have no gues of th ^ 

driving at. When that laugh stopped, I stopped too. The boy 
had not yet made their offing; they were «,U on the full stretch 
going the one way, when I had already gone about ship and w 
sheering off the other. Like a fool I had come out, doing my five 
knots- like a fool I went back again. It must have been t e un 
niest thing to see, and what knocked me silly, this time no one 
laughed; only one old woman gave a kind of pious moan, the way 
you have heard Dissenters in their chapels at the sermon. ^ 

“I never saw such fools of Kanakas as your people here, 1 said 
once to Uma, glancing out of the window at the starers. 

“Savvy nothing,” says Uma, with a kind of disgusted air that she 


was good at. _ T . 

And that was all the talk we had upon the matter, for I was put 

out, and Uma took the thing so much as a matter of course that I 

was fairly ashamed. , 

All day, off and on, now fewer and now more, the fools sat about 

the west end of my house and across the river, waiting for the 
show, whatever that was—fire to come down from heaven, I sup¬ 
pose, and consume me, bones and baggage. But by evening, like 
real islanders, they had wearied of the business, and got away, and 
had a danve instead in the big house of the village, where I heard 
them singing and clapping hands till, maybe, ten at night, and the 
next day it seemed they had forgotten I existed. If fire had come 
down from heaven or the earth opened and swallowed me, there 
would have been nobody to see the sport or take the lesson, or 
whatever you like to call it. But I was to find they hadn’t forgot 
either, and kept an eye lifting for phenomena over my way. 

I was hard at it both these days getting my trade in order and 
taking stock of what Vigours had left. This was a job that made 
me pretty sick, and kept me from thinking on much else. Ben had 
taken stock the trip before—I knew I could trust Ben—but it was 
plain somebody had been making free in the meantime. I found 
I was out by what might easily cover six months’ salary and profit, 
and I could have kicked myself all round the village to have been 
such a blamed ass, sitting boozing with that Case instead of at¬ 
tending to my own affairs and taking stock. 

However, there’s no use crying over spilt milk. It was done now, 
and couldn’t be undone. All I could do was to get what was left of 
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■t and my new stuff (my own choice) in order, to go round and tret 
aftet the rats and cockroaches, and to fix up that store reguL 

wlieiTl hJcUif ^ Sh ° W a ^ ° f it: and the third morning, 
. " 1 , lu 111 >' P'pe and stood in the doorway and looked in 

and turned and looked far up the mountain and saw the coco": 

nuts waving and posted up the tons of copra, and over the village 

gieen and saw the island dandies and reckoned up the yards of 

print they wanted for their kilts and dresses, I fellas if I was in 

ie nght place to make a fortune, and go home again and start a 

public-house. There was I, sitting in that veranda, in as handsome 

a piece of scenery as you could find, a splendid sun, and a fine, 

fiesh, healthy trade that stirred up a man’s blood like sea-bathing- 

and the whole thing was clean gone from me, and I was dreaming 

ngland, which is, after all, a nasty, cold, muddy hole, with not 

enough light to see to read by; and dreaming the looks of mv 

public, by a cant of a broad high-road like an avenue and with the 
sign on a green tree. 


So much for the morning, but the day passed and the devil any¬ 
one looked near me, and from all I knew of natives in other 
islands I thought this strange. People laughed a little at our firm 
and their fine stations, and at this station of Falesa in particular; 
all the copra in the district wouldn’t pay for it (I heard them say) 
in fifty years, which I supposed was an exaggeration. But when 
the day went, and no business came at all, I began to get down¬ 
hearted; and, about three in the afternoon, I went out for a stroll 


to cheer me up. On the green I saw a white man coming with a 
cassock on, by which and by the face of him I knew he was a 
priest. He was a good-natured old soul to look at, gone a little 
grizzled, and so dirty you could have written with him on a piece 
of paper. 

“Good-day, sir,” said I. 

He answered me eagerly in native. 

“Don’t you speak any English?” said I. 

“French,” says he. 

“Well,” said I, “I’m sorry, but I can’t do anything there.” 

He tried me awhile in the French, and then again in native, 
which he seemed to think was the best chance. I made out he was 
after more than passing the time of day with me, but had some¬ 
thing to communicate, and I listened the harder. I heard the names 
of Adams and Case and of Randall—Randall the oftenest—and 
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the word “poison,” or something like it, and a native word that he 

said very often. I went home, repeating it to myself. 

“What does fussy-ocky mean?” I asked of Uma, for that was as 

near at I could come to it. 

“Make dead,” said she. 

“The devil it does!” says I. “Did ever you hear that Case ha 


poisoned Johnny Adams.'' 

“Every man he savvy that,” 
■white sand—bad sand. He got 


says Uma, scornful-like. “Give him 
the bottle still. Suppose he give you 


trin, you no take him.” . _, 

h Now I had heard much the same sort of story in other lslan , 

and the same white powder always to the front, which made me 

think the less of it. For all that, I went over to Randall s place to 

see what I could pick up, and found Case on the doorstep, cleaning 


a gun. 

“Good shooting here?” says I. 

“A 1 ” says he. “The bush is full of all kinds of birds. I wish 
copra was as plenty,” says he— X thought, slyly—“but there don’t 

seem anything doing. 

I could see Black Jack in the store, serving a customer. 

“That looks like business, though,” said I. 

“That’s the first sale we’ve made in three weeks, said he. 

“You don’t tell me?” says I. “Three weeks? Well, well.” 

“If you don’t believe me,” he cries, a little hot, “you can go and 
look at the copra-house. It’s half empty to this blessed hour.” 

“I shouldn’t be much the better for that, you see,” says I. For 
all I can tell, it might have been whole empty yesterday. 

“That’s so,” says he, with a bit of a laugh. 

“By the bye,” I said, “what sort of a party is the priest? Seems 
rather a friendly sort.” 

At this Case laughed right out loud. “Ah!” says he, I see what 
ails you now. Galuchet’s been at you.” Father Galoshes was the 
name he went by most, but Case always gave it the French quirk, 
which was another reason we had for thinking him above the 


common. 

“Yes, I have seen him,” I says. “I made out he didn’t think much 
of your Captain Randall.” 

“That he don’t!” says Case. “It was the trouble about poor 
Adams. The last day, when he lay dying, there was young Bun¬ 
combe round. Ever met Buncombe? 
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I told him no. 

He’s a cure, is Buncombe!” laughs Case «Wa 11 n 
too, n i„ his head that , as there ,as nfoth^er^L 
Kanaka pastors, we ought to call in Father Galuchet and have 

sarac to mo" adm ‘ niStered and take the sacrament. It was all the 
same to me, you may suppose; but I said I thought Adams was the 

fellow to consult. He was jawing away about watered copra and 

a sight of foolery. ‘Look here,’ I said, ‘you’re pretty sick. Would 

>ou like to see Galoshesr He sat right upon his elbow. 'Get the 

pnest, says he, 'get the priest; don’t let me die here like a dog'’ He 

spoke kind of fierce and eager, but sensible enough. There was 

not ling to say against that, so we sent and asked Galuchet if he 

vvould come. You bet he would. He jumped in his dirty linen at 

the thought of it. But we had reckoned without Papa. He’s a hard- 

shelled Baptist, is Papa; no Papists need apply. And he took and 

locked the door. Buncombe told him he was bigoted, and I thought 

he would have had a fit. Bigoted!’ he says. ‘Me bigoted? Have I 

lived to hear it from a jackanapes like you?’ And he made for 

Buncombe, and I had to hold them apart; and there was Adams in 

the middle, gone luny again, and carrying on about copra like a 

born fool. It was good as the play, and I was about knocked out 

of time with laughing, when all of a sudden Adams sat up, clapped 

his hands to his chest, and went into the horrors. He died hard, 

did John Adams,” says Case, with a kind of a sudden sternness. 

‘‘And what became of the priest?” I asked. 

‘ The priest?” says Case. “Oh! he was hammering on the door 
outside, and crying on the natives to come and beat it in, and 
singing out it was a soul he wished to save, and that. He was in a 
rare taking, was the priest. But what would you have? Johnny had 
slipped his cable; no more Johnny in the market; and the admin¬ 
istration racket clean played out. Next thing, word came to 
Randall that the priest was praying upon Johnny's grave. Papa was 
pretty full, and got a club, and lit out straight for the place, and 
there was Galoshes on his knees, and a lot of natives looking on. 
You wouldn’t think Papa cared that much about anything, un¬ 
less it was liquor; but he and the priest stuck to it two hours, 
slanging each other in native, and every time Galoshes tried to 
kneel down Papa went for him with the club. There never were 
such larks at Falesi. The end of it was that Captain Randall 
knocked over with some kind of a fit or stroke, and the priest got 
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in his goods after all. But he was the angriest priest you ever hear 
of and complained to the chiefs about the outrage, as he called it. 
That was no account, for our chiefs are Protestant here; and, any¬ 
way he had been making trouble about the drum for morning 
school, and they were glad to give him a wipe. Now he swears old 
Randall gave Adams poison or something, and when the two m 

they grin at each other like baboons.” 

He told this story as natural as could be, and like a man t a 
enjoyed the fun; though now I come to think of it after so long, 
it seems rather a sickening yarn. However, Case never set up to 
be soft, only to be square and hearty, and a man all round; and, 

to tell the truth, he puzzled me entirely. . 

I went home and asked Uma if she were a Popey, which I had 

made out to be the native word for Catholics. 

'*£ le air says she. She always used the native when she meant 

“no” more than usually strong, and, indeed, there’s more of it. 


“No good Popey,” she added. 

Then I asked her about Adams and the priest, and she told me 
much the same yarn in her own way. So that I was left not muc 1 
farther on, but inclined, upon the whole, to think the bottom of 
the matter was the row about the sacrament, and the poisoning 

only talk. . - 

The next day was a Sunday, when there was no business to be 

looked for. Uma asked me in the morning if I was going to pray; 

I told her she bet not, and she stopped home herself, with no more 
words. I thought this seemed unlike a native, and a native woman, 
and a woman that had new clothes to show off; however, it suited 
me to the ground, and I made the less of it. The queer thing was 
that I came next door to going to church after all, a thing I m 
little likely to forget. I had turned out for a stroll, and heard the 
hymn tune up. You know how it is. If you hear folk singing, it 
seems to draw you; and pretty soon I found myself alongside the 
church. It was a little, long, low place, coral built, rounded off at 
both ends like a whale-boat, a big native roof on the top of it, 
windows without sashes and doorways without doors. I stuck my 
head into one of the windows, and the sight was so new to me—for 
things went quite different in the islands I was acquainted with— 
that I stayed and looked on. The congregation sat on the floor on 
mats, the women on one side, the men on the other, all rigged out 
to kill_the women with dresses and trade hats, the men in white 
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jackets and shirts. The hymn was over; the pastor, a bi R buck 
Kanaka, was in the pulpit, preaching for his life; and by the wav 
ie wagged h.s hand, and worked his voice, and made his points 
and seemed to argue with the folk, I made out he was a gun at 
the business. Hell, he looked up suddenly and caught my eye, and 

gne you my word he staggered in the pulpit; his eyes bulged 
out of his head, his hand rose and pointed at me like as if against 
Ins will, and the sermon stopped right there. 

It isn’t a fine thing to say for yourself; but I ran away; and, if 
the same kind of a shock was given me, I should run away again 
to-morrow. To see that palavering Kanaka struck all of a heap at 
the mere sight of me gave me a feeling as if the bottom had 
dropped out of the world. I went right home, and stayed there, and 
said nothing. You might think I would tell Uma, but that was 
against my system. You might have thought I would have gone 
over and consulted Case; but the truth was I was ashamed to 
speak of such a thing, I thought every one would blurt out laugh¬ 
ing in my face. So I held my tongue, and thought all the more; 
and the more I thought, the less I liked the business. 

By Monday night I got it clearly in my head I must be tabooed. 
A new store to stand open two days in a village and not a man 
or woman come to see the trade, was past believing. 

“Uma,” said I, “I think I’m tabooed.” 

“I think so,” said she. 

I thought awhile whether I should ask her more, but it’s a bad 
idea to set natives up with any notion of consulting them, so I 


went to Case. It was dark, and he was sitting alone, as he did 
mostly, smoking on the stairs. 

“Case,” said I, “here’s a queer thing. I’m tabooed.” 

“Oh, fudgel” says he; “’t ain’t the practice in these islands.” 
“That may be, or it mayn’t,” said I. “It’s the practice where I 
was before. You can bet I know what it’s like; and I tell it you for 


a fact, I’m tabooed.” 

“Well,” said he, “what have you been doing?” 

“That’s what I want to find out,” said I. 

“Oh, you can’t be,” said he; “it ain’t possible. However, I’ll tell 
you what I’ll do. Just to put your mind at rest. I’ll go round and 
find out for sure. Just you waltz in and talk to Papa.” 

“Thank you,” I said, “I’d rather stay right out her on the 
veranda. Your house is so close.” 
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“I’ll call Papa out here, then,” says he. 

“My dear fellow,” I says, “I wish you wouldn’t. The fact is, I 

don’t take to Mr. Randall.” 

Case laughed, took a lantern from the store, and set out into the 
village. He was gone perhaps a quarter of an hour, and he looked 

mighty serious when he came back. 

“Well,” said he, clapping down the lantern on the veranda steps, 

“I would never have believed it. I don't know where the im¬ 
pudence of these Kanakas’ll go next; they seem to have lost all idea 
of respect for whites. What we want is a man-of-war—a German, 
if we could—they know how to manage Kanakas.” 

“I am tabooed, then?” I cried. 

“Something of the sort,” said he. “It’s the worst thing of the 
kind I’ve heard of yet. But I’ll stand by you, Wiltshire, man to 
man. You come round here to-morrow about nine, and we 11 have 
it out with the chiefs. They’re afraid of me, or they used to be; 
but their heads are so big by now, I don’t know what to think. 
Understand me, Wiltshire; I don’t count this your quarrel,” he 
went on, with a great deal of resolution, “I count it all of our 
quarrel, I count it the White Man’s Quarrel, and I’ll stand to it 
through thick and thin, and there’s my hand on it.” 

“Have you found out what’s the reason?” I asked. 

“Not yet,” said Case. “But we’ll fire them down to-morrow.” 
Altogether I was pretty well pleased with his attitude, and al¬ 
most more the next day, when we met to go before the chiefs, to 
see him so stern and resolved. The chiefs awaited us in one of their 
big oval houses, which was marked out to us from a long way off 
by the crowd about the eaves, a hundred strong if there was one- 
men, women, and children. Many of the men were on their way 
to work and wore green wreaths, and it put me in thoughts of the 
first of May at home. This crowd opened and buzzed about the 
pair of us as we went in, with a sudden angry animation. Five 
chiefs were there; four mighty, stately men, the fifth old and 
puckered. They sat on mats in their white kilts and jackets; they 
had fans in their hands, like fine ladies; and two of the younger 
ones wore Catholic medals, which gave me matter of reflection. 
Our place was set, and the mats laid for us over against these 
grandees, on the near side of the house; the midst was empty; the 
crowd, close at our backs, murmured and craned and jostled to 
look on, and the shadows of them tossed in front of us on the clean 
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pebbles of ihe floor. I was just a hair put out by the excitement of 
the commons, but the quiet, civil appearance of the chiefs reas¬ 
sured me, all the more when their spokesman began and made a 
long speech in a low voice, sometimes waving his hand toward 
Case, sometimes toward me, and sometimes knocking with his 
knuckles on the mat. One thing was clear: there was no sign of 
anger in the chiefs. 

“What’s he been saying?” I asked, when he had done. 

“Oh, just that they’re glad to see you, and they understand by 
me you wish to make some kind of complaint, and you’re to fire 
away, and they’ll do the square thing.” 

“It took a precious long time to say that,” said I. 

“Oh, the rest was sawder and bon jour and that,” said Case. 
“You know what Kanakas are.” 

“Well, they don’t get much bon jour out of me,” said I. “You 
tell them who I am. I’m a white man, and a British subject, and 
no end of a big chief at home; and I’ve come here to do them good, 
and bring them civilisation; and no sooner have I got my trade 
sorted out than they go and taboo me, and no one dare come near 
my place! Tell them I don’t mean to fly in the face of anything 
legal; and if what they want’s a present, I’ll do what’s fair. I don’t 
blame any man looking out for himself, tell them, for that’s 
human nature; but if they think they’re going to come any of their 
native ideas over me, they’ll find themselves mistaken. And tell 
them plain that I demand the reason of this treatment as a white 
man and a British subject.” 

That was my speech. I knew how to deal with Kanakas: give 
them plain sense and fair dealings, and—I’ll do them that much 
justice—they knuckle under every time. They haven’t any real gov¬ 
ernment or any real law, that’s what you’ve got to knock into their 
heads; and even if they had, it would be a good joke if it was to 
apply to a white man. It would be a strange thing if we came all 
this way and couldn’t do what we pleased. The mere idea has al¬ 
ways put my monkey up, and I rapped my speech out pretty big. 
Then Case translated it—or made believe to, rather—and the first 
chief replied, and then a second, and a third, all in the same style 

_easy and genteel, but solemn underneath. Once a question was 

put to Case, and he answered it, and all hands (both chiefs and 
commons) laughed out aloud, and looked at me. Last of all, the 
puckered old fellow and the big young chief that spoke first started 
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in to put Case through a kind o£ catechism. Sometimes I made out 

that Case was trying to fence, and they stuck to h.m hke hounds 
and the sweat ran down his face, which was no very pleasant si 
to me, and at some of his answers the crowd moaned and mu 
mured, which was a worse hearing. It's a cruel shame I knew no 
native, for (as I now believe) they were asking Case about my 
marriage, and he must have had a tough job of it to clear fee.. 
But leave Case alone; he had the brains to run a parliament. 

“Well, is that all?” I asked, when a pause came. >f 

“Come along,” says he, mopping his face; ”111tell you outside. 

“Do you mean they won t take the taboo off.' I cricc . 

“It’s something queer,” said he. ‘Til tell you outside. Better 

“I won't take it at their hands,” cried I. "I am t that kind of 
a man. You don’t find me turn my back on a parcel o£ Kanakas. 

“You’d better,” said Case. 

He looked at me with a signal in his eye; and the five cue s 
looked at me civilly enough, but kind of pointed; and the people 
looked at me and craned and jostled. I remembered the folks that 
watched my house, and how the pastor had jumped in his pulpit 
at the bare sight of me; and the whole business seemed so out of 
the way that I rose and followed Case. The crowd opened again to 
let us through, but wider than before, the children on the skirts 
running and singing out, and as we two white men walked away 

they all stood and watched us.- 

“And now,” said I, “what is all this about?” 

“The truth is I can’t rightly make it out myself. They have a 
down on you,” says Case. 

“Taboo a man because they have a down on him!” I cried. I 


never heard the like.” 

“It’s worse than that, you see,” said Case. You ain t tabooed • 
I told you that couldn’t be. The people won’t go near you, 

Wiltshire, and there’s where it is.” 

“They won’t go near me? What do you mean by that? Why 

won’t they go near me?” I cried. 

Case hesitated. “Seems they’re frightened,” says he, in a low 
voice. 

I stopped dead short. “Frightened?” I repeated. “Are you gone 
crazy, Case? What are they frightened of?” 

“I wish I could make out,” Case answered, shaking his head. 
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Appears like one of their tomfool superstitions. That’s what I 

tion . rcmon to, he said. "Ifs like the business about Vigours.” 

Id like to know what you mean by that, and I’ll trouble you to 
tell me, savs I. 1 

M 


"Well, you know. Vigours lit out and left all standing,” said he. 

It was some superstition business—I never got the hang of if but 
it began to look bad before the end." 

“I’ve heard a different story about that,” said I, “and I had better 
tell } ou so. I heard he ran away because of you.” 

4< “° hI wel1 ’ 1 suppose he was ashamed to tell the truth,” says Case; 
# I S uess l ie thought it silly. And it’s a fact that I packed him off. 
‘What would you do, old man?’ says he. ‘Get,’ says I, ‘and not 
think twice about it.’ I was the gladdest kind of man to see him 
clear away. It ain’t my notion to turn my back on a mate when 
he’s in a tight place, but there was that much trouble in the village 
that I couldn’t see where it might likely end. I was a fool to be so 
much about with Vigours. They cast it up to me today. Didn’t 
you hear Maea—that’s the young chief, the big one—ripping out 
about ‘Vika’? That was him they were after. They don’t seem to 
forget it, somehow.” 

‘‘This is all very well,” said I, ‘‘but it don’t tell me what’s wrong; 
it don’t tell me what they’re afraid of—what their idea is.” 

‘‘Well, I wish I knew,” said Case. “I can’t say fairer than that.” 

‘‘You might have asked, I think,” says I. 

‘‘And so I did,” says he. ‘‘But you must have seen for yourself, 
unless you’re blind, that the asking got the other way. I’ll go as 
far as I dare for another white man; but when I find I’m in the 
scrape myself, I think first of my own bacon. The loss of me is 
I’m too good-natured. And I’ll take the freedom of telling you 
you show a queer kind of gratitude to a man who’s got into all 
this mess along of your affairs.” 

“There’s a thing I’m thinking of,” said I. “You were a fool to 
be so much about with Vigours. One comfort, you haven’t been 
much about with me. I notice you’ve never been inside my house. 
Own up now; you had word of this before?” 

“It's a fact I haven’t been,” said he. “It was an oversight, and 
I am sorry for it, Wiltshire. But about coming now. I’ll be quite 


plain.” 

“You mean you won't?” I asked. 
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“Awfully sorry, old man, but that’s the size of it,’ says Case. 

“In short, you’re afraid?’’ says I. 

“In short, I’m afraid,” says he. 

“And I’m still to be tabooed for nothing?” I asked. 

“I tell you you’re not tabooed,” said he. “The Kanakas won t go 
near you, that’s all. And who’s to make ’em? We traders have a lot 
of gall, I must say; we make these poor Kanakas take back their 
laws, and take up their taboos, and that, whenever it happens to 
suit us. But you don’t .mean to say you expect a law obliging peo¬ 
ple to deal in your store whether they want to or not? You don t 
mean to tell me you’ve got the gall for that? And if you had, it 
would be a queer thing to propose to me. I would just like to point 

out to you, Wiltshire, that I’m a trader myself. 

“I don’t think I would talk of gall if I was you,” said I. Here s 
about what it comes to, as well as I can make out: None of the 
people are to trade with me, and they’re all to trade with you. 
You’re to have the copra, and I’m to go to the devil and shake my¬ 
self. And I don’t know any native, and you’re the only man here 
worth mention that speaks English, and you have the gall to up 
and hint to me my life’s in danger, and all you’ve got to tell me is 

you don’t know why!” 

“Well, it is all I have to tell you,” said he. “I don’t know—I 
wish I did.” 

“And so you turn your back and leave me to myself! is that tht 
position?” says I. 

“If you like to put it nasty,” says he. “I don’t put it so. I say 
merely, ‘I’m going to keep clear of you; or, if I don’t. I’ll get in 

danger for myself.’ ” 

“Well,” says I, “you’re a nice kind of a white man!” 

“Oh, I understand; you’re riled,” said he. “I would be myself. I 

can make excuses.” 

“All right,” I said, “go and make excuses somewhere else. Here’s 
my way, there’s yours!” 

With that we parted, and I went straight home, in a hot temper, 
and found Uma trying on a lot of trade goods like a baby. 

“Here,” I said, “you quit that foolery! Here’s pretty mess to have 
made, as if I wasn’t bothered enough anyway! And I thought I 
told you to get dinner!” 

And then I believe I gave her a bit of the rough side of my 
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tongue as she deserved. She stood up at once, like a sentry to his 

officei, lot I must say she was always well brought up, and had a 
great respect for whites. F 

And now," says I, “you belong round here, you’re bound to 
understand this. What am I tabooed for, anyway? Or, if I ain’t 
tabooed, what makes the folks afraid of me?” 

She stood and looked at me with eyes like saucers. 

Vou no savvy?” she gasps at last. 

“No,’’ said I. "How would you expect me to? We don't have any 
such craziness where I come from.” 


“Ese no tell you?” she asked again. 

(Esc was the name the natives had for Case; it may mean foreign, 
01 extraordinary; or it might mean a mummy apple; but most like 
it was only his own name misheard and put in a Kanaka spelling') 

“Not much,” said I. 6 *' 

“D—n Ese!” she cried. 

\ ou might think it funny to hear this Kanaka girl come out with 
a big swear. ^Vo such thing. There was no swearing in her—no, nor 
anger, she was beyond anger, and meant die word simple and 
. serious. She stood there straight as she said it. I cannot justly say 
that I ever saw a woman look like that before or after, and it 
struck me mum. Then she made a kind of an obeisance, but it was 
the proudest kind, and threw her hands out open. 

“I ’shamed,” she said. “I think you savvy. Ese he tell me you 
savvy, he tell me you no mind, tell me you love me too much. 
Taboo belong me,” she said, touching herself on the bosom, as 
she had done upon our wedding-night. “Now I go ’way, taboo he 
go ’way too. Then you get too much copra. You like more better, I 
think. Tofa, alii,” says she in the native—“Farewell, chiefl” 

“Hold on!” I cried. “Don’t be in such a hurry.” 

She looked at me sidelong with a smile. “You see, you get copra,” 
she said, the same as you might offer candies to a child. 

“Uma,” said I, “hear reason. I didn’t know, and that’s a fact; 
and Case seems to have played it pretty mean upon the pair of 
us. But I do know now, and I don’t mind; I love you too much. 
You no go ’way, you no leave me, I too much sorry.” 

“You no ( love me,” she cried, “you talk me bad words!” And she 
threw herself in a corner of the floor, and began to cry. 

Well, I’m no scholar, but I wasn’t born yesterday, and I thought 
the worst of that trouble was over. However, there she lay—her 
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back turned, her face to the vvall-and shook with sobbing like a 

little child, so that her feet jumped with it. It’s strange how 1 
a man when he's in love; for there's no use mincing things; Kanaka 
and all, I was in love with her, or just as good. I tried to take her 
hand, but she would none of that. "Uma," I said, “there s no sense 
in carrying on like this. I want you stop here, I want my little 

wifie, I tell you true.” 

“No tell me true,” she sobbed. , 

“All right,” says I, “I’ll wait till you’re through with this. Ana 
I sat right down beside her on the floor, and set to smooth her 
hair with my hand. At first she wriggled away when I touched her; 
then she seemed to notice me no more; then her sobs grew grad¬ 
ually less, and presently stopped; and the next thing I knew, she 

raised her face to mine. 

“You tell me true? You like me stop?’ she asked. 

“Uma,” I said, “I would rather have you than all the copra in 
the South Seas,” which was a very big expression, and the strangest 

thing was that I meant it. 

She threw her arms about me, sprang close up, and pressed her 
face to mine, in the island way of kissing, so that I was all wetted 
with her tears, and my heart went out to her wholly. I never had 
anything so near me as this little brown bit of a girl. Many things 
went together, and all helped to turn my head. She was pretty 
enough to eat; it seemed she was my only friend in that queer 
place; I was ashamed that I had spoken rough to her: and she 
was a woman, and my wife, and a kind of a baby besides that I 
was sorry for; and the salt of her tears was in my mouth. And 1 
forgot Case and the natives; and I forgot that I knew nothing of 
the story, or only remembered it to banish the remembrance, and 
I forgot that I was to get no copra, and so could make no liveli¬ 
hood; and I forgot my employers, and the strange kind of service 
I was doing them, when I preferred my fancy to their business, and 
I forgot even that Uma was no true wife of mine, but just a maid 
beguiled, and that in a pretty shabby style. But that is to look too 

far on. I will come to that part of it next. 

It was late before we thought of getting dinner. The stove was 
out, and gone stone cold; but we fired up after awhile, and cooked 
each a dish, helping and hindering each other, and making a play 
of it like children. I was so greedy of her nearness that I sat down 
to dinner with my lass upon my knee, made sure of her with one 
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hand, and ate with the other. Ay, and more than that. She was the 
worst cook I suppose God made; the things she set her hand to it 
would have sickened an honest horse to eat of; yet I made my meal 
that day on Uma’s cookery, and can never call to mind to have 
been better pleased. I didn’t pretend to myself, and I didn’t pre¬ 
tend to her. I saw I was clean gone; and if she was to make a fool 
of me, she must. And I suppose it was this that set her talking, for 
now she made sure that we were friends. A lot she told me, sitting 
in my lap and eating my dish, as I ate hers, from foolery—a lot 
about herself and her mother and Case, all which would be very 
tedious, and fill sheets if I set it down in Beach de Mar, but which 
I must give a hint of in plain English, and one thing about myself, 
which had a very big effect on my concerns, as you are soon to hear. 

It seems she was born in one of the Line Islands; had been only 
two or three years in these parts, where she had come with a white 
man, who was married to her mother and then died; and only the 
one year in Falesa. Before that they had been a good deal on the 
move, trekking about after the white man, who was one of those 
rolling stones that keep going round after a soft job. They talk 
about looking for gold at the end of a rainbow; but if a man wants 
an employment that’ll last him till he dies, let him start out on the 
soft-job hunt. There’s meat and drink in it too, and beer and 
skittles, for you never hear of them starving, and rarely see them 
sober; and as for steady sport, cock-fighting isn’t in the same county 
with it. Anyway, this beach-comber carried the woman and her 
daughter all over the shop, but mostly to out-of-the-way islands, 
where there were no police, and he thought, perhaps, the soft job 
hung out. I’ve my own view of this old party; but I was just as glad 
he had kept Uma clear of Apia and Papeete and these flash towns. 
At last he struck Fale-alii on this island, got some trade—the Lord 
knows howl—muddled it all away in the usual style, and died 
worth next to nothing, bar a bit of land at Falesa that he had got 
for a bad debt, which was what put it in the minds of the mother 
and daughter to come there and live. It seems Case encouraged 
them all he could, and helped to get their house built. He was 
very kind those days, and gave Uma trade, and there is no doubt 
he had his eye on her from the beginning. However, they had 
scarce settled, when up turned a young man, a native, and wanted 
to marry her. He was a small chief, and had some fine mats and 
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old songs in his family, and was “very pretty,” Uma said; and, 
altogether, it was an extraordinary match for a penndess girl and 

an ouc-islander. 

At the first word of this I got downright sick with jealousy. 

“And you mean to say you would have married him? I cried. 

‘Toe, yes,” said she. “I like too much!” 

“Well!” I said. “And suppose I had come round after? 

“I like you more better now,” said she. “But suppose I marry 
Ioane, I one good wife. I no common Kanaka. Good girl!” says she. 

“Well, I had to be pleased with that; but I promise you I didn t 
care about the business one little bit. And I liked the end of that 
yarn no better than the beginning. For it seems this proposal of 
marriage was the start of all the trouble. It seems, before that, 
Uma and her mother had been looked down upon, of course, fcr 
kinless folk and out-islanders, but nothing to hurt; and, even when 
Ioane came forward, there was less trouble at first than might have 
been looked for. And then, all of a sudden, about six months be¬ 
fore my coming, Ioane backed out and left that part of the island, 
and from that day to this Uma and her mother had found them¬ 
selves alone. None called at their house—none spoke to them on 
the roads. If they went to church, the other women orew their mats 
away and left them in a clear place by themselves. It was a regular 
excommunication, like what you read of in the Middle Ages; and 
the cause or sense of it beyond guessing. It was some talo pepelo, 
Uma said, some lie, some calumny; and all she knew of it was that 
the girls who had been jealous of her luck with Ioane used to twit 
her with his desertion, and cry out, when they met her alone in 
the woods, that she would never be married. “They tell me no man 
he marry me. He too much ’fraid,” she said. 

The only soul that came about them after this desertion was 
Master Case. Even he was chary of showing himself, and turned up 
mostly by night; and pretty soon he began to table his cards and 
make up to Uma. I was still sore about Ioane, and when Case 
turned up in the same line of business I cut up downright rough. 

“Well,” I said, sneering, “and I suppose you thought Case ‘very 
pretty’ and ‘liked too much’?” 

“Now you talk silly,” said she. “White man, he come here, I 
marry him all-e-same Kanaka; very well then, he marry me all-e- 
same white woman. Suppose he no marry, he go ’way, woman he 
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Stop. All-e-same thief, empty hand, Tonga-heart—no can level 
Now yon come marry me. You big heart-you no ’shamed island- 
^ ^ hat t,un g 1 lovc you far too much. I proud ” 

I don’t know that ever I felt sicker all the days of my life. I laid 

A "" m> ' f °. lk ’ and 1 P ut a ' va y th e “island-girl;” I didn’t seem 
somehow to have any use for either, and I went and walked up and 

down in the house, and Uma followed me with her eyes, for she 

was troubled, and small wonder! But troubled was no word for it 

With me. I so wanted, and so feared, to make a clean breast of the 
sweep that I had been. 


And just then there came a sound of singing out of the sea; it 
sprang up suddenly clear and near, as the boat turned the head¬ 
land, and Uma, running to the window, cried out it was “Misi” 
come upon his rounds. 

I thought it was a strange thing I should be glad to have a mis¬ 
sionary; but, if it was strange, it was still true. 

“Uma,” said I, “you stop here in this room, and don’t budge a 
foot out of it till I come back.” 


3. The Missionary 

As I came out on the veranda, the mission-boat was shooting for 
the mouth of the river. She was a long whale-boat painted white; 
a bit of an awning astern; a native pastor crouched on the wedge 
of poop, steering; some four-and-twenty paddles flashing and dip¬ 
ping, true to the boat-song; and the missionary under the awning, 
in his white clothes, reading in a book; and set him up! It was 
pretty to see and hear; there’s no smarter sight in the islands than 
a missionary boat with a good crew and a good pipe to them; and 
I considered it for half a minute with a bit of envy perhaps, and 
then strolled down toward the river. 

From the opposite side there was another man aiming for die 
same place, but he ran and got there first. It was Case; doubtless 
his idea was to keep me apart from the missionary, who might 
serve me as interpreter; but my mind was upon other things. I was 
thinking how he had jockeyed us about the marriage, and tried 
his hand on Uma before; and at the sight of him rage flew into my 
nostrils. 

“Get out of that, you low, swindling thief!” I cried. 
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“What’s that you say?” says he. 

I gave him the word again, and rammed u down with a good 
oat In “And if ever I catch you within six fathoms of my house, 

I cried, “I’ll clap a bullet in your measly carcass.” „ wliere 

“You must do as you like about your house, said he, where 
I told you I have no thought of going; but this is a public place. 

"It’s a place where I have private business,” said I. I have no 
idea of a hound like you eavesdropping, and I give you notice to 

clear out.” 

“I don’t take it, though,” says Case. 

“I’ll show you then,” said I. 

“We’ll have to see about that,” said he. 

He was quick with his hands, but he had neither the height nor 
the weight, being a flimsy creature alongside a man like me, and, 
besides, I was blazing to that height of wrath that I could have 
bit into a chisel. I gave him first the one and then the other, so 
that I could hear his head rattle and crack, and he went down 

Str “Have you had enough?” cries I. But he only looked up white 
and blank, and the blood spread upon his face like wine upon a 
napkin. “Have you had enough?” I cried again. ‘ Speak up, and 
don’t lie malingering there, or I’ll take my feet to you.” 

He sat up at that, and held his head—by the look of him you 
could see it was spinning—and the blood poured on his pajamas. 

“I’ve had enough for this time,” says he, and he got up stagger¬ 
ing, and went off by f ie way that he had come. 

The boat was clos. in; I saw the missionary had laid his book 
to one side, and I smiled to myself. “He’ll know I’m a man, any¬ 


way,” thinks I. 

This was the first time, in all my years in the Pacific, I had ever 
exchanged two words with any missionary, let alone asked one for 
a favour. I didn’t like the lot, no trader does; they look down upon 
us, and make no concealment; and, besides, they’re partly Kana- 
kaised, and suck up with natives instead of with other white men 
like themselves. I had a rig of clean, striped pajamas—for, of 
course, I had dressed decent to go before the chiefs; but when I 
saw the missionary step out of his boat’in the regular uniform, 
white duck clothes, pith helmet, white shirt and tie, and yellow 
boots to his feet, I could have bunged stones at him. As he came 
nearer, queering me pretty curious (because of the fight, I sup- 
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I^OSC), I saw he looked mortal sick, for the truth was h P <• 

on, and had just had a chill i„ boat 6 ^ 3 feV£r 

Mr Tarlcton, I believe?” says I, for I had got his name. 

And you, I suppose, are the new trader?" says he 

on I .. Wa ' n , t ° t£lI , y ° l 1 1 first that 1 don,t hold with missions,” I went 
o , and that I think you and the likes of you do a sight of harm 

filling up the natives with old wives' tales and bumptiousness^ 

hit „°i‘ a 'n PC 'i f y ent,tled l ° >’° ur opinions,” says he, looking a 
bit ugly, but I have no call to hear them.” 8 

It so happens that you’ve got to hear them,” I said. “I’m no 
missionary, nor missionary lover; I’m no Kanaka, nor favourer of 
Kanakas I’m just a trader; I’m just a common low God-damned 
white man and British subject, the sort you would like to wipe 
your boots on. I hope that’s plain!” 

\es, my man,” said he. “It’s more plain than creditable. When 
you are sober, you’ll be sorry for this.” 

He tiied to pass on, but I stopped him with my hand. The 
Kanakas were beginning to growl. Guess they didn’t like my tone, 
for I spoke to that man as free as I would to you. 

“Now, you can’t say I’ve deceived you,” said I, “and I can go on. 
I want a service—I want two services, in fact; and, if you care to 

give me them, 111 perhaps take more stock in what you call your 
Christianity.” 

He was silent for a moment. Then he smiled. “You are rather 
a strange sort of man,” says he. 

“I’m the sort of man God made me,” says I. “I don’t set up to be 
a gentleman,” I said. 

I am not quite so sure,” said he. “And ivhat can I do for you, 
Mr.-?” 


“Wiltshire,” I says, “though I’m mostly called Welsher; but 
Wiltshire is the way it’s spelt, if the people on the beach could only 
get their tongues about it. And what do I want? Well, I’ll tell you 
the first thing. I’m what you call a sinner—what I call a sweep— 
and I want you to help me make it up to a person I’ve deceived.” 

He turned and spoke to his crew in the native. “And now I am 
at your service,” said he, “but only for the time my crew are 
dining. I must be much farther down the coast before night. I was 
delayed at Papa-malulu till this morning, and I have an engage¬ 
ment in Fale-alii to-morrow night.” 

I led the way to my house in silence, and rather pleased with 
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myself for the way I had managed the talk, for I like a man to 
keep his self-respect. 

“I was sorry to see you fighting,” says he. ^ „ Th . 

“Oh that’s part of the yarn I want to tell you, I said. 'I hat 

service* number two. After you’ve heard it you’ll let me know 

whether you’re sorry or not. . , 

We walked right in through the store, and I was surprised to find 

Uma had cleared away the dinner things. This was so unlike h 

ways that I saw she had done it out of gratitude, and liked he 

the better. She and Mr. Tarleton called each other by name, *" 

he was very civil to her seemingly. But X thought little o£ that. 

they can always find civility for a Kanaka, it's us white men they 

lord it over. Besides, I didn’t want much Tarleton just then. I 


was going to do my pitch. . , 

“Uma,” said I, “give us your marriage certificate. She looked 

nut out. “Come,” said I, “you can trust me. Hand it up.” 

She had it about her person, as usual; I believe she thought it 

was a pass to 

she would go to hell. I couldn't see where she put it the first time, 
I couldn’t see now where she took it from; it seemed to jump into 
her hand like that Blavatsky business in the papers. But it s the 
same way with all island women, and I guess they're taught it 


when young. . 

“Now,” said I, with the certificate in my hand, “I was married to 

this girl by Black Jack, the Negro. The certificate was wrote by 
Case, and it’s a dandy piece of literature, I promise you. Since 
then I’ve found that there’s a kind of cry in the place against this 
wife of mine, and so long as I keep her I cannot trade. Now, what 
would any man do in my place, if he was a man?” I said. The 
first thing he would do is this, I guess.” And I took and tore up the 
certificate and bunged the pieces on the floor. 

“Aue!” * cried Uma, and began to clap her hands; but I caught 


one of them in mine. 

“And the second thing that he would do,” said I, “if he was what 
I would call a man and you would call a man, Mr. Tarleton, is to 
bring the girl right before you or any other missionary, and to up 
and say: ‘I was wrong married to this wife of mine, but I think a 
heap of her, and now I want to be married to her right.’ Fire away, 
Mr. Tarleton. And I guess you’d better do it in native; it’ll please 


* Alas. 
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upon ihe'spot. 1 S£ “ d ’ lhe pr ° per name of a ™ a "s wife 

So we had in two of the crew for to witness, and were spliced 
own house, and the parson prayed a good bit I must sav— 

• M 0t w- 35 some — and ^°ok hands with the pair of us 

packed ZT™” When he had — out fhe hues and 

packed off the witnesses, "I have to thank you for a very lively 

pleasure. I have rarely performed the marriage ceremony with 
more grateful emotions.” y 

That was what you would call talking. He was going on, besides 
with more of it, and I was ready for as much taffy as he had in 
stock for I felt good. But Uma had been taken up with something 
Jiali through the marriage, and cut straight in. 6 

‘‘How your hand he get hurt?” she asked. 

‘‘You ask Case’s head, old lady,” says I. 

She jumped with joy, and sang out. 

\ou haven t made much of a Christian of this one,” says I to 
Mr. Tarleton. 


“We didn’t think her one of our worst,” says he, “when she was 

at Fale-alii; and if Uma bears malice I shall be tempted to fancy 
she had good cause.” 

“Well, there we are at service number two,” said I. “I want to 
tell you our yarn, and see if you can let a little daylight in.” 

“Is it long?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I cried; “it’s a goodish bit of a yarn!” 

“Well, I’ll give you all the time I can spare,” says he, looking at 
his watch. But I must tell you fairly, I haven’t eaten since five 
this morning, and, unless you can let me have something, I am 
not likely to eat again before seven or eight to-night.” 

“By God, we’ll give you dinner!” I cried. 

I was a little caught up at my swearing, just when all was going 
straight; and so was the missionary, I suppose, but he made believe 
to look out of the window, and thanked us. 

So we ran him up a bit of ,a meal. I was bound to let the old lady 
have a hand in it, to show off, so I deputised her to brew the tea. 
I don’t think I ever met such tea as she turned out. But that was 
not the worst, for she got round with the salt-box, which she con¬ 
sidered an extra European touch, and turned my stew into sea¬ 
water. Altogether, Mr. Tarleton had a devil of a dinner of it; but 
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he had plenty o£ entertainment by the way, for all the while that 
we were cooking, and afterward, when he was making believe to 
eat, I kept posting him up on Master Case and the beach of Falcsa, 
and he putting questions that showed he was following close. 

“Well ” said he at last, “I am afraid you have a dangerous 
enemy. This man Case is very clever and seems really wicked. I 
must tell you I have had my eye on him for nearly a year, and have 
rather had the worst of our encounters. About the time when the 
last representative of your firm ran so suddenly away, I had a letter 
from Namu, the native pastor, begging me to come to balesa at 
my earliest convenience, as his flock were all ‘adopting Catholic 
practices.’ I had great confidence in Namu; I fear it only shows 
how easily we are deceived. No one could hear him preach and not 
be persuaded he was a man of extraordinary parts. All our is¬ 
landers easily acquire a kind of eloquence, and can roll out and 
illustrate, with a great deal of vigour and fancy, second-hand 
sermons; but Namu’s sermons are his own, and I cannot deny that 
I have found them means of grace. Moreover, he has keen curiosity 
in secular things, does not fear work, is clever at carpentering, and 
has made himself so much respected among the neighbouring pas¬ 
tors that we call him, in a jest which is half serious, the Bishop of 
the East. In short, I was proud of the man; all the more puzzled by 
his letter, and took an occasion to come this way. T he morning 
before my arrival. Vigours had been sent on board the Lion, and 
Namu was perfectly at his ease, apparently ashamed of his letter, 
and quite unwilling to explain it. d his, of course, I could not 
allow, and he ended by confessing that he had been much con¬ 
cerned to find his people using the sign of the cross, but since he 
had learned the explanation his mind was satisfied. For Vigours 
had the Evil Eye, a common thing in a country of Europe called 
Italy, where men were often struck dead by that kind of devil, and 
it appeared the sign of the cross was a charm against its power. 

“ ‘And I explain it, Misi,’ said Namu, ‘in this way: the country in 
Europe is a Popey country, and the devil of the Evil Eye may be a 
Catholic devil, or, at least, used to Catholic ways. So then I rea¬ 
soned thus: if this sign of the cross were used in a Popey manner 
it would be sinful, but when it is used only to protect men from a 
devil, which is a thing harmless in itself, the sign too must be 
harmless. For the sign is neither good nor bad. But if the bottle 
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be full of gin, the gin is bad; and if the sign made in idolatry be 
>ad, so is the idolatry.’ And, very like a native pastor, he had a text 
apposite about the casting out of devils. 

And who has been telling you about the Evil Eye?’ I asked. 

He admitted it was Case. Now, I am afraid you will think me 

very narrow, Mr. Wiltshire, but I must tell you I was displeased, 

and cannot think a trader at all a good man to advise or have an 

influence upon my pastors. And, besides, there had been some 

flying talk in the country of old Adams and his being poisoned, 

to which I had paid no great heed; but it came back to me at the 
moment. 


“ ‘And is this Case a man of a sanctified life?’ I asked. 

“He admitted he was not; for, though he did not drink, he was 
profligate with women, and had no religion. 

“ ‘Then,’ said I, ‘I think the less you have to do with him the 
better.’ 


“But it is not easy to have the last word with a man like Namu. 
He was ready in a moment with an illustration. ‘Misi,’ said he, 
‘you have told me there were wise men, not pastors, not even holy, 
who knew many things useful to be taught—about trees, for in¬ 
stance, and beasts, and to print books, and about the stones that 
are burned to make knives of. Such men teach you in your college, 
and you learn for them, but take care not to learn to be unholy. 
Misi, Case is my college.’ 

“I knew not what to say. Mr. Vigours had evidently been driven 
out of Falesa by the machinations of Case and with something not 
very unlike the collusion of my pastor. I called to mind it was 
Namu who had reassured me about Adams and traced the rumour 
to the ill-will of the priest. And I saw I must inform myself more 
thoroughly from an impartial source. There is an old rascal of a 
chief here, Faiaso, whom I dare say you saw to-day at the council; 
he has been all his life turbulent and shy, a great fomenter of 
rebellions, and a thorn in the side of the mission and the island. 
For all that he is very shrewd, and, except in politics or about 
his own misdemeanours, a teller of the truth. I went to his house, 
told him what I had heard, and besought him to be frank. I do not 
think I had ever a more painful interview. Perhaps you will under¬ 
stand me, Mr. Wiltshire, if I tell you that I am perfectly serious 
in these old wives’ tales with which you reproached me, and as 
anxious to do well for these islands as you can be to please and to 
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protect your pretty wife. And you are to remember that I thougtt 
Nauru a paragon, and was proud of the man as one of the first - .pc 
fruits of the mission. And now I was informed that he had fallen in 
a sort of dependence upon Case. The beginning of 't 'vas not 
corrupt; it began, doubtless, in fear and respect, produced y 
trickery and pretence; but I was shocked to find that another de¬ 
ment had been lately added, that Namu helped himself in 
store, and was believed to be deep in Case’s debt. Whatever the 
trader said, that Namu believed with trembling. He was not alone 
in this; many in the village lived in a similar subjection; but 
Nauru’s case was the most influential, it was through Namu that 
Case had wrought most evil; and with a certain following among 
the chiefs, and the pastor in his pocket, the man was as good as 
master of the village. You know something of Vigours and Adams, 
but perhaps you have never heard of old Underhill, Adams s pred¬ 
ecessor. He was a quiet, mild old fellow, I remember, and we were 
told he had died suddenly: white men die very suddenly in talesu. 
The truth, as I now heard it, made my blood run cold. It seems 
he was struck with a general palsy, all of him dead but one eye, 
which he continually winked. Word was started that the helpless 
old man was now a devil, and this vile fellow Case worked upon 
the natives’ fears, which he professed to share, and pretended he 
durst not go into the house alone. At last a grave was dug, and the 
living body buried at the far end of the village. Namu, my pastor, 
whom I had helped to educate, offered up a prayer at the hateful 


scene. 

“I felt myself in a very difficult position. Perhaps it was my duty 
to have denounced Namu and had him deposed. Perhaps I think 
so now, but at the time it seemed less clear. He had a great in¬ 
fluence, it might prove greater than mine. The natives are prone to 
superstition; perhaps by stirring them up I might but ingrain and 
spread these dangerous fancies. And Namu besides, apart from this 
novel and accursed influence, was a good pastor, an able man, and 
spiritually minded. Where should I look for a better? How was I 
to find as good? At that moment, with Namu’s failure fresh in my 
view, the work of my life appeared a mockery; hope was dead in 
me. I would rather repair such tools as I had than go abroad in 
quest of others that must certainly prove worse; and a scandal is, 
at the best, a thing to be avoided when humanly possible. Right 
or wrong, then, I determined on a quiet course. All that night I 
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denounced and reasoned with the erring pastor, twitted him with 
h s ignorance and want of faith, twitted him with his wretched 
attitude, making dean the outside of the cup and platter, callously 
helping at a murder, childishly flying in excitement about a few 
culdish unnecessary, and inconvenient gestures; and long before 
day I had him on his knees and bathed in the tears of what seemed 
a genuine repentance. On Sunday I took the pulpit in the morn¬ 
ing, and preached from First Kings, nineteenth, on the fire, the 
earthquake, and the voice, distinguishing the true spiritual power, 
and referring with such plainness as I dared to recent events in 
Falesa. The effect produced was great, and it was much increased 
when Namu rose in his turn and confessed that he had been want¬ 
ing in faith and conduct, and was convinced of sin. So far, then, 
all was well; but there was one unfortunate circumstance. It was 
nearing the time of our May in the island, when the native con¬ 
tributions to the missions are received; it fell in my duty to make 
a notification on the subject, and this gave my enemy his chance, 
by which he was not slow to profit. 

“News of the whole proceedings must have been carried to Case 


as soon as church was over, and the same afternoon he made an 
occasion to meet me in the midst of the village. He came up with 
so much intentness and animosity that I felt it would be damaging 
to avoid him. 

“ ‘So,’ says he, in native, ‘here is the holy man. He has been 
preaching against me, but that was not in his heart. He has been 
preaching upon the love of God; but that was not in his heart, it 
was between his teeth. Will you know what was in his heart?’ cries 
he. ‘I will show it to you!’ And, making a snatch at my head, he 
made believe to pluck out a dollar, and held it in the air. 

“There went that rumour through the crowd with which Poly¬ 
nesians receive a prodigy. As for myself, I stood amazed. The 
thing was a common conjuring trick which I have seen performed 
at home a score of times; but how was I to convince the villagers 
of that? I wished I had learned legerdemain instead of Hebrew, 
that I might have paid the fellow out with his own coin. But there 
I was; I could not stand there silent, and the best I could find to 
say was weak. 

“ ‘I will trouble you not to lay hands on me again,' said I. 

u ‘I have no such thought,* said he, 'nor will I deprive you of 
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your dollar. Here it is/ he said, and flung it at my feet. I am told 

it lay where it fell three days. 

“I must say it was well played,” said I. 

“Oh! he is clever,” said Mr. Tarleton, “and you can now see tor 
yourself how dangerous. He was a party to the horrid death of the 
paralytic; he is accused of poisoning Adams; he drove V.gours out 
of the place by lies that might have led to murder; and there is 
no question but he has now made up his mind to rid himself ol 
you. How he means to try we have no guess; only be sure, u s 
something new. There is no end to his readiness and invention 
“He gives himself a sight of trouble,” said I. ‘‘And after all, 

what for?” . . . y , 

“Why, how many tons of copra may they make in this district 

asked the missionary. 

“I dare say as much as sixty tons,” says I. 

“And what is the profit to the local trader? he asked. 

“You may call it three pounds,” said I. 

“Then you can reckon for yourself how much he does it for, 
said Mr. Tarleton. ‘‘But the more important thing is to defeat 
him. It is clear he spread some report against Uma, in order to 
isolate and have his wicked will of her. Failing of that, and seeing 
a new rival come upon the scene, he used her in a different way. 
Now, the first point to find out is about Namu. Uma, when people 
began to leave you and your mother alone, what did Namu do? 
“Stop away all-a-same,” says Uma. 

“I fear the dog has returned to his vomit,” said Mr. Tarleton. 
“And now what am I to do for you? I will speak to Namu, I will 
warn him he is observed; it will be strange if he allow anything 
to go on amiss when he is put upon his guard. At the same time, 
this precaution may fail, and then you must turn elsewhere. You 
have two people at hand to whom you might apply. There is, first 
of all, the priest, who might protect you by the Catholic interest; 
they are a wretchedly small body, but they count two chiefs. And 
then there is old Faiaso. Ah! if it had been some years ago you 
would have needed no one else; but his influence is much reduced, 
it has gone into Maea’s hands, and Maea, I fear, is one of Case’s 
jackals. In fine, if the worst comes to the worst, you must send 
up or come yourself to Fale-alii, and, though I am not due at this 
end of the island for a month, I will just see what can be done.” 
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So Mr. Tarlcton said farewell; and half an hour later the crew 
were singing and the paddles flashing in the missionary boat. 


4 . Devil-IVork 

Near a month went by without much doing. The same night of our 
marnage Galoshes called round, and made himself mighty civil 
and got into a habit of dropping in about dark and smoking his 
pipe with the family. He could talk to Uma, of course, and started 
to teach me native and French at the same time. He was a kind old 
buffer, though the dirtiest you would wish to see, and he muddled 
me up with foreign languages worse than the Tower of Babel. 

That was one employment we had, and it made me feel less 
lonesome; but there was no profit in the thing, for though the 
priest came and sat and yarned, none of his folks could be enticed 
into my store, and if it hadn't been for the other occupation I 
struck out, there wouldn’t have been a pound of copra in the 
house. This was the idea: Faavao (Uma’s mother) had a score of 
bearing-trees. Of course we could get no labour, being all as good 
as tabooed, and the two women and I turned to and made copra 
with our own hands. It was copra to make your mouth water when 
it was done—I never understood how much the natives cheated me 
till I had made that four hundred pounds of my own hand—and it 
weighed so light I felt inclined to take and water it myself. 

When we were at the job a good many Kanakas used to put in 
the best of the day looking on, and once that nigger turned up. He 
stood back with the natives and laughed and did the big don 
and the funny dog, till I began to get riled. 

“Here, you nigger!" says I. 

“I don’t address myself to you, Sah," says the nigger. “Only 
speak to gen’le’um." 

“I know,” says I, “but it happens I was addressing myself to you, 
Mr. Black Jack. And all I want to know is just this: did you see 
Case’s figure-head about a week ago?" 

“No, Sah," says he. 

“That’s all right, then," says I; “for I’ll show you the own 
brother to it, only black, in the inside of about two minutes." 

And I began to walk toward him, quite slow, and my hands 
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down: only there was trouble in my eye, i£ anybody took the pains 

to look. 

“You’re a low, obstropulous fellow, Sah,” says he. 

“You bet!” says I. . 

By that time he thought I was about as near as convenient, and 

lit out so it would have done your heart good to see him travel. 

And that was all I saw o£ that precious gang until what I am 

about to tell you. 

It was one of my chief employments these days to go pot-hunting 
in the woods, which I found (as Case had told me) very rich in 
game. I have spoken of the cape which shut up the village and my 
station from the east. A path went about the end of it, and led into 
the next bay. A strong wind blew here daily, and as the line of the 
barrier reef stopped at the end of the cape, a heavy surf ran on the 
shores of the bay. A little cliffy hill cut the valley in two parts, and 
stood close on the beach; and at high water the sea broke right 
on the face of it, so that all passage was stopped. Woody mountains 
hemmed the place all round; the barrier to the east was particu¬ 
larly steep and leafy, the lower parts of it, along the sea, falling in 
sheer black cliffs streaked with cinnabar; the upper part lumpy 
with the tops of the great trees. Some of the trees were bright 
green, and some red, and the sand of the beach as black as your 
shoes. Many birds hovered round the bay, some of them snow- 
white; and the flying-fox (or vampire) flew there in broad daylight, 
gnashing its teeth. 

For a long while I came as far as this shooting, and went no 
farther. There was no sign of any path beyond, and the cocoa- 
palms in the front of the foot of the valley were the last this way. 
For the whole “eye” of the island, as natives call the windward 
end, lay desert. From Falesa round about to Papa-malulu, there 
was neither house, nor man, nor planted fruit-tree; and the reef 
being mostly absent, and the shores bluff, the sea beat direct among 
crags, and there was scarce a landing-place. 

I should tell you that after I began to go in the woods, although 
no one appeared tp come near my store, I found people willing 
enough to pass the time of day with me where nobody could see 
them; and as I had begun to pick up native, and most of them had 
a word or two of English, I began to hold little odds and ends of 
conversation, not to much purpose, to be sure, but they took off 
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;ipr o£ the feeling - for u ' s a miserabie tMn g to ^ ma dc 

It chanced one day, toward the end of the month, that I was 

'f "V”!, 7 in the ed S e of th e bush, looking east with a 

Kanaka. I had given him a fill of tobacco, and we were makine 

out t° talk as best we could; indeed, he had more English than 


I asked him if there was no road going eastward. 

“One time one road,” said he. “Now he dead.” 

“Nobody he go there?” I asked. 

No good,” said he. “Too much devil he stop there.” 

“Ohol” says I, “got-um plenty devil, that bush?” 

“Man devil, woman devil; too much devil,” said my friend. 

Stop there all-e-time. Man he go there, no come back.” 

I thought if this fellow was so well posted on devils and spoke 

of them so free, which is not common, I had better fish for a little 
information about myself and Uma. 

“You think me one devil?” I asked. 

“No think devil,” said he, soothingly. “Think all-e-same fool.” 

“Uma, she devil?” I asked again. 

“No, no; no devil. Devil stop bush,” said the young man. 

I was looking in front of me across the bay, and I saw the hang¬ 
ing front of the woods pushed suddenly open, and Case, with a gun 
in his hand, step forth into the sunshine on the black beach. He 
was got up in light pajamas, near white, his gun sparkled, he 
looked mighty conspicuous; and the land-crabs scuttled from all 
around him to their holes. 

“Hullo, my friend!” says I, “you no talk all-e-same true. Ese he 
go, he come back.” 

“Ese no all-e-same; Ese Tiapolo says my friend; and, with a 
“Good-bye,” slunk off among the trees. 

I watched Case all around the beach, where the tide was low; 
and let him pass me on the homeward way to Falesa. He was in 
deep thought, and the birds seemed to know it, trotting quite near 
him on the sand, or wheeling and calling in his ears. When he 
passed me I could see by the working of his lips that he was talking 
to himself, and what pleased me mightily, he had still my trade¬ 
mark on his brow. I tell you plain truth; I had a mind to give him 
a gunful in his ugly mug, but I thought better of it. 

All this time, and all the time I was following home, I kept 
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repeating that native word, which I remembered by “Polly, put 

the kettle on and make us all some tea,’ tea-a-poUo. 

“Uma,” says I, when I got back, “what does Tiapolo mean? 

“Devil,” says she. 

“I thought aitu was the word for that, I said. 

-‘Aitu ’nother kind of devil,” said she; “stop bush, eat Kanaka. 
Tiapolo big chief devil, stop home; all-e-same Christian devil 

“Well, then,” said I, "I'm no farther forward. How can Case be 

T “No 10 a ? lI-e-same,” said she. “Esc belong Tiapolo. Tiapolo too 
much like; Ese all-e-same his son. Suppose Ese he wish something, 

Tiapolo he made him.” . . . , r 

“That’s mighty convenient for Ese, says I. An w at in 

things does he make for him? _ . , 

Well, out came a rigmarole of all sort of stories, many of which 

(like the dollar he took from Mr. Tarleton's head) were plain 
enough to me, but others I could make nothing of; and the thing 
that most surprised the Kanakas was what surprised me least- 
namely, that he would go in the desert among all the aitus. Some 
of the boldest, however, had accompanied him, and had heard him 
speak with the dead and give them orders, and, safe in his protec¬ 
tion, had returned unscathed. Some said he had a church there, 
where he worshipped Tiapolo, and Tiapolo appeared to him; 
others swore that there was no sorcery at all, that he performed 
his miracles by the power of prayer, and the church was no church, 
but a prison, in which he had confined a dangerous aitu. Namu 
had been in the bush with him once, and returned glorifying God 
for these wonders. Altogether, I began to have a glimmer of the 
man’s position, and the means by which he had acquired it, and 
though I saw he was a tough nut to crack, I was noways cast down 
“Very well,” said I, “I’ll have a look at Master Case’s place of 

worship myself, and we’ll see about the glorifying.” 

At this Uma fell in a terrible taking; if I went in the high bush 
I should never return; none could go there but by the protection 


of Tiapolo. 

“I’ll chance it on God’s,” said I. “I’m a good sort of a fellow, 
Uma, as fellows go, and I guess God’ll con me through.” 

She was silent for awhile. “I think,” said she, mighty solemn— 
and then, presently—“Victoreea, he big chief?” 

“You bed” said I. 
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“He like you too much?” she asked azain T tnlH w • u 
g, i n I believed the old lady was rather partial'to me . 3 

No V S ! U ’ Sa ‘, d ShC ‘ “ Victoreea he b ; g chief, like you too much 

smaU d ie P T T “ Q Falerf: n ° ca " do-too far off. Maea he be 
small chief—stop here. Suppose he like you— make you all right 

All-e-same God and Tiapolo. Go he big chief-got too much work 

Ttapolo he small chief-he like too much make-see, work very 


“I’ll have to hand you over to Mr. Tarleton,” said I “Your 
theology's out of its bearings, Uma.” 

However, we stuck to this business all the evening, and, with 

t lc stories she told me of the desert and its dangers, she came near 

frightening herself into a fit. I don't remember half a quarter of 

them, of course, for I paid little heed; but two come back to me 
kind of clear. 

About six miles up the coast there is a sheltered cove they call 
Fanga-anaana —'"the haven full of caves.” I’ve seen it from the sea 
myself, as near as I could get my boys to venture in; and it’s a little 
strip of yellow sand, black cliffs overhang it, full of the black 
mouths of caves; great trees overhang the cliffs, and dangle-down 
lianas; and in one place, about the middle, a big brook pours over 
in a cascade. Well, there was a boat going by here, with six young 
men of Falesa, all very pretty,” Uma said, which was the loss of 
them. It blew strong, there was a heavy head sea, and by the time 
they opened Fanga-anaana, and saw the white cascade and the 
shady beach, they were all tired and thirsty, and their water had 
run out. One proposed to land and get a drink, and, being reckless 
fellows, they were all of the same mind except the youngest. Lotu 
was his name; he was a very good young gentleman, and very wise; 
and he held out that they were crazy, telling them the place was 
given over to spirits and devils and the dead, and there were no 
living folk nearer than six miles the one way, and maybe twelve 
the other. But they laughed at his words, and, being five to one, 
pulled in, beached the boat, and landed. It was a wonderful pleas¬ 
ant place, Lotu said, and the water excellent. They walked round 
the beach, but could see nowhere any way to mount the cliffs, 
which made them easier in their mind; and at last they sat down 
to make a meal on the food they had brought with them. They 
were scarce set, when there came out of the mouth of one of the 
black caves six of the most beautiful ladies ever seen; they had 
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flowers in their hair, and the most beautiful breasts, and necklaces 
of scarlet seeds; and began to jest with these young gentlemen and 
the young gentlemen to jest back with them, all but Lotu. As or 
Lotu, he saw there could be no living woman in such a place, and 
ran, and flung himself in the bottom of the boat, and covered his 
face, and prayed. All the time the business lasted Lotu made one 
clean break of prayer, and that was all he knew of it, until his 
friends came back, and made him sit up, and they put to sea again 
out of the bay, which was now quite desert, and no word of the six 
ladies. But, what frightened Lotu most, not one of the five re¬ 
membered anything of what had passed, but they were all like 
drunken men, and sang and laughed in the boat, and skylaiked. 
The wind freshened and came squally, and the sea rose extraordi¬ 
nary high; it was such weather as any man in the islands would 
have turned his back to and fled home to Falesa; but these five 
were like crazy folk, and cracked on all sail and drove their boat 
into the seas. Lotu went to the bailing; none of the others thought 
to help him, but sang and skylarked and carried on, and spoke 
singular things beyond a man’s comprehension, and laughed out 
loud when they said them. So the rest of the day Lotu bailed for 
his life in the bottom of the boat, and was all drenched with sweat 
and cold sea-water; and none heeded him. Against all expectation, 
they came safe in a dreadful tempest to Papa-malulu, where the 
palms were singing out, and the cocoa-nuts flying like cannon-balls 
about the village green; and the same night the five young gen¬ 
tlemen sickened, and spoke never a reasonable word until they 
died. 

“And do you mean to tell me you can swallow a yarn like that?” 
I asked. 

She told me the thing was well known, and with handsome 
young men alone it was even common; but this was the only case 
where five had been slain the same day and in a company by the 
love of the women-devils; and it had made a great stir in the 
island, and she would be crazy if she doubted. 

“Well, anyway," says I, “you needn’t be frightened about me. 
I’ve no use for the women-devils. You’re all the woman I want, and 
all the devil too, old lady." 

To this she answered there were other sorts, and she had seen 
one with her own eyes. She had gone one day alone to the next 
bay, and, perhaps, got near the margin of the bad place. The 
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boughs of the high bush overshadowed her from the cant of the 
’ . but * h * herself was outside on a Hat place, very stony and 
growing full of young mummy-apples four and five feet high It 
was a dark day m the rainy season, and now there came squalls 
that tore off the leaves and sent them flying, and now it was all 
still as m a house. It was in one of these still times that a whole 
gang of birds and flying-foxes came pegging out of the bush like 
creatures frightened. Presently after she heard a rustle nearer hand, 
and saw, coming out of the margin of the trees, among the 
mummy-apples, the appearance of a lean grey old boar. It seemed 
to think as it came, like a person; and all of a sudden, as she 
looked at it coming, she was aware it was no boar, but a thing that 
was a man with a man’s thoughts. At that she ran, and the pig 
after her, and as the pig ran it holla’d aloud, so that the place rang 
with it. 


“I wish I had been there with my gun,” said I. “I guess that pig 
would have holla’d so as to surprise himself.” 

But she told me a gun was of no use with the likes of these, which 
were the spirits of the dead. 

Well, this kind of talk put in the evening, which was the best of 
it. But of course it didn’t change my notion, and the next day, 
with my gun and a good knife, I set off upon a voyage of dis¬ 
covery. I made, as near as I could, for the place where I had seen 
Case come out; for if it was true he had some kind of establish¬ 
ment in the bush I reckoned I should find a path. The beginning 
of the desert was marked off by a wall, to call it so, for it was more 
of a long mound of stones. They say it reaches right across the 
island, but how they know it is another question, for I doubt if 
any one has made the journey in a hundred years, the natives 
sticking chiefly to the sea and their little colonies along the coast, 
and that part being mortal high and steep and full of cliffs. Up to 
the west side of the wall the ground has been cleared, and there 
are cocoa-palms and mummy-apples and guavas, and lots of sensi¬ 
tive. Just across, the bush begins outright; high bush at that, trees 
going up like the masts of ships, and ropes of liana hanging down 
like a ship’s rigging, and nasty orchids growing in the forks like 
funguses. The ground where there was no underwood looked to be 
a heap of boulders. I saw many green pigeons which I might have 
shot, only I was there with a different idea. A number of butterflies 
flopped up and down along the ground like dead leaves; sometimes 
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I would hear a bird calling, sometimes the wind overhead, anc 
always the sea along the: coast u to tell of, unless 

10 r r rs it & —" ™ “S",:: 

i • j nf a dav it is always dim down there. A man can see 
end of nothing; whichever way he looks the wood shuts up, one 
bough folding with another like the fingers of your hand 
whenever he fistens he hears always something new-men talking, 
d dren laughtng, the strokes of an axe a far way ahead of him 
“ medmes a sort of a quick, stealthy scurry near at hand that 
makes him jump and look to his weapons. It s all very well or 
him to tell himself that he’s alone, bar trees and birds; he ca 
make out to believe it; whichever way he turns the whole place 
seems to be alive and looking on. Don't think it was Uma s yarns 
that put me out; I don't value native talk a fourpenny-p.ece; it s a 
thing that’s natural in the bush, and that s the end of it. _ 

As I got near the top of the hill, for the ground of the wood goes 
up in this place steep as a ladder, the wind began to sound straigh 
on, and the leaves to toss and switch open and let in the sun. This 
suited me better; it was the same noise all the time, and nothing to 
startle. Well, I had got to a place where there was an underwood o 
what they call wild cocoa-nut—mighty pretty with its scarlet fruit 
—when there came a sound of singing in the wind that I thought 
I had never heard the like of. It was all very fine to tell myself it 
was the brandies; I knew better. It was all very fine to tell myself 
it was a bird; I knew never a bird that sang like that. It rose and 
swelled, and died away and swelled again; and now I thought it 
was like some one weeping, only prettier; and now I thought it was 
like harps; and there was one thing I made sure of, it was a sight 
too sweet to be wholesome in a place like that. You may laugh if 
you like; but I declare I called to mind the six young ladies that 
came with their scarlet necklaces, out of the cave at Fanga-anaana, 
and wondered if they sang like that. We laugh at the natives and 
their superstitions; but see how many traders take them up, 
splendidly educated white men, that have been bookkeepers (some 
of them) and clerks in the old country. It’s my belief a superstition 
grows up in a place like the different kind of weeds; and as I stood 
there and listened to that wailing I twittered in my shoes. 

You may call me a coward to be frightened; I thought myself 
brave enough to go on ahead. But I went mighty carefully, with 
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my gun cocked, spying all about me like a hunter, fully expecting 

At n , n ° me y ° Un S " oman siuin S somewhere in the bush 
and fully determined (if I did) to try her with a charge of duct 

s lot. And sure enough, I had not gone far when I met with a queer 
lung. The wind came on the top of the wood in a strong puff the 
eases in fiont of me burst open, and I saw for a second something 
hanging in a tree. It was gone in a wink, the puff blowing by and 
the leases closing. I tell you the truth: I had made up my mind 
to see an aitu; and if the thing had looked like a pig or a woman, 
it ssouldn t have given me the same turn. The trouble was that it 
seemed kind of square, and the idea of a square thing that was 
alive and sang knocked me sick and silly. I must have stood quite 
awhile; and I made pretty certain it svas right out of the same tree 
that the singing came. Then I began to come to myself a bit. 

ell, says I, if this is really so, if this is a place where there 
aie square things that sing, I’m going up anysvay. Let’s have my 
fun for my money.” 


But I thought I might as well take the off-chance of a prayer 
being any good; so I plumped on my knees and prayed out loud; 
and all the time I was praying the strange sounds came out of the 


tree, and went up and down, and changed, for all the world like 
music, only you could see it wasn’t human—there was nothing 
there that you could whistle. 

As soon as I had made an end in proper style, I laid down my 
gun, stuck my knife between my teeth, walked right up to the tree 
and began to climb. I tell you my heart was like ice. But presently, 
as I went up, I caught another glimpse of the thing, and that re¬ 
lieved me, for I thought it seemed like a box; and when I had got 
right up to it I near fell out of the tree with laughing. 

A box it was, sure enough, and a candle-box at that, with the 
brand upon the side of it; and it had banjo-strings stretched so as 
to sound when the wind blew. I believe they call the thing a 
Tyrolean* harp, whatever that may mean. 

“Well, Mr. Case,” said I, “you frightened me once, but I defy 
you to frighten me again,” I says, and slipped down the tree, and 
set out again to find my enemy’s head office, which I guessed would 
not be far away. 

The undergrowth was thick in this part; I couldn’t see before my 
nose, and must burst my way through by main force and ply the 


* .Eolinn. 
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t ;fp a < I went slicing the cords of the lianas and slashing down 

‘"h' e“L”“blo,ic„l to, "» ^n,“. > 

7hey were just big weeds, and sappy to cut through “ »t 

From all this crowd and kind of vegetation, I was just think g 

U he nlace might have once been cleared, when I came on 

s o.s.I; ...pc, ■" *—“ “ 

when Verted, for this part of the island has lain unduturbrf 
since long before the whites came. A few steps beyond I hi into the 
path I had been always looking for. It was narrow, but ^ell beamn. 
and I saw that Case had plenty of disciples. It seems indeed it w 
a piece of fashionable boldness to venture up here w th the tra 1 , 

and a young man scarce reckoned himself grown till he had got his 
breech" tattooed, for one thing, and seen Case's devils or another. 
This is mighty like Kanakas: but, if you look at it another way, 

miehtv like white folks too. , 

A bit along the path I was brought to a clear stand, and had to 

rub my eyes. There was a wall in front of me, the path passing; i 

by a gap; it was tumbledown and plainly very old, but built of big 

stones very well laid; and there is no native alive to-day upon that 

island that could dream of such a piece of buildmgl Along all the 

top of it was a line of queer figures, idols or scarecrows or what 

not. They had carved and painted faces ugly to view their eyes 

and teeth were of shell, their hair and their bright clothes blew 

in the wind, and some of them worked with the tugging. There are 

islands up west where they make these kind of figures till to- ay; 

but if ever they were made in this island, the practice and the very 

recollection of it are now long forgotten. And the singular thing 

was that all these bogies were as fresh as toys out of a shop. 

Then it came in my mind that Case had let out to me the fiist 

day that he was a good forger of island curiosities—a thing by 

which so many traders turn an honest penny. And with that I saw 

the whole business, and how this display served the man a double 

purpose: first of all, to season his curiosities, and then to frighten 

those that came to visit him. 

But I should tell you (what made the thing more curious) that 
all the time the Tyrolean harps were harping round me in the 
trees, and even while I looked, a green-and-yellow bird (that, I 
suppose, was building) began to tear the hair off the head of one 

of the figures. 
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A little farther on I found the best curiosity of the museum. 
The first I saw of it was a longish mound of earth with a twist to 
li - lagging off the earth with my hands, I found underneath 
tarpaulin stretched on boards, so that this was plainly the roof 
of the cellar. It stood right on the top of the hill, and the entrance 
was on the far side, between two rocks, like the entrance to a cave. 

I went as far in as the bend, and, looking round the corner, saw’ 
a shining face. It was big and ugly, like a pantomime mask, and 
the brightness of it waxed and dwindled, and at times it smoked. 

“Oho!” says I, “luminous paint!” 

And I must say I rather admired the man’s ingenuity. With a 
box of tools and a few mighty simple contrivances he had made 
out to have a devil of a temple. Any poor Kanaka brought up 
here in the dark, with the harps whining all round him, and shown 
that smoking face in the bottom of a hole would make a kind of 
doubt but he had seen and heard enough devils for a lifetime. It’s 
easy to find out what Kanakas think. Just go back to your self 
anyway round ten to fifteen years old, and there’s an average 
Kanaka. There are some pious, just as there are pious boys; and the 
most of them, like the boys again, are middling honest and yet 
think it rather larks to steal, and are easy scared, and rather like to 
be so. I remember a boy I was at school with at home who played 
the Case business. He didn’t know anything, that boy; he couldn’t 
do anything; he had no luminous paint and no Tyrolean harps; 
he just boldly said he was a sorcerer, and frightened us out of our 
boots, and we loved it. And then it came in my mind how the 
master had once flogged that boy, and the surprise we were all in 
to see the sorcerer catch it and hum like anybody else. Thinks I 
to myself: “I must find some way of fixing it so for Master Case. 

And the next .moment I had my idea. 

I went back by the path, which, when once you had .found it, 
was quite plain and easy walking; and when I stepped out on the 
black sands, who should I see but Master Case himself? I cocked 
my gun and held it handy, and we marched up and passed without 
a word, each keeping the tail of his eye on the other; and no sooner 
had we passed than we each wheeled round like fellows drilling, 
and stood face to face. We had each taken the same notion in his 
head, you see, that the other fellow might give him the load of 

his gun in the stern. 

“You’ve shot nothing,” says Case. 
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“I’m not on the shoot to-day,” said I. 

“Well, the devil go with you for me, ’ says he. 

“The same to you,” says I. r us 

But we stuck just the way we were; no fear of etther 

m< Cas(f laughed. “We can’t stop here all clay, though, said he. 

“Don't let me detain you,” says I. , . . 

He laughed again. “Look here, Wiltshire, do you think me 

fool?” he asked. „ 

“More of a knave, if you want to know, says 1. 

“Well do you think it would better me to shoot you here, on this 
open beach?” said he. “Because I don’t. Folks come fishing every 
day There may be a score of them up the valley now, making 
copra; there might be half a dozen on the hill behind you, after 
pigeons; they might be watching us this minute, and I shouldn 
wonder. I give you my word I don’t want to shoot you. Why should 
I? You don’t hinder me any. You haven’t got one pound of copra 
but what you made with your own hands, l.ke a Negro slave. \ ou re 
veg etating—that's what I call it-and I don't care where you 
vegetate, nor yet how long. Give me your word you don t mean 
to shoot me, and I’ll give you a lead and walk away. 

“Well,” said I, “you’re frank and pleasant, am t you? And 111 be 
the same. I don’t mean to shoot you to-day. Why should I? This 
business is beginning; it ain’t done yet, Mr. Case. I ve given you 
one turn already. I can see the marks of my knuckles on your 
head to this blooming hour, and I’ve more cooking for you. I m 
not a paralee, like Underhill. My name ain’t Adams, and it am t 
Vigours; and I mean to show you that you’ve met your match. 
“This is a silly way to talk,” said he. “This is not the talk to 

make me move on with. _ # 

“All right,” said I, “stay where you are. I ain’t in any hurry 

and you know it. I can put in a day on this beach and never mind. 

I ain’t got any copra to bother with. I ain’t got any luminous paint 

to see to.” 

I was sorry I said that last, but it whipped out before I knew. 
I could see it took the wind out of his sails, and he stood and stared 
at me with his brow drawn up. Then I suppose he made up his 

mind he must get to the bottom of this. 

“I take you at your word,” says he, and turned his back, and 

walked right into the devil’s bush. 
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I let him go, of course, for I had passed my word. But I watched 
him as long as he was in sight, and after he was gone lit out for 
co' cr as lively as you would want to see, and went the rest of the 
way home under the bush, for I didn’t trust him sixpence worth. 
One thing I saw, I had been ass enough to give him warning, and 
that which I meant to do I must do at once. 

\ ou would think I had had about enough excitement for one 
morning, but there w*as another turn waiting me. As soon as I got 
far enough round the cape to see my house I made out there were 
strangers there; a little farther, and no doubt about it. There was 
a couple of armed sentinels squatting at my door. I could only 
suppose the trouble about Uma must have come to a head, and 
the station been seized. For aught I could think, Uma was taken 
up already, and these armed men were waiting to do the like with 
me. However, as I came nearer, which I did at top speed, I saw 
there was a third native sitting on the veranda like a guest, and 
Uma was talking with him like a hostess. Nearer still I made out 
it was the big young chief, Maea, and that he was smiling away 
and smoking. And what was he smoking? None of your European 
cigarettes fit for a cat, not even the genuine big, knock-me-down 
native article that a fellow can really put in the time with if his 
pipe is broke—but a cigar, and one of my Mexicans at that, that 
I could swear to. At sight of this my heart started beating, and I 
took a wild hope in my head that the trouble was over, and Maea 
had come round. 

Uma pointed me out to him as I came up, and he met me at the 
head of my own stairs like a thorough gentleman. 

“Vilivili,” said he, which was the best they could make of my 
name, “I pleased.” 

There is no doubt when an island chief wants to be civil he 
can do it. I saw the way things were from the word go. There was 
no call for Uma to say to me: “He no ’fraid Ese now, come bring 
copra.” I tell you I shook hands with that Kanaka like as if he 

was the best white man in Europe. 

The fact ;was, Case and he had got after the same girl, or Maea 
suspected it, and concluded to make hay of the trader on the 
chance. He had dressed himself up, got a couple of his retainers 
cleaned and armed to kind of make the thing more public, and, 
just waiting till Case was clear of the village, came round to put 
the whole of his business my way. He was rich as well as powerful. 
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I suppose that man was worth fifty thousand nuts per annum. I 

gave him the price o£ the beach and a quarter cent better and 

for credit, I would have advanced him the mstde of the^ tore and 
the fittings besides, I was so pleased to see him. I must say 1 
bought like a gentleman: rice and tins and biscuits enough or a 

week’s feast, and stuffs by the bolt. He was agreeabie bestdes he 

had plenty fun to him; and we cracked jests together, m y 
through the interpreter, because he had mighty little English an 
my native was still off colour. One thing I made out: he could 
never really have thought much harm of Uma; he could never ha 
been really frightened, and must just have made believe 
dodginess, and because he drought Case had a strong pull in the 

village and could help him on. . , . , , o 

This set me thinking that both he and I were in a lightish place^ 

What he had done was to fly in the face of the whole village, an 

the thing might cost him his authority. More than that, after y 

talk with Case on the beach, I thought it might very well cost me 

m V life. Case had as good as said he would pot me if ever I got 

any copra; he would come home to find the best business m the 

village had changed hands, and the best thing I thought I cou 

do was to get in first with the potting. 

“See here, Uma,” says I, “tell him I’m sorry I made him wait, 

but I was up looking at Case’s Tiapolo store in the bush. 

“He want savvy if you no ’fraid?” translated Uma. 

I laughed out. “Not much!” says I. “Tell him the place is a 
blooming toy-shop! Tell him in England we give these things to the 

kid to play with.” 

“He want savvy if you hear devil sing?” she asked next. 
“Look here,” I said, “I can’t do it now, because I’ve got no 
banjo-strings in stock; but the next time the ship comes round I’ll 
have one of these same contraptions right here in my veranda, 
and he can see for himself how much devil there is to it. Tell him, 
as soon as I can get the strings I’ll make one for his pickaninnies. 
The name of the concern is a Tyrolean harp; and you can tell him 
the name means in English that nobody but dam-fools give a cent 


for it.” 

This time he was so pleased he had to try his English again. 
“You talk true?” says he. 

“Rather!” said I. “Talk all-a-same Bible. Bring out a Bible here, 
Uma, if you’ve got such a thing, and 111 kiss it. Or, 111 tell you 
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what's better still,” says I, taking a header, “ask him if he's afraid 
to go up there himself by day.” 

It appeared he wasn’t; he could venture as far as that by day and 
in company. 

“That’s the ticket, then!” said I. “Tell him the man’s a fraud 
and the place foolishness, and if he’ll go up there to-morrow he’ll 
see all that s left of it. But tell him this, Uma, and mind he under¬ 
stands it: If he gets talking it’s bound to come to Case, and I’m a 
dead man! I'm playing his game, tell him, and if he says one word 
my blood will be at his door and be the damnation of him here 
and after.” 


She told him, and he shook hands with me up to the hilt, and, 
says he: "No talk. Go up tomollow. You my friend?” 

“No, sir,” says I, “no such foolishness. I’ve come here to trade, 
tell him, and not to make friends. But, as to Case, I’ll send that 
man to glory!” 

So off Maea went, pretty well pleased, as I could see. 


5. Night in the Bush 

Well, I was committed now; Tiapolo had to be smashed up before 
next day, and my hands were pretty full, not only with prepara¬ 
tions, but with arguments. My house was like a mechanics’ de¬ 
bating society. Uma was so made up that I shouldn’t go into the 
bush by night, or that, if I did, I was never to come back again. 
You know her style of arguing: you’ve had a specimen about 
Queen Victoria and the devil; and I leave you to fancy if I was 
tired of it before dark. 

At last I had a good idea. “What was the use of casting my pearls 
before her?” I thought; some of her own chopped hay would be 
likelier to do the business. 

“I’ll tell you what, then,” said I. “You fish out your Bible, and 
I’ll take that up along with me. That’ll make me right.” 

She swore a Bible was no use. 

“That’s just your Kanaka ignorance,” said I. “Bring the Bible 
out.” 

She brought it, and I turned to the title-page, where I thought 
there would likely be some English, and so there was. “There!” 
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C irl T “Look at that! ' London: Printed for the British and Foreign 

Bible Society, Blackfriars. Why, you silly, I ; “ - 

suppose we get along with our own aitus at hornet All B,o 

S °"fth.nk you no got any,” said she. "White man, he tell me you 

"“"founds likely, don't it?” I asked. "Why would these islands all 

be chock full of them and none in Europcr 

“Well, you no got bread-fruit, ’ said she. „ . , T 

iTou d have torn my hair. “Now, look here, old lady said I 
"vou dry u p> for l' m tired of you. I'll take the Bible, which 11 put 
Je as straight as the mail, and that's the last word I ve got to say. 

The night fell extraordinary dark, clouds coming up with sun 
down anf overspreading all; not a star showed; 
an end of a moon, and that not due before the small hours. Roun 
the village, what with the lights and the fires in the open houses 
and the Lches of many fishers moving on the reef, it kept as g y 
as an illumination; but the sea and the mountains and woods 
were all clean gone. I suppose it might be eight o clock whe 
took the road, laden like a donkey. First there was that B ble 
book as big as your head, which I had let myself in for by my 
own tomfoolery. Then there was my gun, and knife, and lantern, 
and patent matches, all necessary. And then there was the real 
plant of the affair in hand, a mortal weight of gunpowder, a pair 
of dynamite fishing-bombs, and two or three pieces of dowmatA 
that I had hauled out of the tin cases and spliced togethei the 
best way I could; for the match was only trade stuff, and a man 
would be crazy that trusted it. Altogether, you see, 1 had the ma¬ 
terials of a pretty good blow up! Expense was nothing to me; I 

wanted that thing done right. 

As long as I was in the open, and had the lamp m my house to 
steer by, I did well. But when I got to the path, it fell so dark I 
could make no headway, walking into trees and swearing there, 
like a man looking for the matches in his bedroom. I knew it was 
risky to light up, for my lantern would be visible all the way to 
the point .of the cape, and as no one went there after dark, it 
would be talked about, and come to Case’s ears. But what was I to 
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do? I had either to give the business over and lose caste with 
Maea, or light up, take my chance, and get through the thing the 

As long as I was on the path I walked hard, but when I came to 
the black beach I had to run. For the tide was now nearly flowed; 
and to get through with jny powder dry between the surf and the 
steep hill, took all the quickness I possessed. As it was, even the 
was h caught me to the knees, and I came near falling on a stone. 
All this time the hurry I was in, and the free air and smell of the 
sea, kept ,my spirits lively: but when I was once in the bush and 
began to climb the path I took it easier. The fearsomeness of the 
wood had been a good bit rubbed off for me by Master Case’s 
banjo-strings and graven images, yet I thought it was a dreary 
walk, and guessed, when the disciples went up there, they must be 
badly scared. 7 he light of the lantern, striking among all these 
trunks and forked branches and twisted rope-ends of lianas, made 
the whole place, or all that you could see of it, a kind of a puzzle 
of turning shadows. They came to meet you, solid and quick like 
giants, and then spun off and vanished; they hove up over your 
head like clubs, and flew away into the night like birds. The floor 
of the bush glimmered with dead wood, the way the match-box 
used to shine after you had struck a lucifer. Big, cold drops fell on 
me from the branches overhead like sweat. There was no wind to 
mention; only a little icy breath of a land-breeze that stirred 
nothing; and the harps were silent. 

The first landfall I made was when I got through the bush of 
wild cocoa-nuts, and came in view of the bogies on the wall. 
Mighty queer they looked by the shining of the lantern, with their 
painted faces and shell eyes, and their clothes, and their hair hang¬ 
ing. One after another I pulled them all up and piled them in a 
bundle on the cellar roof, so as they might go to glory with the 
rest. Then I chose a place behind one of the big stones at the en¬ 
trance, buried my powder and the two shells, and arranged my 
match along the passage. And then I had a look at the smoking 
head, just for good-bye. It was doing fine. 

“Cheer up/’ says I. “You’re booked.” 

It was my first idea to light up and be getting homeward; for 
the darkness and the glimmer of the dead wood and the shadows 
of the lantern made me lonely. But I knew where one of the 
harps hung; it seemed a pity it shouldn’t go with the rest; and at 
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,he same time I couldn't help letting on to myself that I was 

mortal tired of mv employment, and would like best to be a 

home and have the door shut. I stepped out of the “liar am 
argued it fore and back. There was a sound of the sea (ar <1 
below me on the coast; nearer hand not a leaf stirred; I might have 
been the only living creature this side of Cape Horn. Well, a I 
stood there thinking, it seemed the bush woke and became f 
little noises. Little noises they were, and nothing to hurt; a bit of 
a crackle, a bit of a rush; but the breath jumped right out of m 
and my throat went as dry as a biscuit. It wasn’t Case I afraid 
of which would have been common-sense; I never thought of Case 
what took me, as sharp as the colic, was the old wives tales 
devil-women and the man-pigs. It was the toss of a penny whether 
I should run; but I got a purchase on myself, and stepped out, an 
held up the lantern (like a fool) and looked all round. _ 

In the direction of the village and the path there was nothing to 
be seen; but when I turned inland it’s a wonder to me I didn t 
drop. There, coming right up out of the desert and the bad bush 
—there, sure enough, was a devil-woman, just as the way I had 
figured she would look. I saw the light shine on her bare arms and 
her bright eyes, and there went out of me a yell so big that 

thought it was my death. # , 

“Ahl No sing out!” says the devil-woman, in a kind ot a nig 1 
whisper. “Why you talk big voice? Put out light! Ese he come. 

“My God Almighty, Uma, is that you?” says I. 

“loe,”* says she. “I come quick. Ese here soon.” 

“You come along?” I asked. “You no ’fraid?” 

“Ah, too much ’fraidl” she whispered, clutching me. “I think 
die.” 

“Well,” says I, with a kind of a weak grin. “I’m not the one to 
laugh at you, Mrs. Wiltshire, for I’m about the worst scared man 

in the South Pacific myself.” 

She told me in two words what brought her. I was scarce gone, 
it seems, when Faavao came in, and the old woman had met Black 
Jack running as hard as he was fit from our house to Case’s. Uma 
neither spoke nor stopped, but lit right out to come and warn me. 
She was so close at my heels that the lantern was her guide across 
the beach, and afterward, by the glimmer of it in the trees, she got 
her line up-hill. It was only when I had got to the top or was in 
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the cellar that she wandered—Lord knows where!—and lost a 

sight of precious time, afraid to call out lest Case was at the heels 

b uised'rt 8 T the , bUSh> S ° th3t She Was aU knocked and 

bttused. That must have been when she got too far to the south¬ 
ward, and how she came to take me in the flank at last and frighten 
me beyond what I’ve got the words to tell of. 

Well, anything was better than a devil-woman, but I thought her 
yarn serious enough. Black Jack had no call to be about my house 
unless he was set there to watch; and it looked to me as if my tom¬ 
fool word about the paint, and perhaps some chatter of Maea’s, 
had got us all in a clove hitch. One thing was clear: Uma and I 
were here for the night; we daren’t try to go home before day, 
and even then it would be safer to strike round up the mountain 
and come in by the back of the village, or we might walk into an 
ambuscade. It was plain, too, that the mine should be sprung im¬ 
mediately, or Case might be in time to stop it. 

I marched into the tunnel, Uma keeping tight hold of me, 
opened my lantern and lit the match. The first length of it burned 
like a spill of paper, and I stood stupid, watching it burn, and 
thinking we were going aloft with Tiapolo, which was none of my 
views. The second took to a better rate, though faster than I 
cared about; and at that I got my wits again, hauled Uma clear of 
the passage, blew out and dropped the lantern, and the pair of us 
groped our way into the bush until I thought it might be safe, and 
lay down together by a tree. 

“Old lady,” I said, “I won’t forget this night. You’re a trump, 
and that’s what’s wrong with you." 

She bumped herself close up to me. She had run out the way 
she was, with nothing on her but her kilt; and she was all wet 
with the dews and the sea on her black beach, and shook straight 
on with cold and the terror of the dark and the devils. 

“Too much ’fraid," was all she said. 

The far side of Case’s hill goes down near as steep as a precipice 
into the next valley. We were on the very edge of it, and I could 
see the dead wood shine and hear the sea sound far below. I didn’t 
care about the position, which left me no retreat, but I was afraid 
to change. Then I saw I had made a worse mistake about the 
lantern, which I should have left lighted, so that I could have had 
a crack at Case when he stepped into the shine of it. And since I 
hadn’t had the wit to do that, it seemed a senseless thing to leave 
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the good lantern to blow up with the graven images. The thmg 
belonged to me, after all, and was worth money, and might com 
in handy If I could have trusted the match, I might ave r 

»a ... »», g oi„ s .«......»*«™« 

You know what trade is. The stuff was good enough for Kanaka 
to go fishing with, where they've got to look lively anyway an 
the 1 most they risk is only to have their hand bl °w" ^ But for 
any one that wanted to fool around a blow up like mine that 

match was rubbish. 

Altogether the best I could do was to lie still, see my shot-gun 
handy and wait for the explosion. But it was a solemn kind of 
business. The blackness of the night was like solid; the onl Y thl "| 
you could see was the nasty bogy glimmer of the dead wood, and 
that showed you nothing but itself; and as for sounds I stretched 
my ears till I thought I could have heard the match burn in t 
tunnel, and that bush was as silent as a coffin. Now and then there 
was a bit of a crack; but whether it was near or far, whether it was 
Case stubbling his toes within a few yards of me, or a tree breaking 
miles away, I knew no more than the babe unborn. 

And then, all of a sudden, Vesuvius went off. It was a long time 
coming; but when it came (though I say it that shouldn t) no 
man could ask to see a better. At first it was just a son of a gun oh 
a row, and a spout of fire, and the wood lighted up so that you 
could see to read. And then the trouble began. Uma and I were 
half buried under a wagonful of earth, and glad it was no worse, 
for one of the rocks at the entrance of the tunnel was fired clean 
into the air, fell within a couple of fathoms of where we lay, and 
bounded over the edge of the hill, and went pounding down into 
the next valley. I saw I had rather undercalculated our distance, or 
overdone the dynamite and powder, which you please. 

And presently I saw I had made another slip. The noise of the 
thing began to die off, shaking the island; the dazzle was over; 
and yet the night didn’t come back the way I expected. For the 
whole wood was scattered with red coals and brands from the ex¬ 


plosion; they were all round me on the flat, some had fallen below 
in the valley, and some stuck and flared in the tree-tops. I had no 
fear of fire, for these forests are too wet to kindle. But the trouble 
was that the place was all lit up—not very bright, but good enough 
to get a shot by; and the way the coals were scattered, it was just 
as likely Case might have the advantage as myself. I looked all 
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round for his white face, you may be sure; but there was not a 
sign of him. As for Uma, the life seemed to have been knocked 
right out of her by the bang and blaze of it. 

. There was one bad P oint in my game. One of the blessed graven 
unages had come down all afire, hair and clothes and body, not 

four yards away from me. I cast a mighty noticing glance all round; 

there was still no Case, and I made up my mind I must get rid of 

that burning stick before he came, or I should be shot there like a 
dog. 

It was my first idea to have crawled, and then I thought speed 
was the main tiling, and stood half up to make a rush. The same 
moment, from somewhere between me and the sea, there came a 
flash and a report, and a rifle-bullet screeched in my ear. I swung 
straight round and up with my gun, but the brute had a Win¬ 
chester, and before I could as much as see him his second shot 
knocked me over like a ninepin. I seemed to fly in the air, then 
came down by the run and lay half a minute, silly; and then I 
found my hands empty, and my gun had flown over my head as I 
fell. It makes a man mighty wide awake to be in the kind of box 
that I was in. I scarcely knew where I was hurt, or whether I was 
hurt or not, but turned right over on my face to crawl after my 
weapon. Unless you have tried to get about with a smashed leg you 
don’t know what pain is, and I let out a howl like a bullock’s. 

This was the unluckiest noise that ever I made in my life. Up 
to then Uma had stuck to her tree like a sensible woman, knowing 
she would be only in the way; but as soon as she heard me sing out 
she ran forward. The Winchester cracked again, and down she 
went. 

I had sat up, leg and all, to stop her; but when I saw her tumble 
I clapped down again where I was, lay still, and felt the handle of 
my knife. I had been scurried and put out before. No more of 
that for me. He had knocked over my girl, I had got to fix him for 
it; and I lay there and gritted my teeth, and footed up the chances. 
My leg was broke, my gun was gone. Case had still ten shots in his 
Winchester. It looked a kind of hopeless business. But I never 
despaired nor thought upon despairing: that man had got to go. 

For a goodish bit not one of us let on. Then I heard Case begin 
to move nearer in the bush, but mighty careful. The image had 
burned out, there were only a few coals left here and there, and 
the wood was main dark, but had a kind of a low glow in it like a 
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fire on its last legs. It was by this that I made out Case’s head 
looking at me over a big tuft of ferns, and at the same time 
brute saw me and shouldered his Winchester. I lay quite still, and 
as good as looked into the barrel: it was my last chance, but I 
thought my heart would have come right out of its bearings. Then 
he fifed. Lucky for me it was no shot-gun, for the bullet struck 

within an inch of me and knocked the dirt m my eyes. 

Just you try and see if you can lie quiet, and let a man take a 
sitting shot at you and miss you by a hair. But I did, and lucky, too. 
Awhile Case stood with the Winchester at the port-arms; then ne 
gave a little laugh to himself and stepped round the ferns. 

“Laugh!" thought I. "If you had the wit of a louse you would be 

• |M 

P /was all as taut as a ship’s hawser or the spring of a watch, and 
as soon as he came within reach of me I had him by the ankle, 
plucked the feet right out from under him, laid him out, and was 
upon the top of him, broken leg and all, before he breathed. His 
Winchester had gone the same road as my shot-gun; it was nothing 
to me—I defied him now. I’m a pretty strong man anyway, but I 
never knew what strength was till I got hold of Case. He was 
knocked out of time by the rattle he came down with, and threw 
up his hands together, more like a frightened woman, so that I 
caught both of them with my left. This wakened him up, and he 
fastened his teeth in my forearm like a weasel. Much I cared. My 
leg gave me all the pain I had any use for, and I drew my knife 

and got it in the place. 

“Now,” said I, “I’ve got you; and you’re gone up, and a good 
job too! Do you feel the point of that? That’s for Underhill! And 
there’s for Adams! And now here’s for Uma, and that’s going to 

knock your blooming soul right out of you! 

With that I gave him the cold steel for all I was worth. His 
body kicked under me like a spring sofa; he gave a dreadful kind of 
a long moan, and lay still. 

“I wonder if you're dead? I hope so!” I thought, for my head was 
swimming. But I wasn’t going to take chances; I had his own ex¬ 
ample too close before me for that; and I tried to diaw the knife 
out to give it him again. The blood came over my hands. I remem¬ 
ber, hot as tea; and with that I fainted clean away, and fell with my 
head on the man’s mouth. 

When I came to myself it was pitch dark; the cinders had burned 
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out; there was nothing to be seen but the shine of the dead wood 
and I couldn’t remember where I was nor why I was in such pain’ 
nor W hat I was all wetted with. Then it came back, and the first 
thing I attended to was to give him the knife again a half-a-dozen 

times up to the handle. I believe he was dead already, but it did 
him no harm and did me good. 

“I bet you’re dead now,” I said, and then I called to Uma. 

Nothing answered, and I made a move to go and grope for her, 
fouled my broken leg, and fainted again. 

When I came to myself the second time the clouds had all 
cleared away, except a few that sailed there, white as cotton. The 
moon was up—a tropic moon. The moon at home turns a wood 
black, but even this old butt-end of a one showed up that forest as 
green as by day. The night birds—or, rather, they’re a kind of 
early morning bird—sang out with their long, falling notes like 
nightingales. And I could see the dead man, that I was still half 
resting on, looking right up into the sky with his open eyes, no 
paler than when he was alive; and a little way off Uma tumbled on 
her side. I got over to her the best way I was able, and when I got 
there she was broad awake and crying, and sobbing to herself with 
no more noise than an insect. It appears she was afraid to cry out 
loud, because of the aitus. Altogether she was not much hurt, but 
scared beyond belief; she had come to her senses a long while ago, 
cried out to me, heard nothing in reply, made out we were both 
dead, and had lain there ever since, afraid to budge a finger. The 
ball had ploughed up her shoulder, and she had lost a main 
quantity of blood; but I soon had that tied up the way it ought to 
be with the tail of my shirt and a scarf I had on, got her head on 
my sound knee and my back against a trunk, and settled down to 
wait for morning. Uma was for neither use nor ornament, and 
could only clutch hold of me and shake and cry. I don’t suppose 
there was ever anybody worse scared, and, to do her justice, she had 
had a lively night of it. As for me, I was in a good bit of pain and 
fever, but not so bad when 1 sat still; and every time I looked over 
to Case I could have sung and whistled. Talk about meat and 
drink! To see that man lying there dead as a herring filled me full. 

The night birds stopped after awhile; and then the light began 
to change, the east came orange, the whole wood began to whirr 
with singing like a musical box, and there was the broad day. 

I didn’t expect Maea for a long while yet; and, indeed, I thought 
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there was an off-chance he might go back on the whole idea and 
not come at all. I was the better pleased when, about an 
daylight, I heard sticks smashing and a lot of Kanakas N '"? 
and sinking out to keep their courage up. Uma sat up qui 
at the first word of it; and presently we saw a party come stringing 
out of the path, Maea in front, and behind him a white man in 
nith helmet. It was Mr. Tarleton, who had turned up late last 
night in Falesa, having left his boat and walked the last stage wit i 

a They buried Case upon the field of glory, right in the hole where 
he had kept the smoking head. I waited till the thing was done, 
and Mr Tarleton prayed, which I thought tomfoolery but I m 

ZLTio say he gL a pre«, to »i~ of she tor hepanei. 
prospects, and seemed to have his own ideas of hell. I had it out 

with him afterward, told him he had scamped his dut * 
he had ought to have done was to up like a man and tell the 
Kanakas plainly Case was damned, and a good riddancebut 
never could get him to see it my way. Then they made me a litter 
of poles and carried me down to the station. Mr. Tarleton set my 
leg and made a regular missionary splice of it, so that I limp 
this day. That done, he took down my evidence, and Uma s, and 
Maea's, wrote it all out fine, and had us sign it; and then he got the 
chiefs and marched over to Papa Randall’s to seize Case s papers. 

All they found was a bit of a diary, kept for a good many years 
and all about the price of copra, and chickens being stolen, and 
that; and the books of the business and the will I told you of in 
the beginning, by both of which the whole thing (stock, lock, and 
barrel) appeared to belong to the Samoa woman. It was I that 
bought her out at a mighty reasonable figure, for she was in a 
hurry to get home. As for Randall and the black, they had to 
tramp; got into some kind of a station on the Papa-malulu side; 
did very bad business, for the truth is neither of the pair was fit 
for it, and lived mostly on fish, which was the means of Randall s 
death. It seems there was a nice shoal in one day, and Papa went 
after them with the dynamite; either the match burned too fast, or 
Papa was full, or both, but the shell went off (in the usual way) 
before he threw it, and where was Papa’s hand? Well, there’s noth¬ 
ing to hurt in that; the islands up north are all full of one-handed 
men like the parties in the ‘‘Arabian Nights;” but either Randall 
was too old, or he drank too much, and the short and the long of it 
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was that he died. Pretty soon after, the nigger was turned out of 
the island for stealing from white men, and went off to the west 
where he found men of his own colour, in case he liked that, and 
the men of his own colour took and ate him at some kind of a 
corroborree, and I’m sure I hope he was to their fancy! 

So there was I, left alone in my glory at Falesa; and when the 
schooner came round I filled her up, and gave her a deck cargo 
half as high as die house. I must say Mr. Tarleton did the right 
thing by us; but he took a meanish kind of a revenge. 

“Now, Mr. Wiltshire,” said he, ‘Tve put you all square with 
everybody here. It wasn’t difficult to do, Case being gone; but 1 
have done it, and given my pledge besides that you will deal fairly 
with the natives. I must ask you to keep my word.” 

Well, so I did. I used to be bothered about my balances, but I 
reasoned it out this way. We all have queerish balances, and the 
natives all know it and water their copra in a proportion so that 
it s fair all round; but the truth is, it did use to bother me, and, 
though I did well in Falesa, I was half glad when the firm moved 
me on to another station, where I was under no kind of a pledge 
and could look my balances in the face. 

As for the old lady, you know her as well as I do. She’s only the 
one fault. If you don’t keep your eye lifting she would give away 
the roof off the station. Well, it seems it's natural in Kanakas. 
She’s turned a powerful big woman now, and could throw a Lon¬ 
don bobby over her shoulder. But that’s natural in Kanakas too, 
and there’s no manner of doubt that she’s an A 1 wife. 

Mr. Tarleton’s gone home, his trick being over. He was the 
best missionary I ever struck, and now, it seems, he's parsonising 
down Somerset way. Well, that’s best for him; he’ll have no 
Kanakas there to get luny over. 

My public-house? Not a bit of it, nor ever likely. I'm stuck here, 
I fancy. I don’t like to leave the kids, you see: and—there’s no use 
talking—they’re better here than what they would be in a white 
man’s country, though Ben took the eldest up to Auckland, where 
he’s being schooled with the best. But what bothers me is the 
girls. They’re only half-castes, of course; I know that as well as 
you do, and there’s nobody thinks less of half-castes than I do; 
but they’re mine, and about all I've got. I can’t reconcile my mind 
to their taking up with Kanakas, and I’d like to know where I’m to 
find the whites? 
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1. 

, w riTH THE SINCLE EXCEPTION OF FALSTAFF, ALL SHAKESPEARE’S 

W characters are what we call marrying men. Mercutto, as he 
was own cousin to Benedick and Biron, would have come to the 
same end in the long run. Even Iago had a wife, and, what is far 
stranger, he was jealous. People like Jacques and the Fool in 
Lear, although we can hardly imagine they would ever marry, 
kept single out of a cynical humour or for a broken heart, and not, 
as we do nowadays, from a spirit of incredulity and preference for 
the single state. For that matter, if you turn to George Sand s 
French version of As You Like It (and I think I can promise you 
will like it but little), you will find Jacques marries Celia just as 
Orlando marries Rosalind. 

At least there seems to have been much less hesitation over 
marriage in Shakespeare’s days; and what hesitation there was was 
of a laughing sort, and not much more serious, one way or the 
other, than that of Panurge. In modern comedies the heroes are 
mostly of Benedick’s way of thinking, but twice as much in earnest, 
and not one quarter so confident. And I take this diffidence as a 
proof of how sincere their terror is. They know they are only 
human after all; they know what gins and pitfalls lie about their 
feet; and how the shadow of matrimony waits, resolute and aw¬ 
ful, at the cross-roads. They would wish to keep their liberty, 
but if that may not be, why, God’s will be donel What, are 
you afraid of marriage?” asks C<§cile, in Maitre Guerin. “Oh, 
mon Dieu, non!” replies Arthur; “I should take chloroform. 

809 
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1 hey look forward to marriage much in the same way as they 
prepare themselves for death: each seems inevitable; each is a great 
Perhaps, and a leap into the dark, for which, when a man is in the 
blue devils, he has specially to harden his heart. That splendid 
scoundrel, Maxime de Trailles, took the news of marriages much 
as an old man hears the deaths of his contemporaries. “C’est 
desesperant,” he cried, throwing himself down in the arm-chair at 
Madame Schontz’s; “c’est desesperant, nous nous marions tous!” 
Every marriage was like another grey hair on his head; and the 
jolly church bells seemed to taunt him with his fifty years and fair 
round belly. 

The fact is, we are much more afraid of life than our ancestors, 
and cannot find it in our hearts either to marry or not to marry. 
Marriage is terrifying, but so is a cold and forlorn old age. The 
friendships of men are vastly agreeable, but they are insecure. You 
know all the time that one friend will marry and put you to the 
door; a second accept a situation in China, and become no more 
to you than a name, a reminiscence, and an occasional crossed 
letter, very laborious to read; a third will take up with some re¬ 
ligious crotchet and treat you to sour looks thenceforward. So, in 
one way or another, life forces men apart and breaks up the goodly 
fellowships for ever. The very flexibility and ease which make 
men’s friendships so agreeable while they endure, make them the 
easier to destroy and forget. And a man who has a few friends, or 
one who has a dozen (if there be any one so wealthy on this earth), 
cannot forget on how precarious a base his happiness reposes; and 
how by a stroke or two of fate—a death, a few light words, a piece 
of stamped paper, a woman’s bright eyes—he may be left, in a 
month, destitute of all. Marriage is certainly a perilous remedy. 
Instead of on two or three, you stake your happiness on one life 
only. But still, as the bargain is more explicit and complete on 
your part, it is more so on the other; and you have not to fear so 
many contingencies; it is not every wind that can blow you from 
your anchorage; and so long as Death withholds his sickle, you will 
always have a friend at home. People who share a cell in the 
Bastille, or are thrown together on an uninhabited island, if they 
do not immediately fall to fisticuffs, will find some possible ground 
of compromise. They will learn each other’s ways and humours, so 
as to know where they must go warily, and where they may lean 
their whole weight. The discretion of the first years becomes the 
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settled habit of the last; and so, with wisdom and patience, two 

lives may mow indissolubly into one. 

But marriage, if comfortable, is not at all heroic. It certainly 

narrows and damps die spirits of generous men. In marriage, a 
man becomes slack and selfish, and undergoes a fatty degeneration 
of his moral being. It is not only when Lydgate misallies himse 
with Rosamond Vincy, but when Ladislaw marries above him with 
Dorothea, that this may be exemplified. The air of the fireside 
withers out all the fine wildings of the husband’s heart. He is so 
comfortable and happy that he begins to prefer comfort and hap¬ 
piness to everything else on earth, his wife included. Yesterday 
he would have shared his last shilling; to-day “his first duty is to 
his family,” and is fulfilled in large measure by laying down 
vintages and husbanding the health of an invaluable parent. 
Twenty years ago this man was equally capable of crime or 
heroism; now he is fit for neither. His soul is asleep, and you may 
speak without constraint; you will not wake him. It is not foi 
nothing that Don Quixote was a bachelor and Marcus Aurelius 
married ill. For women, there is less of this danger. Marriage is 
of so much use to a woman, opens out to her so much more ol 
life, and puts her in the way of so much more freedom and use¬ 
fulness, that, whether she marry ill or well, she can hardly miss 
some benefit. It is true, however, that some of the merriest and 
most genuine of women are old maids; and that those old maids, 
and wives who are unhappily married, have often most of the true 
motherly touch. And this would seem to show, even for women, 
some narrowing influence in comfortable married life. But the rule 
is none the less certain: if you wish the pick of men and women, 

take a good bachelor and a good wife. 

I am often filled with wonder that so many marriages are pass¬ 
ably successful, and so few come to open failure, the more so as I 
fail to understand the principle on which people regulate their 
choice. I see women marrying indiscriminately with staring bur¬ 
gesses and ferret-faced, white-eyed boys, and men dwelling in con¬ 
tentment with noisy scullions, or taking into their lives acidulous 
vestals. It is a common answer to say the good people marry be¬ 
cause they fall in love; and of course you may use and misuse a 
word as much as you please, if you have the world along with you. 
But love is at least a somewhat hyperbolical expression for such 
lukewarm preference. It is not here, anyway, that Love employs his 
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golden shafts; he cannot be said, with any fitness of language, to 
icign heie and revel. Indeed, if this be love at all, it is plain the 
poets have been fooling with mankind since the foundation of the 
world. And you have only to look these happy couples in the face 
to see they have never been in love, or in hate, or in any other high 
passion, all their days. When you see a dish of fruit at dessert, you 
sometimes set your affections upon one particular peach or 
nectarine, watch it with some anxiety as it comes round the table, 
and feel quite a sensible disappointment when it is taken by some 
one else. I have used the phrase “high passion.” Well, I should 
say this was about as high a passion as generally leads to marriage. 
One husband hears after marriage that some poor fellow is dying 
of his wife’s love. “What a pity!” he exclaims; “you know I could 
so easily have got another!’’ And yet that is a very happy union. 
Or again: A young man was telling me the sweet story of his loves. 
“I like it well enough as long as her sisters are there,” said this 
amorous swain; “but I don’t know what to do when we’re alone.” 
Once more; A married lady was debating the subject with another 
lady. “You know, dear,” said the first, “after ten years of marriage, 
if he is nothing else, your husband is always an old friend.” “I have 
many old friends,” returned the other, “but I prefer them to be 
nothing more.” “Oh, perhaps I might prefer that also!” There is 
a common note in these three illustrations of the modern idyll; and 
it must.be owned the god goes among us with a limping gait and 
blear eyes. You wonder whether it was so always; whether desire 
was always equally dull and spiritless, and possession equally cold. 
I cannot help fancying most people make, ere they marry, some 
such table of recommendations as Hannah Godwin wrote to her 
brother William anent her friend. Miss Gay. It is so charmingly 
comical, and so pat to the occasion, that I must quote a few 
phrases. “The young lady is in every sense formed to make one of 
your disposition really happy. She has a pleasing voice, with which 
she accompanies her musical instrument with judgment. She has 
an e^sy politeness in her manners, neither free nor reserved. She 
is a good housekeeper and a good economist, and yet of a generous 
disposition. As to her internal accomplishments, I have reason to 
speak still more highly of them: good sense without vanity, a 
penetrating judgment without a disposition to satire, with about 
as much religion as my William likes, struck me with a wish that 
she was my William’s wife.” That is about the tune: pleasing 



VIRGINIDUS PUERISQUE 8 |* 

voice moderate good looks, unimpeachable Internal accomplish- 
merit's after the style of the copy-book, with about as much rel.gion 
as my William likes; and then, with all speed, to church. 

To deal plainly, if they only married when they fell in love 
most people 3 would die unwed; and among the others, t '«ewou 
be not a few tumultuous households. The Lion is the King of 
Beasts, but he is scarcely suitable for a domestic pet. Inthe same 
way I suspect love is rather too violent a passion to make, in all 
cases, a good domestic sentiment. Like other violent excitements, 
it throw! up not only what is best, but what is worst and smallest 
in men's characters. Just as some people are malicious in drink, 
or brawling and virulent under the influence of religious feeling, 
some are moody, jealous, and exacting when they are m love, w 
are honest, downright, good-hearted fellows enough in the eve y 

day affairs and humours of the world. # 

How then, seeing we are driven to the hypothesis that people 

choose in comparatively cold blood, how is it they choose so well? 
One is almost tempted to hint that it does not much matter whom 
you marry; that, in fact, marriage is a subjective affection and i 
you have made up your mind to it, and once talked yourself fair y 
over, you could “pull it through” with anybody. But even if we 
take matrimony at its lowest, even if we regard it as no more than 
a sort of friendship recognised by the police, there must be degrees 
in the freedom and sympathy realised, and some principle to 
guide simple folk in their selection. Now what should this princi- 
pie be? Are there no more definite rules than are to be found in t e 
Prayer-book? Law and religion forbid the bans on the ground of 
propinquity or consanguinity; society steps in to separate classes; 
and in all this most critical matter, has common-sense, has wisdom, 
never a word to say? In the absence of more magisterial teaching, 
let us talk it over between friends: even a few guesses may be of 


interest to youths and maidens. . 

In all that concerns eating and drinking, company, climate, and 

ways of life, community of taste is to be sought for. It would be 
trying, for instance, to keep bed and board with an early riser or 
a vegetarian. In matters of art and intellect, I believe it is of no¬ 
consequence. Certainly it is of none in the companionships of men, 
who will dine more readily with one who has a good heart, a good 
cellar, and a humourous tongue, than with another who shares all 
their favourite hobbies and is melancholy withal. If your wife 
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hkcs Tuppcr, that is no reason why you should hang your head 
She thinks with the majority, and has the courage of her opinions. 
I hate always suspected public taste to be a mongrel product out 
of affectation by dogmatism; and felt sure, if you could only find 
an honest man of no special literary bent, he would tell you he 
thought much of Shakespeare bombastic and most absurd and all 
of him written in very obscure English and wearisome to read. 
And not long ago I was able to lay by my lantern in content, for 
I found the honest man. He was a fellow of parts, quick, hu- 
mourous, a clever painter, and with an eye for certain poetical 
effects of sea and ships. I am not much of a judge of that kind of 
thing, but a sketch of his comes before me sometimes at night. How 
strong, supple, and living the ship seems upon the billows! With 
what a dip and rake she shears the flying sea! I cannot fancy the 
man who saw this effect, and took it on the wing with so much 
force and spirit, was what you call commonplace in the last recesses 
of the heart. And yet he thought, and was not ashamed to have it 
known of him, that Ouida was better in every way than William 
Shakespeare. If there were more people of his honesty, this would 
be about the staple of lay criticism. It is not taste that is plentiful, 
but courage that is rare. And what have we in place? How many, 
who think no otherwise than the young painter, have we not heard 
disbursing second-hand hyperboles? Have you never turned sick at 
heart, O best of critics! when some of your own sweet adjectives 
were returned on you before a gaping audience? Enthusiasm about 
art is become a function of the average female being, which she 
performs with precision and a sort of haunting sprightliness, like 
an ingenious and well-regulated machine. Sometimes, alas! the 
calmest man is carried away in the torrent, bandies adjectives with 
the best, and out-Herods Herod for some shameful moments. 
When you remember that, you will be tempted to put things 
strongly, and say you will marry no one who is not like George the 
Second, and cannot state openly a distaste for poetry and painting. 

The word “facts” is, in some ways, crucial. I have spoken with 
Jesuits and Plymouth Brethren, mathematicians and poets, dog¬ 
matic republicans and dear old gentlemen in bird’s-eye neckcloths; 
and each understood the word “facts” in an occult sense of his 
own. Try as I might, I could get no nearer the principle of their 
division. What was essential to them, seemed to me trivial or un¬ 
true. We could come to no compromise as to what was, or what 
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was not important in the life of man. Turn as we pleased, wc a 
stood back to back in a big ring, and saw another quarter of 
heavens with different mountain-tops along the sky-line a 
e,U constellations overhead. We had each of us some whimsy m 
the brain, which we believed more than anything else and which 
discoloured all experience to its own shade. How would you have 
peo“!e a^ee, when one is deaf and the other blind? Now this* 
where there should be community between man and wife T y 
should be agreed on their catchword in ‘facts of reigi , 
facts of salcr or '‘society, my W; for without such an 
men, all intercourse is a painful strain upon the minch About^ 
much religion as my William likes,” in short, that is what is neces 
sary to mfke a happy couple of any William and his spouse. For 
there are differences which no habit nor affection can reconcile, 
and the Bohemian must not intermarry with the Pharisee. Imagine 
Consuelo as Mrs. Samuel Budgett, the wife of the successful mer¬ 
chant! The best of men and the best of women may sometimes 
live together all their lives, and, for want of some consent on 
fundamental questions, hold each other lost spirits to the end. 

A certain sort of talent is almost indispensable for people yho 
would spend years together and not bore themselves to death. But 
the talent, like the agreement, must be for and about life. Todwe 
happily together, they should be versed in the niceties ot the heart, 
and born with a faculty for willing compromise. I he woman must 
be talented as a woman, and it will not much matter although she 
is talented in nothing else. She must know her metier de femme 
and have a fine touch for the affections. And it is more important 
that a person should be a good gossip, and talk pleasantly and 
smartly of common friends and the thousand and one nothings o 
the day and hour, than that she should speak with the tongues of 
men and angels; for awhile together by the fire, happens more 
frequently in marriage than the presence of a distinguished for¬ 
eigner to dinner. That people should laugh over the same^sort ot 
jests, and have many a story of "grouse in the gun-room, many 
an old joke between them which time cannot wither nor custom 
stale, is a better preparation for life, by your leave, than many 
other things higher and better sounding in the world’s ears. You 
could read Kant by yourself, if you wanted; but you must share 
a joke with some one else. You can forgive people who do not 
follow you through a philosophical disquisition; but to find your 


* 
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wife laughing when you had tears in your eyes, or staring when 
you were in a fit of laughter, would go some way towards a dissolu¬ 
tion of the marriage. 

I know a woman who, from some distaste or disability, could 
never so much as understand the meaning of the word politics , and 
has given up trying to distinguish Whigs from Tories; but take 
her on her own politics, ask her about other men or women and 
the chicanery of everyday existence—the rubs, the tricks, the vani¬ 
ties on which life turns—and you w'ill not find many more shrewd, 
trenchant, and humourous. Nay, to make plainer what I have in 
mind, this same woman has a share of the higher and more poetical 
understanding, frank interest in things for their own sake, and 
enduring astonishment at the most common. She is not to be de¬ 
ceived by custom, or made to think a mystery solved when it is 
repeated. I have heard her say she could wonder herself crazy over 
the human eyebrow. Now in a world where most of us walk very 
contentedly in the little lit circle of their own reason, and have 
to be reminded of what lies without by specious and clamant ex¬ 
ceptions—earthquakes, eruptions of Vesuvius, banjos floating in 
mid-air at a seance , and the like—a mind so fresh and unsophisti¬ 
cated is no despicable gift. I will own I think it a better sort of 
mind than goes necessarily with the clearest views on public busi¬ 
ness. It will wash. It will find something to say at an odd moment. 
It has in it the spring of pleasant and quaint fancies. Whereas I 
can imagine myself yawning all night long until my jaws ached 
and the tears came into my eyes, although my companion on the 
other side of the hearth held the most enlightened opinions on 
the franchise or the ballot. 

The question of professions, in as far as they regard marriage, 
was only interesting to women until of late days, but it touches all 
of us now. Certainly, if I could help it, I would never marry a wife 
who wrote. The practice of letters is miserably harassing to the 
mind; and after an hour or two’s work, all the more human por¬ 
tion of the author is extinct; he will bully, backbite, and speak 
daggers. Music, I hear, is not much better. But painting, on the 
contrary, is often highly sedative; because so much of the labour 
after your picture is once begun, is almost entirely manual, and of 
that skilled sort of manual labour which offers a continual series 
of successes, and so tickles a man, through his vanity mto good 
humour. Alas! in letters there is nothing of this sort. You y 
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write as beautiful a hand as you will, you have always somethtng 
else to think of, and cannot pause to notice your loops and tlo 
ishcs- they are beside the mark, and the first law stationer co 
;tt iou to the blush. Rousseau, indeed, made some account of 
penmanship, even made it a source of livelihood, when he copi 
out the Heloise for dilettante ladies; and therein showed tha 
stranee eccentric prudence which guided him among so many 
thousand follies and insanities. It would be well for all of the genu 
trUaZe thus to add something of skilled labour to intangible 
brain-work. To find the right word is so doubtful a success and 
so near to failure, that there is no satisfaction in a year of it, bt 
we all know when we have formed a letter perfectly, and as tup d 
artist right or wrong, is almost equally certain he has £ou " d a 
right’tone or a right colour, or made a dexterous stroke withTits 

brush. And, again, painters may work out of doors ^ the 

air the deliberate seasons, and the tianquilhsmg 1 

green earth, counterbalance the fever of thought, and keep them 

cool, placable, and prosaic. . f 

A Ship captain is a good man to marry if it is a marriage of love 

for absences are a good influence in love and keep it ^ight and 
delicate; but he is just the worst man if the feeling is; more pedes 
trian, as habit is too frequently torn open and the solder has never 
time to set. Men who fish, botanise, work with the turning-lathe 
or gather sea weeds, will make admirable husbands; and a little 
amateur painting in water-colours shows the innocent and quiet 
mind. Those who have a few intimates are to be avoided while 
those who swim loose, who have their hat in their hand all along 
the street, who can number an infinity of acquaintances and are 
not chargeable with any one friend, promise an easy disposition 
and no rival to the wife's influence. I will not say they are the best 
of men, but they are the stuff out of which adroit and capab e 
women manufacture the best of husbands. It is to be noticed that 
those who have loved once or twice already are so much the better 
educated to a woman’s hand; the bright boy of fiction is an odd 
and most uncomfortable mixture of shyness and coarseness, and 
needs a deal of civilising. Lastly (and this is, perhaps, the golden 
rule), no woman should marry a tee-totaller, or a man who does not 
smoke. It is not for nothing that this “ignoble tabagie,” as Miche¬ 
let calls it, spreads over all the world. Michelet rails against it 
because it renders you happy apart from thought or work; to 
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provident women this will seem no evil influence in married life. 

latever keeps a man in the front garden, whatever checks wan¬ 
dering fancy and all inordinate ambition, whatever makes for 

lounging and contentment, makes just so surely for domestic hap- 
piness. 1 

These notes, if they amuse the reader at all, will probably amuse 
him more when he differs than when he agrees with them; at least 
they will do no harm, for nobody will follow my advice. But the 
last word is of more concern. Marriage is a step so grave and de¬ 
cisive that it attracts light-headed, variable men by its very awful¬ 
ness. They have been so tried among the inconstant squalls and 
currents, so often sailed for islands in the air or lain becalmed with 
burning heart, that they will risk all for solid ground below their 
feet. Desperate pilots, they run their sea-sick, weary bark upon the 
dashing rocks. It seems as if marriage were the royal road through 
life, and realised, on the instant, what 'we have all dreamed on 
summer Sundays when the bells ring, or at night when we cannot 
sleep for the desire of living. They think it will sober and change 
them. Like those who join a brotherhood, they fancy it needs but 
an act to be out of the coil and clamour for ever. But this is a wile 
of the devil’s. To the end, spring winds will sow disquietude, pass¬ 
ing faces leave a regret behind them, and the whole world keep 
calling 'and calling in their ears. For marriage is like life in this— 
that it is a field of battle, and not a bed of roses. 


2 . 

Hope, they say, deserts us at no period of our existence. From first 
to last, and in the face of smarting disillusions, we continue to 
expect good fortune, better health, and better conduct; and that so 
confidently, that we judge it needless to deserve them. I think it 
improbable that I shall ever write like Shakespeare, conduct an 
army like Hannibal, or distinguish myself like Marcus Aurelius in 
the paths of virtue; and yet I have my by-days, hope prompting, 
when I am very ready to believe that I shall combine all these 
various excellences in my own person, and go marching down to 
posterity with divine honours. There is nothing so monstrous but 
we can believe it of ourselves. About ourselves, about our aspira¬ 
tions and delinquencies, we have dwelt by choice in a delicious 
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vagueness from our boyhood up. No one will have forgotten Tom 
Salyer's aspiration: "Ah, if he could only die temporary Or, 

/ better still, the inward resolution of the two pirate , 

£ long as they remained in that business, their piracies s iou 

nor igafn be sullied with the crime of stealing.” Here we recogn e 
The thoughts of our boyhood; and our boyhood ceased-well, 
hen p_not, I think, at twenty; nor, perhaps, altogether a w y 
five- nor vet at thirty; and possibly, to be quite frank, we are still 
in the thick of that Arcadian period. For as the race of mam after 
centuries of civilisation, still keeps some traits of their barbar.a 
fathers, so man the individual is not altogether quit of youth, whe 
he is already old and honoured, and Lord Chancellor o -ng • 
We advanced in years somewhat in the manner of an invading 
army in a barren land; the age that we have reached, as the phrase 
goes! we but hold with an outpost, and still keep open °m com¬ 
munications with the extreme rear and first beginnings 
march There is our true base; that is not only the beginning ’ but 
Te perennial spring of our faculties; and grandfather W, .am 
re the upon occasion into the green enchanted forest of his 

b0 T h h 0 e°u'nfading boyishness of hope and its vigorous ^rationality 
are nowhere better displayed than in questions of conduc . The e 
is a character in the Pilgrim’s Progress, one Mr. Linger-after-Lu , 
with whom I fancy we are all on speaking terms; one famous among 
the famous for ingenuity of hope up to and beyond the moment of 
defeat; one who, after eighty years of contrary experience will be- 
heve it possible to continue in the business of piracy and yet avoid 
the guilt of theft. Every sin is our last; every 1st of Januaiy are- 
markable turning-point in our career. Any overt act, above all, is 
felt to be alchemic in its power to change. A drunkard takes the 
pledge- it will be strange if that does not help him. For how many 
yearflid Mr. Pepys continue to make and break his little vows? 
And yet I have not heard that he was discouraged in the end. By 
such steps we think to fix a momentary resolution; as a timid 
fellow hies him to the dentist’s while the tooth is stinging. 

But, alas, by planting a stake at the top of flood, you can neither 
prevent nor delay the inevitable ebb. There is no hocus-pocus in 
morality; and even the “sanctimonious ceremony” of marriage 
leaves the man unchanged. This is a hard saying, and has an air 
of paradox. For there is something in marriage so natural and in- 
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v-iung, that the step has an air ot great simplicity and ease; it offers 
to bury for ever many aching preoccupations; it is to afford us 
unfailing and familiar company through life; it opens up a smiline 
prospect of the blest and passive kind of love, rather than the bless 8 
ing and active; it is approached not only through the delights of 
courtship, but by a public performance and repeated legal signa¬ 
tures. A man naturally thinks it will go hard with him if he cannot 

be good and fortunate and happy within such august circumvalla- 
tions. 

And yet there is probably no other act in a man’s life so hot¬ 
headed and foolhardy as this one of marriage. For years, let us 
suppose, you have been making the most indifferent business of 
your career. Your experience has not, we may dare to say, been 
more encouraging than Paul’s or Horace’s; like them, you have 
seen and desired the good that you were not able to accomplish; 
like them, you have done the evil that you loathed. You have 
waked at night in a hot or a cold sweat, according to your habit of 
body, remembering, with dismal surprise, your own unpardonable 
acts and sayings. You have been sometimes tempted to withdraw 
entirely from this game of life; as a man who makes nothing but 
misses withdraws from that less dangerous one of billiards. You 
have fallen back upon the thought that you yourself most sharply 
smarted for your misdemeanours, or, in the old, plaintive phrase, 
that you were nobody’s enemy but your own. And then you have 
been made aware of what was beautiful and amiable, wise and 
kind, in the other part of your behaviour; and it seemed as if 
nothing could reconcile the contradiction, as indeed nothing can. 
If you are a man, you have shut your mouth hard and said noth¬ 
ing; and if you are only a man in the making, you have recognised 
that yours was quite a special case, and you yourself not guilty of 
your own pestiferous career. 

Granted, and with all my heart. Let us accept these apologies; 
let us agree that you are nobody’s enemy but your own; let us 
agree that you are a sort of moral cripple, impotent for good; and 
let us regard you with the unmingled pity due to such a fate. But 
there is one thing to which, on these terms, we can never agree:— 
we can never agree to have you marry. What! you have had one 
life to manage, and have failed so strangely, and now can see noth¬ 
ing wiser than to conjoin with it the management of some one 
else's? Because you have been unfaithful in a very little, you pro- 
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^° S h a^ep^of^ll^ema^ni^g^nsolation^and^xcuser. You"are no 

r- r- S'“ sr 

pear's, you must take things on your own authority: God rnade you 
but you marry yourself; and for all that your wife suffers, no on 
is relponsible but you. A man must be very certain of his knowl¬ 
edge ere he undertake to guide a ticket-of-leave man throe g 
dangerous pass; you have eternally missed your way in life, « 
consequences that you still deplore, and yet you mas er u ly sc 
vour wife's hand, and, blindfold, drag her after you to ruin. And 
It is your wife, you observe, whom you select. She, whose happiness 
L» d«J you choose be ,ou, vtata. Vou »ou d e.eoe.M, 
warn her from a tottering bridge or bad investment. If she were 
to marry some one else, how you would tremble for her fate. If 
she were only your sister, and you thought half as much of her 
how doubtfully would you entrust her future to a man no better 

tK Times^re changed with him who marries; there are no more 
by-path meadows, where you may innocently linger, but the roa 
lies long and straight and dusty to the grave. Idleness, which 
Often becoming and even wise in the bachelor, begins to wear a 
different aspect when you have a wife to support. Suppose, after 
you are married, one of those little slips were to befall you. What 
happened last November might surely happen February next. 
They may have annoyed you at the time, because they were not 
what you had meant; but how will they annoy you in the future 
and how will they shake the fabric of your wife’s confidence and 
peace! A thousand things unpleasing went on in the chiaroscuro 
of a life that you shrank from too particularly realising; you did 
not care, Jn those days, to make a fetish of your conscience; you 
would recognise your failures with a nod, and so, good-day. But the 
time for these reserves is over. You have wilfully introduced a 
witness into your life, the scene of these defeats, and can no longer 
close the mind’s eye upon uncomely passages, but must stand up 
straight and put a name upon your actions. And your witness is 
not only the judge, but the victim of your sins; not only can she 
condemn you to the sharpest penalties, but she must herself share 
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feelingly in their endurance. And observe, once more, with what 
temerity you have chosen precisely her to be your spy, whose 
esteem you value highest, and whom you have already taught to 
think you better than you are. You may think you had a con¬ 
science, and believed in God; but what is a conscience to a wife? 
Wise men of yore erected statues of their deities, and consciously 
performed their part in life before those marble eyes. A god 
watched them at the board, and stood by their bedside in the 
morning when they woke; and all about their ancient cities, where 
they bought and sold, or where they piped and wrestled, there 
would stand some symbol of the things that are outside of man. 
These were lessons, delivered in the quiet dialect of art, which told 
their story faithfully, but gently. It is the same lesson, if you will— 
but how harrowingly taught!—when the woman you respect shall 
weep from your unkindness or blush with shame at your miscon¬ 
duct. Poor girls in Italy turn their painted Madonnas to the wall: 
you cannot set aside your wife. To marry is to domesticate the 
Recording Angel. Once you are married, there is nothing left for 
you, not even suicide, but to be good. 

And goodness in marriage is a more intricate problem than mere 
single virtue; for in marriage there are two ideals to be realised. 
A girl, it is true, has always lived in a glass house among reproving 
relatives, whose word was law; she has been bred up to sacrifice her 
judgments and take the key submissively from dear papa; and it is 
wonderful how swiftly she can change her tune into the husband s. 
Her morality has been, too often, an affair of precept and con¬ 
formity. But in the case of a bachelor who has enjoyed some meas¬ 
ure both of privacy and freedom, his moral judgments have been 
passed in some accordance with his nature. His sins were always 
sins in his own sight; he could then only sin when he did some act 
against his clear conviction; the light that he walked by was ob¬ 
scure, but it was single. Now, when two people of any grit and 
spirit put their fortunes into one, there succeeds to this compara¬ 
tive certainty a huge welter of competing jurisdictions. It no 
longer matters so much how life appears to one; one must consult 
another: one, who may be strong, must not offend the other, who 
is weak. The only weak brother I am willing to consider is (to 
make a bull for once) my wife. For her, and for her only, I must 
waive my righteous judgments, and go crookedly about my life. 
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How then in such an atmosphere of compromise, to keep honour 

S, and abstain bon, basn «*«**»* "<~« >’»“ 
aside love’s pleadings? How are you, the apostle of laxi y, 
suddenly 6 about into the rabbi of precision; and after these years 
of'ragged practice, pose for a hero to the lackeywho has found you 
out? In this temptation to mutual indulgence lies the P" ucu 
peril to morality in married life. Daily they drop a little lower 
from the first ideal, and for awhile continue to accept these change- 
iings with a gross complacency. At last Love wakes and looks about 
him- finds h!s hero sunk into a stout old brute, intent on brandy 
pawnee; finds his heroine divested of her angel brightness; and in 

the flash of that first disenchantment, flees for ever. 

Again, the husband, in these unions, is usually a man, and 
wife commonly enough a woman; and when tins is the case, al¬ 
though it makes the firmer marriage, a thick additional veil o m 
conception hangs above the doubtful business. Women, I believe 
are somewhat rarer than men; but then, if I were a woman myself, 

I dare say I should hold the reverse; and at least we all enter more 
or less wholly into one or other of these camps. A man who delights 
women by his feminine perceptions will often scatter his admirers 
by a chance explosion of the under side of man; and the most 
masculine and direct of women will some day, to your dire surprise, 
draw out like a telescope into successive lengths of personation. 
Alasl for the man, knowing her to be at heart more candid than 
himself, who shall flounder, panting, through these mazes in the 
quest for truth. The proper qualities of each sex are, indeed, 
eternally surprising to the other. Between the Latin and the Teu¬ 
ton races there are similar divergences, not to be bridged by the 
most liberal sympathy. And in the good, plain, cut-and-dry ex¬ 
planations of this life, which pass current among us as the wisdom 
of the elders, this difficulty has been turned with the aid of pious 
lies. Thus, when a young lady has angelic features, eats nothing to 
speak of, plays all day long on the piano, and sings ravishingly in 
church, it requires a rough infidelity, falsely called cynicism, to 
believe that she may be a little devil after all. Yet so it is. she 
may be a tale-bearer, a liar, and a thief; she may have a taste for 
brandy, and no heart. My compliments to George Eliot for her 
Rosamond Vincy; the ugly work of satire she has transmuted to the 
ends of art, by the companion figure of Lydgate; and the satire 
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was much wanted for the education of young- men Thar • 

lenl CXCeIle ' 1Ce ° £ ,VOmen - howev er chivalrous,' is cowardly’a! 

C11 as talsc ' w better to face the fact, and know, when you 
marry, that you take into your life a creature of equal, if of unlike 

yours’ eS ' W 056 Weak hUman hEart b0atS n ° more tunefully than 


But it is the object of a liberal education not only to obscure the 
knowledge o£ one sex by another, but to magnify the natural dif¬ 
ferences between the two. Man is a creature who lives not upon 
biead alone, but principally by catchwords; and the little rift be¬ 
tween the sexes is astonishingly widened by simply teaching one 
set of catchwords to the girls and another to the boys. To the first 
there is shown but a very small field of experience, and taught a very 
trenchant principle for judgment and action; to the other, the 
world of life is more largely displayed, and their rule of conduct 
is proportionally widened. They are taught to follow different 
virtues, to hate different vices, to place their ideal, even for each 
other, in different achievements. What should be the result of such 
a course? When a horse nas run away, and the two flustered people 
in the gig have each possessed themselves of a rein, we know the 
end of that conveyance will be in the ditch. So, when I see a raw 
youth and a green girl, fluted and fiddled in a dancing measure 
into that most serious contract, and setting out upon life’s journey 
with ideas so monstrously divergent, I am not surprised that some 
make shipwreck, but that any come to port. What the boy does 
almost proudly, as a manly peccadillo, the girl will shudder at as 
a debasing vice; what is to her the mere common-sense of tactics, he 
will spit out of his mouth as shameful. Through such a sea of 
contrarities must this green couple steer their way; and contrive 
to love each other; and to respect, forsooth; and be ready, when 
the time arrives, to educate the little men and women who shall 
succeed to their places and perplexities. 

And yet, when all has been said, the man who should hold back 
from marriage is in the same case with him who runs away from 
battle. To avoid an occasion for our virtues is a worse degree of 
failure than to push forward pluckily and make a fall. It is lawful 
to pray God that we be not led into temptation; but not lawful to 
skulk from those that come to us. The noblest passage in one of the 
noblest books of this century, is where the old pope glories in the 
trial, nay, in the partial fall and but imperfect triumph, of the 



VIRGINIBUS PUER1SQUE 

younger hero.* Without some such manly note, it were perhaps 
better to have no conscience at all. But there is a vast difference 
between teaching flight, and showing points of peril that a man 
may march the more warily. And the true conclusion of this papci 
is to turn our back on apprehensions, and embrace that shining 
and courageous virtue, Faith. Hope is the boy, a blind, headlong, 
pleasant fellow, good to chase swallows with the salt; Faith is the 
grave, experienced, yet smiling man. Hope lives on ignorance; 
open-eyed Faith is built upon a knowledge of our life, of the 
tyranny of circumstance and the frailty of human resolution. Hope 
looks for unqualified success; but Faith counts certainly on failure, 
and takes honourable defeat to be a form of victory. Hope is a 
kind old pagan; but Faith grew up in Christian days, and early 
learnt humility. In the one temper, a man is indignant that he 
cannot spring up in a clap to heights of elegance and virtue; in 
the other, out of a sense of his infirmities, he is filled with con¬ 
fidence because a year has come and gone, and he has still pre¬ 
served some rags of honour. In the first, he expects an angel for a 
wife; in the last, he knows that she is like himself erring, 
thoughtless, and untrue; but like himself also, filled with a strug¬ 
gling radiancy of better things, and adorned with ineffective 
qualities. You may safely go to school with hope; but ere you 
marry, should have learned the mingled lesson of the world: that 
dolls are stuffed with sawdust, and yet are excellent playthings; 
that hope and love address themselves to a perfection never real¬ 
ised, and yet, firmly held, become the salt and staff of life, that you 
yourself are compacted of infirmities, perfect, you might say, in 
imperfection, and yet you have a something in you lovable and 
worth preserving; and that, while the mass of mankind lies under 
this scurvy condemnation, you will scarce find one but, by some 
generous reading, will become to you a lesson, a model, and a 
noble spouse through life. So thinking, you will constantly support 
your own unworthiness, and easily forgive the failings of your 
friend. Nay, you will be wisely glad that you retain the sense of 
blemishes; for the faults of married people continually spur up 
each of them, hour by hour, to do better and to meet and love upon 
a higher ground. And ever, between the failures, there will come 
glimpses of kind virtues to encourage and console. 

* Browning’s Ring and Book . 
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3 . On Falling in Love 

“Lord, what fools these mortals her 

There is only one event in life which really astonishes a man and 
startles him out of his prepared opinions. Everything else befalls 
him \eiy much as he expected. Event succeeds to event, with an' 
agreeable variety indeed, but with little that is either startling or 
intense; they form together no more than a sort of background, or 
running accompaniment to the man’s own reflections; and he falls 
naturally into a cool, curious, and smiling habit of mind, and 
builds himself up in a conception of life which expects to-morrow 
to be after the pattern of to-day and yesterday. He may be ac¬ 
customed to the vagaries of his friends and acquaintances under 
the influence of love. He may sometimes look forward to it for 
himself with an incomprehensible expectation. But it is a subject 
in which neither intuition nor the behaviour of others will help 
the philosopher to the truth. There is probably nothing rightly 
thought or rightly written on this matter of love that is not a piece 
of the person’s experience. I remember an anecdote of a well- 
known French theorist, who was debating a point eagerly in his 
cenacle. It was objected against him that he had never experienced 
love. Whereupon he arose, left the society, and made it a point not 
to return to it until he considered that he had supplied the defect. 
“Now,” he remarked, on entering, “now I am in a position to con¬ 
tinue the discussion.” Perhaps he had not penetrated very deeply 
into the subject after all; but the story indicates right thinking, 
and may serve as an apologue to readers of this essay. 

When at last the scales fall from his eyes, it is not without some¬ 
thing of the nature of dismay that the man finds himself in such 
changed conditions. He has to deal with commanding emotions in¬ 
stead of the easy dislikes and preferences in which he has hitherto 
passed his days; and he recognises capabilities for pain and pleas¬ 
ure of which he had not yet suspected the existence. Falling in love 
is the one illogical adventure, the one thing of which we are 
tempted to think as supernatural, in our trite and reasonable 
world. The effect is out of all proportion with the cause. Two 
persons, neither of them, it may be, very amiable or very beauti¬ 
ful, meet, speak a little, and look a little into each other’s eyes. 
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That has been done a dozen or so of times in the experience of 
either with no great result. But on this occasion all is diilerent. 
They fall at once into that state in which another person becomes 
to US the very gist and centrepoint of God’s creation, and e- 
molishes our labourious theories with a smile; in which our ideas 
are so bound up with the one master-thought that even the trivial 
cares of our own person become so many acts of devotion, and the 
love of life itself is translated into a wish to remain in the same 
world with so precious and desirable a fellow-creature. And all the 
while their acquaintances look on in stupor, and ask each other, 
with almost passionate emphasis, what so-and-so can see in that 
woman, or such-an-one in that man? I am sure, gentlemen, I cannot 
tell you. For my part, I cannot think what the women mean. It 
might be very well, if the Apollo Belvedere should suddenly glow 
all over into life, and step forward from the pedestal with that 
godlike air of his. But of the misbegotten changelings who call 
themselves men, and prate intolerably over dinner-tables, I nevei 
saw one who seemed worthy to inspire love—no, nor read of any, 
except Leonardo da Vinci, and perhaps Goethe in his youth. About 
women I entertain a somewhat different opinion; but there, I have 
the misfortune to be a man. 

There are many matters in which you may waylay Destiny, and 
bid him stand and deliver. Hard work, high thinking, adventurous 
excitement, and a great deal more that forms a part of this or the 
other person's spiritual bill of fare, are within the reach of almost 
any one who can dare a little and be patient. But it is by no means 
in the way of every one to fall in love. You know the difficulty 
Shakespeare was put into when Queen Elizabeth asked him to show 
Falstaff in love. I do not believe that Henry Fielding was ever in 
love. Scott, if it were not for a passage or two in Rob Roy, would 
give me very much the same effect. These are great names and 
(what is more to the purpose) strong, healthy, high-strung, and 
generous natures, of whom the reverse might have been expected. 
As for the innumerable army of anaemic and tailorish persons who 
occupy the face of this planet with so much propriety, it is pal¬ 
pably absurd to imagine them in any such situation as a love-affair. 
A wet rag goes safely by the fire; and if a man. is blind, he cannot 
expect to be much impressed by romantic scenery. Apart from all 
this, many lovable people miss each other in the world, or meet 
under some unfavorable star. There is the nice and critical mo- 
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ment of declaration to be got over. From timidity or lack of op- 
poi tunny a good half of possible love cases never get so far, and at 
cast another quarter do there cease and determine. A very adroit 
person, to be sure, manages to prepare the way and out with his 
declaration in the nick of time. And then there is a fine solid sort 
ol man, who goes on from snub to snub; and if he has to declare 
forty times, will continue imperturbably declaring, amid the 
astonished consideration of men and angels, until he has a favour¬ 
able answer. I dare say, if one were a woman, one would like to 
many a man who was capable of doing this, but not quite one 
who had done so. It is just a little bit abject, and somehow just a 
little bit gross; and marriages in which one of the parties has been 
thus battered into consent scarcely form agreeable subjects for 
meditation. Love should run out to meet love with open arms. 
Indeed, the ideal story is that of two people who go into love 
step for step, with a fluttered consciousness, like a pair of children 
venturing together into a dark room. From the first moment when 
they see each other, with a pang of curiosity, through stage after 
stage of growing pleasure and embarrassment, they can read the 
expression of their own trouble in each other’s eyes. There is here 
no declaration properly so called; the feeling is so plainly shared, 
that as soon as the man knows what it is in his own heart, he is 
sure of what it is in the woman’s. 


This simple accident of falling in love is as beneficial as it is 
astonishing. It arrests the petrifying influence of years, disproves 
cold-blooded and cynical conclusions, and awakens dormant sensi¬ 
bilities. Hitherto the man had found it a good policy to disbelieve 
the existence of any enjoyment which was out of his reach; and 
thus he turned his back upon the strong sunny parts of nature, 
and accustomed himself to look exclusively on what was common 
and dull. He accepted a prose ideal, let himself go blind of many 
sympathies by disuse; and if he were young and witty, or beautiful, 
wilfully forewent these advantages. He joined himself to the fol¬ 
lowing of what, in the old mythology of love, was prettily called 
nonchaloir; and in an odd mixture of feelings, a fling of self-respect, 
a preference for selfish liberty, and a great dash of that fear with 
which honest people regard serious interests, kept himself back 
from the straightforward course of life among certain selected 
activities. And now, all of a sudden, he is unhorsed, like St. Paul, 
from his infidel affectation. His heart, which has been ticking 
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accurate seconds for the last year, gives a bound and begins to beat 
high and irregularly in his breast. It seems as if he had never hea 
or § felt or seen until that moment; and by the report of his memoiy, 
he must have lived his past life between sleep or waking, or with 
the preoccupied attention of a brown study. He is practically in¬ 
commoded by the generosity of his feelings, smiles much when he 
is alone, and develops a habit of looking rather blankly upon the 
moon and stars. But it is not at all within the province of a^ prose 
essayist to give a picture of this hyperbolical frame of mind; and 
the thing has been done already, and that to admiration. In 
Adelaide , in Tennyson’s Maud , and in some of Heine’s songs, you 
get the absolute expression of this midsummer spirit. Romeo and 
Juliet were very much in love; although they tell me some German 
critics are of a different opinion, probably the same who would 
have us think Mercutio a dull fellow. Poor Antony was in love, and 
no mistake. That lay figure Marius, in Les Miserables, is also a 
genuine case in his own way, and worth observation. A good many 
of George Sand’s people are thoroughly in love; and so are a good 
many of George Meredith’s. Altogether, there is plenty to read on 
the subject. If the root of the matter be in him, and if he has the 
requisite chords to set in vibration, a young man may occasionall) 
enter, with the key of art, into that land of Beulah which is upon 
the borders of Heaven and within sight of the City of Love. There 
let him sit awhile to hatch delightful hopes and perilous illusions. 

One thing that accompanies the passion in its first blush is cer¬ 
tainly difficult to explain. It comes (I do not quite see how) thaj 
from having a very supreme sense of pleasure in all parts of life- 
in lying down to sleep, in waking, in motion, in breathing, in 
continuing to be—the lover begins to regard his happiness as 
beneficial for the rest of the world and highly meritorious in him¬ 
self. Our race has never been able contentedly to suppose that the 
noise of its wars, conducted by a few young gentlemen in a coiner 
of an inconsiderable star, does not re-echo among the courts of 
Heaven with quite a formidable effect. In much the same taste, 
when people find a great to-do in their own breasts, they imagine 
it must have some influence in their neighbourhood. The presence 
of the two lovers is so enchanting to each other that it seems as if 
it must be the best thing possible for everybody else. They are half 
inclined to fancy it is because of them and their love that the sky 
is blue and the sun shines. And certainly the weather is usually fine 
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a dukedom or the Holy See, they will scarcely support the dizziest 
el vation m lde without some suspicion of a strut; and the dizziest 
e. evation is to love and be loved in return. Consequently, accepted 
lovers are a trifle condescending in their address to other men An 
over-weemng sense of the passion and importance of life hardly 
conduces to simplicity of manner. To women, they feel very noblv 
very purely, and very generously, as if they were so many Toan-of- 
Arcs, but this does not come out in their behaviour; and they treat 
them to Grandisonian airs marked with a suspicion of fatuitv I 
am not quite certain that women do not like this sort of thing; 
but really, after having bemused myself over Daniel Dcronda, \ 
have given up trying to understand what they like. 

If it did nothing else, this sublime and ridiculous superstition, 
that the pleasure of the pair is somehow blessed to others, and 
everybody is made happier in their happiness, would serve at least 
to keep love generous and great-hearted. Nor is it quite a baseless 
superstition after all. Other lovers are hugely interested. They 
stiike the nicest balance between pity and approval, when they see 
people aping the greatness of their own sentiments. It is an under¬ 
stood thing in the play, that while the young gentlefolk are court¬ 
ing on the terrace, a rough flirtation is being carried on, and a 
light, trivial sort of love is growing up, between the footman and 
the singing chambermaid. As people are generally cast for the lead- 
ing parts in their own imaginations, the reader can apply the 
parallel to real life without much chance of going wrong. In short, 
they are quite sure this other love-affair is not so deep-seated as 
their own, but they like dearly to see it going forward. And love, 
considered as a spectacle, must have attractions for many who are 
not of the confraternity. The sentimental old maid is a common¬ 
place of the novelists; and he must be rather a poor sort of human 
being, to be sure, who can look on at this pretty madness without 
indulgence and sympathy. For nature commends itself to people 
with a most insinuating art; the busiest is now and again arrested 
by a great sunset; and you may be as pacific or as cold-blooded as 
you will, but you cannot help some emotion when you read of / 
well-disputed battles, or meet a pair of lovers in the lane. 
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Certainly, whatever it may be with regard to the world at large, 
this idea of beneficent pleasure is true as between the sweethearts. 
To do Rood and communicate is the lover’s grand intention. It is 
the happiness of the other that makes his own most intense grati¬ 
fication. It is not possible to disentangle the different emotions, t le 
pride, humility, pity and passion, which are excited by a look of 
happy love or an unexpected caress. To make one s self beautifu , 
to dress the hair, to excel in talk, to do anything and all things 
that puff out the character and attributes and make them impos¬ 
ing in the eyes of others, is not only to magnify one’s self, but to 
offer the most delicate homage at the same time. And it is in this 
latter intention that they are done by lovers; for the essence of 
love is kindness; and indeed it may be best defined as passionate 
kindness: kindness, so to speak, run mad and become importunate 
and violent. Vanity in a merely personal sense exists no longer. 
The lover takes a perilous pleasure in privately displaying his weak 
points and having them, one after another, accepted and condoned. 
He wishes to be assured that he is not loved for this or that good 
quality, but for himself, or something as like himself as he can 
contrive to set forward. For, although it may have been a \ery 
difficult thing to paint the marriage of Cana, or write the fourth 
act of Antony and Cleopatra, there is a more difficult piece of art 
before every one in this world who cares to set about explaining 
his own character to others. Words and acts are easily wienched 
from their true significance; and they are all the language we have 
to come and go upon. A pitiful job we make of it, as a rule. For 
better or worse, people mistake our meaning and take our emo¬ 
tions at a wrong valuation. And generally we rest pretty content 
with our failures; we are content to be misapprehended by cackling 
flirts; but when once a man is moonstruck with this affection of 
love, he makes it a point of honour to clear such dubieties away. 
He cannot have the Best of her Sex misled upon a point of this 
importance; and his pride revolts at being loved in a mistake. 

He discovers a great reluctance to return on former periods of 
his life. To all that has not been shared with her, rights and duties, 
bygone fortunes and dispositions, he can look back only by a diffi¬ 
cult and repugnant effort of the will. That he should have wasted 
some years in ignorance of what alone was really important, that 
he may have entertained the thought of other women with any 
show of complacency, is a burthen almost too heavy for his self- 
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pa.t of that very modest kit of sentiments with which he is sup¬ 
posed to have begun the world; but waited to make its appearance 
in better days and among richer natures. And this is equally true 
o love and friendship, and love of country, and delight in what 
they call the beauties of nature, and most other things worth hav¬ 
ing. Love, in particular, will not endure any historical scrutiny to 
all who have fallen across it, it is one of the most incontestable 
facts in the world; but if you begin to ask what it was in other pe- 
1 tods and countries, in Greece for instance, the strangest doubts 
begin to spring up, and everything seems so vague and changing 
that a dream is logical in comparison. Jealousy, at any rate, is one 

of the consequences of love; you may like it or not, at pleasure; but 
there it is. 


It is not exactly jealousy, however, that we feel when we reflect 
on the past of those we love. A bundle of letters found after years 
of happy union creates no sense of insecurity in the present; and 
yet it will pain a man sharply. The two people entertain no vulgar 
doubt of each other: but this pre-existence of both occurs to the 
mind as something indelicate. To be altogether right, they should 
have had twin birth together, at the same moment with the feeling 
that unites them. Then indeed it would be simple and perfect and 
without reserve or afterthought. Then they would understand each 
other with a fulness impossible otherwise. There would be no bar¬ 
rier between them of associations that cannot be imparted. They 
would be led into none of those comparisons that send the blood 
back to the heart. And they would know that there had been no 


time lost, and they had been together as much as was possible. For 
besides terror for the separation that must follow some time or 
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other in the future, men feel anger, and something like remorse, 
when they think of that other separation which endured until they 
met. Some one has written that love makes people believe in im¬ 
mortality, because there seems not to be room enough in lile toi so 
great a tenderness, and it is inconceivable that the most master u 
of our emotions should have no more than the spare moments o a 
few years. Indeed, it seems strange; but if we call to mind ana o- 

gies, we can hardly regard it as impossible. 

“The blind bow-boy,” who smiles upon us from the end ot ter 

races in old Dutch gardens, laughingly hails his bird-bolts among 
a fleeting generation. But for as fast as ever he shoots, the game 
dissolves and disappears into eternity from under his falling ar¬ 
rows; this one is gone ere he is struck; the other has but time to 
make one gesture and give one passionate cry; and they are all the 
things of a moment. When the generation is gone, when the play 
is over, when the thirty years’ panorama has been withdrawn in 
tatters from the stage of the world, we may ask what has become of 
these great, weighty, and undying loves, and the sweethearts who 
despised mortal conditions in a fine credulity; and they can only 
show us a few songs in a bygone taste, a few actions worth remem¬ 
bering, and a few children who have retained some happy stamp 
from the disposition of their parents. 


4. Truth of Intercourse 

Among sayings that have a currency in spite of being wholly 
false upon the face of them for the sake of a half-truth upon an¬ 
other subject which is accidentally combined with the error, one of 
the grossest and broadest conveys the monstrous proposition that 
it is easy to tell the truth and hard to tell a lie. I wish heartily it 
were. But the truth is one; it has first to be discovered, then justly 
and exactly uttered. Even with instruments specially contrived for 
such a purpose—with a foot rule, a level, or a theodolite it is not 
easy to be exact; it is easier, alas! to be inexact. From those who 
mark the divisions on a scale to those who measure the boundaries 
of empires or the distance of the heavenly stars, it is by careful 
method and minute, unwearying attention that men rise even to 
material exactness or to sure knowledge even of external and con¬ 
stant things. But it is easier to draw the outline oi a mountain than 
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the changing appearance of a face; and truth in human relations is 

f this more intangible and dubious order: hard to seize, harder to 
communicate. Veracity to facts in a loose, colloquial sense-not to 
say that I have been m Malabar when as a matter of fact I was 
never out of England, not to say that I have read Cervantes in the 
ongmal when as a matter of fact I know not one syllabic of Span- 
ish—this, indeed, is easy and to the same degree unimportant in 
itself. Lies of this sort, according to circumstances, may or may not 
be important; in a certain sense even they may or may not be false. 
The habitual liar may be a very honest fellow, and live truly with 
his wife and friends; while another man who never told a formal 
falsehood in his life may yet be himself one lie—heart and face, 
fiom top to bottom. This is the kind of lie which poisons intimacy. 
And, vice versa, veracity to sentiment, truth in a relation, truth to 
your own heart and your friends, never to feign or falsify emotion 
—that is the truth which makes love possible and mankind happy. 

L ai t de bien dire is but a drawing-room accomplishment unless 
it be pressed into the service of the truth. The difficulty of litera¬ 
ture is not to write, but to write what you mean; not to affect your 
readei, but to affect him precisely as you wish. This is commonly 
understood in the case of books or set orations; even in making 
your will, or writing an explicit letter, some difficulty is admitted 
by the world. But one thing you can never make Philistine natures 


understand; one thing, which yet lies on the surface, remains as un- 
seizable to their wits as a high flights of metaphysics—namely, that 
the business of life is mainly carried on by means of this difficult 
art of literature, and according to a man’s proficiency in that art 
shall be the freedom and the fulness of his intercourse with other 
men. Anybody, it is supposed, can say what he means; and, in spite 
of their notorious experience to the contrary, people so continue to 
suppose. Now, I simply open the last book I have been reading— 
Mr. Leland’s captivating English Gipsies. “It is said,” I find on p. 
7, “that those who can converse with Irish peasants in their own 
native tongue form far higher opinions of their appreciation of the 
beautiful, and of the elements of humour and pathos in their 
hearts, than do those who know their thoughts only through the 
medium of English. I know from my own observations that this is 
quite the case with the Indians of North America, and it is unques¬ 
tionably so with the gipsy.” In short, where a man has not a full 
possession of the language, the most important, because the most 
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amiable, qualities of his nature have to lie buried and fallow; for 
the pleasure of comradeship, and the intellectual part of love, rest 
upon these very “elements of humour and pathos.” Here is a man 
opulent in both, and for lack of a medium he can put none of it 
out to interest in the market of affection! But what is thus made 
plain to our apprehensions in the case of a foreign language is pai - 
daily true even with the tongue we learned in childhood. Indeed, 
we all speak different dialects; one shall be copious and exact, an¬ 
other loose and meagre; but the speech of the ideal talker shall cor¬ 
respond and fit upon the truth of fact—not clumsily, obscuring 
lineaments, like a mantle, but cleanly adhering, like an athlete’s 
skin. And what is the result? That the one can open himself more 
clearly to his friends, and can enjoy more of what makes life truly 
valuable—intimacy with those he loves. An orator makes a false 
step; he employs some trivial, some absurd, some vulgar phrase; in 
the turn of a sentence he insults, by a side wind, those whom he is 
labouring to charm; in speaking to one sentiment he unconsciously 
ruffles another in parenthesis; and you are not surprised, for you 
know his task to be delicate and filled with perils. “O frivolous 
mind of man, light ignorance!” As if yourself, when you seek to 
explain some misunderstanding or excuse some apparent fault, 
speaking swiftly and addressing a mind still recently incensed, were 
not harnessing for a more perilous adventure; as if yourself re¬ 
quired less tact and eloquence; as if an angry friend or a suspicious 
lover were not more easy to offend than a meeting of indifferent 
politicians! Nay, and the orator treads in a beaten round; the mat¬ 
ters he discusses have been discussed a thousand times before, lan¬ 
guage is ready-shaped to his purpose; he speaks out of a cut-and- 
dry vocabulary. But you—may it not be that your defence reposes 
on some subtlety of feeling, not so much as touched upon in Shake¬ 
speare, to express which, like a pioneer, you must venture forth 
into zones of thought still unsurveyed, and become yourself a lit¬ 
erary innovator? For even in love there are unlovely humours; am¬ 
biguous acts, unpardonable words, may yet have sprung from a 
kind sentiment. If the injured one could read your heart, you may 
be sure that he would understand and pardon; but, alas! the heart 
cannot be shown—it has to be demonstrated in words. Do you 
think it is a hard thing to write poetry? Why, that is to write 
poetry, and of a high, if not the highest, order. 

I should even more admire “the lifelong and heroic literary la- 
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passions and contortions; the voice breaks and changes, and speaks 
>y unconscious and winning inflections; we have fegible counte- 
nces, like an open book; things that cannot be said look elo¬ 
quently through the eyes; and the soul, not locked into the body as 
a dungeon dwells ever on the threshold with appealing signals 
Groans and tears, looks and gestures, a flush or a paleness, are often 
the most clear reporters of the heart, and speak more directly to 
the hearts of others. The message flies by tnese interpreters in the 
least space of time, and the misunderstanding is averted in the mo¬ 
ment of its birth. To explain in words takes time and a just and 
patient hearing; and in the critical epochs of a close relation, pa¬ 
tience and justice are not qualities on which we can rely. But the 
look or the gesture explains things in a breath; they tell their mes¬ 
sage without ambiguity; unlike speech, they cannot stumble, by 
the way, on a reproach or an illusion that should steel your friend 
against the truth; and then they have a higher authority, for they 
aie the direct expression of the heart, not yet transmitted through 
the unfaithful and sophisticating brain. Not long ago I wrote a let¬ 
ter to a friend which came near involving us in quarrel; but we 
met, and in personal talk I repeated the worst of what I had writ¬ 
ten, and added worse to that; and with the commentary of the 
body it seemed not unfriendly either to hear or say. Indeed, letters 
are in vain for the purposes of intimacy; an absence is a dead break 
in the relation; yet two who know each other fully and are bent on 
perpetuity in love, may so preserve the attitude of their affections 
that they may meet on the same terms as they had parted. 

Pitiful is the case of the blind, who cannot read the face; pitiful 


that of the deaf, who cannot follow the changes of the voice. And 
there are others also to be pitied; for there are some of an inert, 
uneloquent nature, who have been denied all the symbols of com¬ 
munication, who have neither a lively play of facial expression, 
nor speaking gestures, nor a responsive voice, nor yet the gift of 
frank, explanatory speech: people truly made of clay, people tied 
for life into a bag which no one can undo. They are poorer than 
the gipsy, for their heart can speak no language under heaven. 
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Such people we must learn slowly by the tenor of their acts or 
through yea and nay communications; or we take them on trus 
the strength of a general air, and now and again, when we see the 
spirit breaking through in a flash, correct or change our estimate. 
But these will be uphill intimacies, without charm or freedom, to 
the end; and freedom is the chief ingredient in confidence. Some 
minds, romantically dull, despise physical endowments. That is a 
doctrine for a misanthrope; to those who like their fellow-creatures 
it must always be meaningless; and, for my part, I can see ew 
things more desirable, after the possession of such radical qualities 
as honour and humour and pathos, than to have a lively and not a 
stolid countenance; to have looks to correspond with every feeling, 
to be elegant and delightful in person, so that we shall please even 
in the intervals of active pleasing, and may never discredit speech 
with uncouth manners or become unconsciously our own bur¬ 
lesques. But of all unfortunates there is one creature (for I will not 
call him man) conspicuous in misfortune. This is he who has for¬ 
feited his birthright of expression, who has cultivated artful into¬ 
nations, who has taught his face tricks, like a pet monkey, a^id on 
every side perverted or cut off his means of communication with 
his fellow-men. The body is a house of many windows: there we 
all sit, showing ourselves and crying on the passers-by to come and 
love us. But this fellow has filled his windows with opaque glass, 
elegantly coloured. His house may be admired for its design, the 
crowd may pause before the stained windows, but meanwhile the 
poor proprietor must lie languishing within, uncomfoited, un¬ 
changeably alone. 

Truth of intercourse is something more difficult than to refrain 


from open lies. It is possible to avoid falsehood and yet not tell the 
truth. It is not enough to answer formal questions. To reach the 
truth by yea and nay communications implies a questioner with a 
share of inspiration, such as is often found in mutual love. Yea and 
nay mean nothing; the meaning must have been related in the 
question. Many words are often necessary to convey a very simple 
statement; for in this sort of exercise we never hit the gold; the 
most that we can hope is by many arrows, more or less far off on 
different sides, to indicate, in the course of time, for what target we 
are aiming, and after an hour’s talk, back and forward, to convey 
the purport of a single principle or a single thought. And yet while 
the curt, pithy speaker misses the point entirely, a wordy, prole- 
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S , US babblcr " ,n oftcn add three new offences in the process 
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made befoie the English language, and seemingly upon a different 

lesign. Suppose we held our converse not in words, but in music; 
those who have a bad ear would find themselves cut off from all 
near commerce, and no better than foreigners in this big world, 
lint we do not consider how many have “a bad ear” for words, nor 
low often the most eloquent find nothing to reply. I hate ques¬ 
tioners and questions; there are so few that can be spoken to with¬ 
out a he. Do you forgive me?” Madam and sweetheart, so far as I 
have gone in life I have never yet been able to discover what for- 
ghcncss means. Is it still the same between us?” Why, how can it 
be? It is eternally different; and yet you are still the friend of my 

heart. “Do you understand me?” God knows; I should think it 
highly improbable. 


T he ci ucllest lies arc often told in silence. A man may have sat 
in a loom for hours and not opened his teeth, and yet come out of 
that room a disloyal friend or a vile calumniator. And how many 
loves have perished because, from pride, or spite, or diffidence, or 
that unmanly shame which withholds a man from daring to betray 
emotion, a lover, at the critical point of the relation, has but hung 
his head and held his tongue? And, again, a lie may be told by a 
truth, or a truth conveyed through a lie. Truth to facts is not al¬ 
ways truth to sentiment; and part of the truth, as often happens in 
answer to a question, may be the foulest calumny. A fact may be 
an exception; but the feeling is the law, and it is that which you 
must neither garble nor belie. The whole tenor of a conversation 
is a part of the meaning of each separate statement; the beginning 
and the end define and travesty the intermediate conversation. You 
never speak to God; you address a fellow-man, full of his own tem¬ 
pers; and to tell truth, rightly understood, is not to state the true 
facts, but to convey a true impression; truth in spirit, not truth to 
letter, is the true veracity. To reconcile averted friends a Jesuitical 
discretion is often needful, not so much to gain a kind hearing as 
to communicate sober truth. Women have an ill name in this con¬ 
nection; yet they live in as true relations; the lie of a good woman 
is the true index of her heart. 

“It takes,” says Thoreau, in the noblest and most useful passage 
I remember to have read in any modern author,* “two to speak 


• A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers, Wednesday, p. 283. 
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uul!l _onc to speak and another to hear.” He must be very little 
expei ienccd, or have no great zeal for truth, who does not recog¬ 
nise the fact. A grain of anger or a grain of suspicion produces 
straiv>e acoustical ellects, and makes the ear greedy to remaik ot- 
fence^ Hence we find those who have once quarrelled carry them¬ 
selves distantly, and are ever ready to break the truce. To speak 
truth there must be moral equality or else no respect; and hence 
between parent and child intercourse is apt to degenerate into a 
verbal fencing bout, and misapprehensions to become ingrained. 
And there is another side to this, for the parent begins with an im¬ 
perfect notion of the child's character, formed in early years or 
during the equinoctial gales of youth; to this he adheres, noting 
onlv the facts which suit with his preconception; and wherever a 
person fancies himself unjustly judged, he at once and finally gives 
up die effort to speak truth. With our chosen friends, on the other 
hand, and still more between lovers (for mutual understanding is 
love’s essence), the truth is easily indicated by the one and aptly 
comprehended by the other. A hint taken, a look understood, con¬ 
veys the gist of long and delicate explanations; and where the life 
is known even yea and nay become luminous. In the closest of all 
relations—that of a love well founded and equally shared—speech 
is hall discarded, like a roundabout, infantile process or a cere¬ 
mony of formal etiquette; and the two communicate directly by 
their presences, and with few looks and fewer words contrive to 
share their good and evil and uphold each other’s hearts in joy. 
For love rests upon a physical basis; it is a familiarity of natuie s 
making and apart from voluntary choice. Understanding has in 
some sort outrun knowledge, for the affection perhaps began with 
the acquaintance; and as it was not made like other relations, so it 
is not, like them, to be perturbed or clouded. Each knows more 
than can be uttered; each lives by faith, and believes by a natural 
compulsion; and between man and wife the language of the body 
is largely developed and grown strangely eloquent. The thought 
that prompted and was conveyed in a caress would only lose to be 
set down in words—ay, although Shakespeare himself should be 
the scribe. 

Yet it is in these dear intimacies, beyond all others, that we must 
strive and do battle for the truth. Let but a doubt arise, and alas! 
all the previous intimacy and confidence is but another charge 
against the person doubted. “What a monstrous dishonesty is this 
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'{ 1 hn ;' e becn so long and so completely.!" Let but that 

°" g ht f ain enlrance - you plead before a deaf tribunal. Ap- 
peal to the past; why, that is your crime! Make all clear, convince 
the icason; alas! speciousness is but a proof against you. •'// you 

cnn abus e mc now> thc more w<e , y w abused m£ > 

the first. ’ 


tor a strong affection such moments are worth supporting and 
t ley will end well; for your advocate is in your lover’s heart! and 
speaks her own language; it is not you but she herself who can de¬ 
fend and clear you of the charge. But in slighter intimacies, and 
foi a less stringent union." Indeed, is it worth while? We are all in- 
compns, only more or less concerned for the mischance; all trying 
wrongly to do right; all fawning at each other’s feet like dumb, 
neglected lap-dogs. Sometimes we catch an eye—this is our oppor¬ 
tunity in the ages—and we wag our tail with a poor smile. f 7s that 
all?” All? If you only knew! But how can they know? They do not 
love us; the more fools we to squander life on the indifferent. 

But the morality of the thing, you will be glad to hear, is excel¬ 


lent; for it is only by trying to understand others that we can get 
our own hearts understood; and in matters of human feeling the 
clement judge is thc most successful pleader. 
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“Sir, we had a good talk.”—J ohnson. 


“As wc must account for every idle word, so 
we must for every idle silence.’—I ranklin. 



1 

T here can be no fairer ambition than to excel in talk; to 
be affable, gay, ready, clear, and welcome; to have a fact, a 
thought, or an illustration, pat to every subject; and not only to 
cheer the flight of time among our intimates, but bear our part in 
that great international congress, always sitting, where public 
wrongs are first declared, public errors first corrected, and the 
course of public opinion shaped, day by day, a little nearer to the 
right. No measure comes before Parliament but it has been long 
ago prepared by the grand jury of the talkers; no book is written 
that has not been largely composed by their assistance. Literature 
in many of its branches is no other than the shadow of good talk; 
but the imitation falls far short of the original in life, freedom, and 
effect. There are always two to a talk, giving and taking, compar¬ 
ing experience, and according conclusions. Talk is fluid, tentative, 
continually “in further search and progress”; while written words 
remain fixed, become idols even to the writer, found wooden dog¬ 
matisms, and preserve flies of obvious error in the amber of the 
truth. Last and chief, while literature, gagged with linsey-woolsey, 
can only deal with a fraction of the life of man, talk goes fancy 
free and may call a spade a spade. Talk has none of the freezing 
immunities of the pulpit. It cannot, even if it would, become 
merely aesthetic or merely classical like literature. A jest intervenes, 
the solemn humbug is dissolved in laughter, and speech runs forth 

841 
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Out of the contemporary groove into the open fields of nature 
cheery and cheering, like schoolboys out of school. And it is in talk 
alone that eve can learn our period and ourselves. In short, the first 
duty of a man is to speak; that is his chief business in this world; 
and talk, which is the harmonious speech of two or more, is hy tar 
the most accessible of pleasures. It costs nothing in money; it is all 
profit; it completes our education, founds and fosters our friend¬ 
ships, and can be enjoyed at any age and in almost any state of 
health. 


1 he spice of life is battle; the friendliest relations are still a kind 
of contest; and if we would not forego all that is valuable in our 
lot, 'ue must continually face some other person, eye to eye, and 
wrestle a fall whether in love or enmity. It is still by force of body, 
or power of character or intellect, that we attain to worthy pleas¬ 
ures. Men and women contend for each other in the lists of love, 
like rival mesmerists; the active and adroit decide their challenges 
in the sports of the body; and the sedentary sit down to chess or 
conversation. All sluggish and pacific pleasures are, to the same de¬ 
gree, solitary and selfish; and every durable bond between human 
beings is founded in or heightened by some element of competi¬ 
tion. Now, the relation that has the least root in matter is undoubt¬ 
edly that airy one of friendship; and hence, I suppose, it is that 
good talk most commonly arises among friends. Talk is, indeed, 
both the scene and instrument of friendship. It is in talk alone that 
the friends can measure strength, and enjoy that amicable counter¬ 
assertion of personality which is the gauge of relations and the 
sport of life. 

A good talk is not to be had for the asking. Humours must first 
be accorded in a kind of overture or prologue; hour, company, and 
circumstance be suited; and then, at a fit juncture, the subject, the 
quarry of two heated minds, spring up like a deer out of the wood. 
Not that the talker has any of the hunter’s pride, though he has all 
and more than all his ardour. The genuine artist follows the 
stream of conversation as an angler follows the windings of a 
brook, not dallying where he fails to “kill.” He trusts implicitly to 
hazard; and he is rewarded by continual variety, continual pleas¬ 
ure, and those changing prospects of the truth that are the best of 
education. There is nothing in a subject, so called, that we should 
regard it as an idol, or follow it beyond the promptings of desire. 
Indeed, there are few subjects; and so far as they are truly talkable. 
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more than the half of them may be reduced to three: that I am I, 
that you are you, and that there are other people dimly undei- 
stood to be not quite the same as either. Wherever talk may range, 
it still runs half the time on these eternal lines. The theme being 
set, each plays on himself as on an instrument; asserts and justifies 
himself; ransacks his brain for instances and opinions, and brings 
them forth new-minted, to his own surprise and the admiration o 
his adversary. All natural talk is a festival of ostentation; and by 
the laws of the game each accepts and fans the vanity of the other. 
It is from that reason that we venture to lay ourselves so open, that 
we dare to be so warmly eloquent, and that we swell in each other s 
eyes to such a vast proportion. For talkers, once launched, begin to 
overflow the limits of their ordinary selves, tower up to the height 
of their secret pretensions, and give themselves out for the heroes, 
brave, pious, musical, and wise, that in their most shining moments 
they aspire to be. So they weave for themselves with words and for 
awhile inhabit a palace of delights, temple at once and theatre, 
where they fill the round of the world’s dignities, and feast with 
the gods, exulting in Kudos. And when the talk is over, each goes 
his way, still flushed with vanity and admiration, still trailing 
clouds of glory; each declines from the height of his ideal orgie, 
not in a moment, but by slow declension. I remember, in the enti-’- 
acte of an afternoon performance, coming forth into the sunshine, 
in a beautiful green, gardened corner of a romantic city; and as I 
sat and smoked, the music moving in my blood, I seemed to sit 
there and evaporate The Flying Dutchman (for it was that I had 
been hearing) with a wonderful sense of life, warmth, well-being, 
and pride; and the noises of the city, voices, bells, and marching 
feet fell together in my ears like a symphonious orchestia. In the 
same way, the excitement of a good talk lives for a long while after 
in the blood, the heart still hot within you, the brain still simmer¬ 
ing, and the physical earth swimming around you with the colours 


of the sunset. 

Natural talk, like ploughing, should turn up a large surface of 
life, rather than dig mines into geological strata. Masses of expe¬ 
rience, anecdote, incident, cross-lights, quotation, historical in¬ 
stances, the whole flotsam and jetsam of two minds forced in and 
in upon the matter in hand from every point of the compass, and 
from every degree of mental elevation and abasement—these are 
the material with which talk is fortified, the food on which the 
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ItiliZ h hri r S H UCh argument as is P r °P er 10 the exercise should 

still be brief and seizing. Talk should proceed by instances; by the 
apposite, not the expository. It should keep close along the lines of 
luinanity, near the bosoms and businesses of men, at the level 
W icre history, fiction, and experience intersect and illuminate each 
otiei I am I, and You are You, with all my heart; but conceive 
low these lean propositions change and brighten when, instead of 
words, the actual you and I sit cheek by jowl, the spirit housed in 
the live body, and the very clothes uttering voices to corroborate 
the story in the face. Not less surprising is the change when we 
leave off to speak of generalities—the bad, the good, the miser, and 
all the characters of Theophrastus—and call up other men, by an¬ 
ecdote or instance, in their very trick and feature; or trading on a 
common knowledge, toss each other famous names, still glowing 
■\\ith the hues of life. Communication is no longer by words, but by 
the instancing of whole biographies, epics, systems of philosophy, 
and epochs of history, in bulk. That which is understood excels 
that which is spoken in quantity and quality alike; ideas thus fig¬ 
ured and personified, change hands, as we may say, like coin; and 
the speakers imply without effort the most obscure and intricate 
thoughts. Strangers who have a large common ground of reading 
will, for this reason, come the sooner to the grapple of genuine 
converse. If they know Othello and Napoleon, Consuelo and Cla¬ 
rissa Harlowe, Vautrin and Steenie Steenson, they can leave gener¬ 
alities and begin at once to speak by figures. 

Conduct and art are the two subjects that arise most frequently 
and that embrace the widest range of facts. A few pleasures bear 
discussion for their own sake, but only those w’hich are most social 
or most radically human; and even these can only be discussed 
among their devotees. A technicality is always welcome to the ex¬ 
pert, whether in athletics, art, or law; I have heard the best kind 
of talk on technicalities from such rare and happy persons as both 
know and love their business. No human being ever spoke of scen¬ 
ery for above two minutes at a time, which makes me suspect we 
hear too much of it in literature. The weather is regarded as the 


very nadir and scoff of conversational topics. And yet the weather, 
the dramatic element in scenery, is far more tractable in language, 
and far more human both in import and suggestion than the stable 
features of the landscape. Sailors and shepherds, and the people 
generally of coast and mountain, talk well of it; and it is often ex- 
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citinely presented in literature. But the tendency of all living ta k 
draws it back and back into the common focus of humanity. Talk 
is a creature of the street and market-place, feeding on gossip, and 
its last resort is still in a discussion on morals. That is the hero, 
form of gossip; heroic in virtue of its high pretensions, but still 
gossip, because it turns on personalities. You can keep no men 
fong P nor Scotchmen at all, off moral or theological discussion. 
These are to all the world what law is to lawyers; they are every- 
hody's technicalities; the medium through which all consider life, 
and the dialect in which they express their judgments. I knew 
three young men who walked together daily for some two months 
in a solemn and beautiful forest and in cloudless summer weather, 
daily they talked with unabated zest, and yet scarce wandered that 
whole time beyond two subjects—theology and love. And perhaps 
neither a court of love nor an assembly of divines would have 
granted their premises or welcomed their conclusions. 

Conclusions, indeed, are not often reached by talk any more than 
by private thinking. That is not the profit. The profit is in the ex¬ 
ercise, and above all in the experience; for when we reason at large 
on any subject, we review our state and history in life. From time 
to time, however, and specially, I think, in talking art, talk be¬ 
comes effective, conquering like war, widening the boundaries of 
knowledge like an exploration. A point arises; the question takes 
a problematical, a baffling, yet a likely air; the talkers begin to feel 
lively presentiments of some conclusion near at hand; towards this 
they strive with emulous ardour, each by his own path, and strug¬ 
gling for first utterance; and then one leaps upon the summit of 
that matter with a shout, and almost at the same moment the other 


is beside him; and behold they are agreed. Like enough, the prog¬ 
ress is illusory, a mere cat’s cradle having been wound and un¬ 
wound out of words. But the sense of joint discovery is none the 
less giddy and inspiriting. And in the life of the talker such tri¬ 
umphs, though imaginary, are neither few nor far apart; they are 
attained with speed and pleasure, in the hour of mirth; and by the 
nature of the process, they are always worthily shared. 

There is a certain attitude, combative at once and deferential. 


eager to fight yet most averse to quarrel, which marks out at once 
the talkable man. It is not eloquence, not fairness, not obstinacy, 
but a certain proportion of all of these that I love to encounter in 
my amicable adversaries. They must not be pontiffs holding doc- 
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Ih^beT h Tr n qUeSdng aftCr e ' ements o£ *™th. Neither must 

•ranS H lnstructed - but fellow-teachers with whom I may 
wrangle and agree on equal terms. We must reach some solution 

o ture Bu7 ° £ , C ° nSent . : £or that, eager talk becomes a 

torture. But we do not wish to reach it cheaply, or quickly, or with- 

out the tussle and effort wherein pleasure lies. 

T he very best talker, with me, is one whom I shall call Spring- 
cel d Jack. I say so, because I never knew any one who mingled 
so largely the possible ingredients of converse. In the Spanish prov¬ 
erb, the fourth man necessary to compound a salad, is a madman 
to mix it: Jack is that madman. I know not which is more remark¬ 
able; the insane lucidity of his conclusions, the humourous elo¬ 
quence of his language, or his power of method, bringing the 
whole of life into the focus of the subject treated, mixing the con- 
\eisational salad like a drunken god. He doubles like the serpent, 
changes and flashes like the shaken kaleidoscope, transmigrates 
bodily into the views of others, and so, in the twinkling of an eye 
and with a heady rapture, turns questions inside out and flings 
them empty before you on the ground, like a triumphant con¬ 
juror. It is my common practice when a piece of conduct puzzles 
me, to attack it in the presence of Jack with such grossness, such 
partiality, and such wearing iteration, as at length shall spur him 
up in its defence. In a moment he transmigrates, dons the required 
character, and with moonstruck philosophy justifies the act in ques¬ 
tion. I can fancy nothing to compare with the vim of these imper¬ 
sonations, the strange scale of language, flying from Shakespeare to 
Kant, and from Kant to Major Dyngwell— 


n 


As fast as a musician scatters sounds 
Out of an instrument—” 


the sudden, sweeping generalisations, the absurd irrelevant par¬ 
ticularities, the wit, wisdom, folly, humour, eloquence, and bathos, 
each startling in its kind, and yet all luminous in the admired dis¬ 
order of their combination. A talker of a different calibre, though 
belonging to the same school, is Burly. Burly is a man of a great 
presence; he commands a larger atmosphere, gives the impression 
of a grosser mass of character than most men. It has been said of 
him that his presence could be felt in a room you entered blind¬ 
fold; and the same, I think, has been said of other powerful con¬ 
stitutions condemned to much physical inaction. There is some- 
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thine boisterous and piratic in Burly’s manner of talk which suits 
well enough with this impression. He will roar you down, he wil 
bury his face in his hands, he will undergo passions of revolt an 
aoony; and meanwhile his attitude of mind is really both conciha- 
tory and receptive; and after Pistol has been out-Pistol d and the 
welkin rung for hours, you begin to perceive a certain subsidence 
in these spring torrents, points of agreement issue, and you en 
arm-in-arm, and in a glow of mutual admiration. The outcry only 
serves to make your final union the more unexpected and precious. 
Throughout there has been perfect sincerity, perfect intelligence, a 
desire to hear although not always to listen, and an unaffected ea¬ 
gerness to meet concessions. You have, with Burly, none of the dan¬ 
gers that attend debate with Spring-Heel’d Jack; who may at any 
moment turn his powers of transmigration on yourself, create for 
you a view you never held, and then furiously fall on you for hold- ^ 
ino it. These, at least, are my two favourites, and both are loud, 
copious, intolerant talkers. This argues that I myself am in the 
same category; for if we love talking at all, we love a bright, fierce 
adversary, who will hold his ground, foot by foot, in much our own 
manner, sell his attention dearly, and give us our full measure of 
the dust and exertion of battle. Both these men can be beat from a 
position, but it takes six hours to do it; a high and hard adventure, 
worth attempting. With both you can pass days in an enchanted 
country of the mind, with people, scenery, and manners of its own; 
live a life apart, more arduous, active, and glowing than any real 
existence; and come forth again when the talk is over, as out of a 
theatre or a dream, to find the east wind still blowing and the 
chimney-pots of the old battered city still around you. Jack has the 
far finer mind, Burly the far more honest; Jack gives us the ani¬ 
mated poetry. Burly the romantic prose, of similar themes; the one 
glances high like a meteor and makes a light in darkness; the other, 
with many changing hues of fire, burns at the sea-level, like a con¬ 
flagration; but both have the same humour and artistic interests, 
the same unquenched ardour in pursuit, the same gusts of talk and 
thunderclaps of contradiction. 

Cockshot * is a different article, but vastly entertaining, and has 
been meat and drink to me for many a long evening. His manner 
is dry, brisk, and pertinacious, and the choice of words not much. 
The point about him is his extraordinary readiness and spirit. You 

* The late Fleeming Jenkin. 
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ma n de r of wm h"° thinS ^ ^ has eUhCr 3 theor y about * ready- 

" ,U ba , VC one “rstantly on die stocks, and proceed to lay 

rnbets and launcli a in your presence. "Let me see,” he win 
s. ). Give me a moment. I should have some theory for that ” A 
blithet spectacle than the vigour with which he sets about the task 
U wet e hard to fancy. He is possessed by a demoniac energy weld¬ 
ing the elements for his life, and bending ideas, as an athlete bends 
a hotseshoe, with a vistble and lively effort. He has, in theorising 
a cotnpass, an art; what I would call the synthetic gusto; something 
of a Hei bert Spencer, who should see the fun of the thing. You are 
not bound, and no more is he, to place your faith in these brand- 
new opinions. But some of them are right enough, durable even 
for life; and the poorest serve for a cock-shy—as when idle people, 
after picnics, float a bottle on a pond and have an hour’s diversion 
ere it sinks. Whichever they are, serious opinions or humours of 
the moment, he still defends his ventures with indefatigable wit 
and spirit, hitting savagely himself, but taking punishment like a 
man. He knows and never forgets that people talk, first of all, for 
the sake of talking; conducts himself in the ring, to use the old 
slang, like a thorough “glutton,” and honestly enjoys a telling facer 
from his adversary. Cockshot is bottled effervescency, the sworn foe 
of sleep. Three-in-the-morning Cockshot, says a victim. His talk is 
like the driest of all imaginable dry champagnes. Sleight of hand 
and inimitable quickness are the qualities by which he lives. Athel- 
red, on the other hand, presents you with the spectacle of a sincere 


and somewhat slow nature thinking aloud. He is the most unready 
man I ever knew to shine in conversation. You may see him some¬ 
times WTestle with a refractory jest for a minute or two together, 
and perhaps fail to throw it in the end* And there is something sin¬ 
gularly engaging, often instructive, in the simplicity with which he 
thus exposes the process as well as the result, the works as well as 
the dial of the clock. Withal he has his hours of inspiration. Apt 
words come to him as if by accident, and, coming from deeper 
down, they smack the more personally, they have the more of fine 
old crusted humanity, rich in sediment and humour. There are 
sayings of his in which he has stamped himself into the very grain 
of the language; you would think he must have worn the words 
next his skin and slept with them. Yet it is not as a sayer of par¬ 
ticular good things that Athelred is most to be regarded, rather as 
the stalwart woodman of thought. I have pulled on a light cord 
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often enough, while he has been wielding the broad-axe; an e- 
««„».. L 0.U unequal division, a .pedon, 1.1 h 

fallen. I have known him to battle the same question m D ht attc 
night for years, keeping it in the reign of talk, constant y ap P >. ing 
it and re-applying it to life with humourous or grave intention, 
and all the while, never hurrying, nor flagging, nor taking an un¬ 
fair advantage of the facts. Jack at a given moment, when arising 
as it were, from the tripod, can be more radiant y just to those 
from whom he differs; but then the tenor of his thoughts is eve 
calumnious; while Athelred, slower to forge excuses, is yet slower 
to condemn, and sits over the welter of the world, vacillatin 0 b 
Still judicial, and still faithfully contending with his doubts. 

Both the last talkers deal much in points of conduct and reli¬ 
gion studied in the “dry light" of prose. Indirectly and as if against 
his will the same elements from time to time appear in-the trou. 
bled and poetic talk of Opalstein. His various and exotic know! 
edge, complete although unready sympathies, and fine, full, dis 
criminative flow of language, fit him out to be the best of talkers; 
so perhaps he is with some, not quite with me—proxime accessit, 

I should say. He sings the praises of the earth and the arts, flowers 
and jewels, wine and music, in a moonlight, serenading manner, 
as to the light guitar; even wisdom comes from his tongue like 
singing; no one is, indeed, more tuneful in the upper notes. But 
even while he sings the song of the Sirens, he still hearkens to the 
barking of the Sphinx. Jarring Byronic notes interrupt the flow of 
his Horatian humours. His mirth has something of the tragedy of 
the world for its perpetual background; and he feasts like Don 
Giovanni to a double orchestra, one lightly sounding for the 
dance, one pealing Beethoven in the distance. He is not truly rec¬ 
onciled either with life or with himself; and this instant war in his 
members sometimes divides the man’s attention. He does not al¬ 
ways, perhaps not often, frankly surrender himself in conversation. 
He brings into the talk other thoughts than those which he ex¬ 
presses; you are conscious that he keeps an eye on something else, 
that he does not shake off the world, nor quite forget himself. 
Hence arise occasional disappointments; even an occasional un¬ 
fairness for his companions, who find themselves one day giving 
too much, and the next, when they are wary out of season, giving 
perhaps too little. Purcel is in another class from any I have men¬ 
tioned. He is no debater, but appears in conversation, as occasion 
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11SCS, in two distinct characters, one of which I admire a c 

•"»! .ta =.h«r ,„, c . , he 

°r h ' Sh • ‘” r " y '"““P- and t,om > h *‘ vamage-giound 

I }0U IS remarks like favours. He seems not to share in our 

: he wea « "« ^ of interest; when on a sud- 

there falls in a crystal of wit, so polished that the dull do not 

petceive it, but so right that the sensitive are silenced. True talk 

should have more body and blood, should be louder, vainer and 

more declaratory of the man; the true talker should not hold so 

.stead) an advantage over whom he speaks with; and that is one 

reason out of a score why I prefer my Purcel is his second char- 

mT:, r h f r b r ds into a strain ° f ^ acefui g°^p. sin g in g 

like the fireside kettle. In these moods he has an elegant homeli¬ 
ness that rings of the true Queen Anne. I know another person 
who attains, in his moments, to the insolence of a Restoration com¬ 
edy, speaking, I declare, as Congreve wrote; but that is a sport of 

nature, and scarce falls under the rubric, for there is none, alas! 
to give him answer. 


One last remark occurs: It is the mark of genuine conversation 
Lhat the sayings can scarce be quoted with their full effect beyond 
the circle of common friends. To have their proper weight they 
should appear in a biography, and with the portrait of the speaker. 
Good talk is dramatic; it is like an impromptu piece of acting 
•where each should represent himself to the greatest advantage; and 
that is the best kind of talk where each speaker is most fully and 
candidly himself, and where, if you were to shift the speeches 
round from one to another, there would be the greatest loss in sig¬ 
nificance and perspicuity. It is for this reason that talk depends so 
wholly on our company. We should like to introduce Falstaff and 
Mercutio, or Falstaff and Sir Toby; but Falstaff in talk with Cor¬ 
delia seems even painful. Most of us, by the Protean quality of 
man, can talk to some degree with all; but the true talk, that 
strikes out all the slumbering best of us, comes only with the pe¬ 
culiar brethren of our spirits, is founded as deep as love in the con¬ 
stitution of our being, and is a thing to relish with all our energy, 
while yet we have it, and to be grateful for for ever. 


2 . 

In the last paper there was perhaps too much about mere debate,' 
and there was nothing said at all about that kind of talk which is 
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merely luminous and restful, a higher power of silence, q«> 
of the^evening shared by ruminating friends. There is something, 
Jide from personal preference, to be alleged in support of th 
omission. Those who are no chimney-cornerers, who rejoice i 

social thunderstorm, have a ground in reason £or 1 ch ° l | 
They get little rest indeed; but restfulness is a quality for catt , 
the virtues are all active, life is alert, and it is in repose that men 
prepare themselves for evil. On the other hand they are bruised 
fnto a knowledge of themselves and others; they have in a high de¬ 
gree the fencer's pleasure in dexterity displayed and proved, what 
they get they get upon life's terms, paying for it as they go; and 
once die talk is launched, they are assured of honest dealing fron 
an adversary eager like themselves. The aboriginal man within us, 
the cave-dweller, still lusty as when he fought tooth and nail for 
roots and berries, scents this kind of equal battle from afar; it is 
like his old primaeval days upon the crags, a return to the sincerity 
of savage life from the comfortable fictions of the civilised And 
it be delightful to the Old Man, it is none the less profitable to his 
younger brother, the conscientious gentleman. I feel never quite 
sure of your urbane and smiling coteries; I fear they indulge a 
man's vanities in silence, suffer him to encroach, encourage him on 
to be an ass, and send him forth again, not merely contemned for 
the moment, but radically more contemptible than when he en- 
tered. But if I have a flushed, blustering fellow for my opposite, 
bent on carrying a point, my vanity is sure to have its ears rubbed, 
once at least, in the course of the debate. He will not spare me 
when we differ; he will not fear to demonstrate my folly to my face. 

For many natures there is not much charm in the still, cham¬ 
bered society, the circle of bland countenances, the digestive si¬ 
lence, the admired remark, the flutter of affectionate approval. 
They demand more atmosphere and exercise; “a gale upon their 
spirits,” as our pious ancestors would phrase it; to have their wits 
well breathed in an uproarious Valhalla. And I suspect that the 
choice, given their character and faults, is one to be defended. The 
purely wise are silenced by facts; they talk in a clear atmosphere, 
problems lying around them like a view in nature; if they can be 
shown to be somewhat in the wrong, they digest the reproof like a 
thrashing, and make better intellectual blood. They stand cor¬ 
rected by a whisper; a word or a glance reminds them of the great 
eternal law. But it is not so with all. Others in conversation seek 
rather contact with their fellow-men than increase of knowledge or 
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C arity of thought. The drama, not the philosophy, of life is the 
phere of them rntellectual activity. Even when they pursue truth 
they desire as much as possible of what we may call human scenery 

b] ° 0 l ‘ C r ° 3d they follow - Th ey dwell in the heart of life; the 

lilhrs ,i° Un l ln u hCir CarS ’ tllCir CyCS layin S hold of what de- 
ghts them with a brutal avidity that makes them blind to all be- 

sides, their interest riveted on people, living, loving, talking, tan- 
gi Ie people. To a man of this description, the sphere of argument 
seems very pale and ghostly. By a strong expression, a perturbed 
countenance, floods of tears, an insult which his conscience obliges 
him to swallow, he is brought round to knowledge which no syllo¬ 
gism would have conveyed to him. His own experience is so vivid, 
he is so superlatively conscious of himself, that if, day after day he 
is allowed to hector and hear nothing but approving echoes, he will 
lose his hold on the soberness of things and take himself in earnest 
for a god. Talk might be to such an one the very -way of moral 

rum; the school where he might learn to be at once intolerable 
and ridiculous. 

This character is perhaps commoner than philosophers suppose. 
And for persons of that stamp to learn much by conversation, they 
must speak with their superiors, not in intellect, for that is a su¬ 
periority that must be proved, but in station. If they cannot find a 
friend to bully them for their good, they must find either an old 


man, a woman, or some one so far below them in the artificial or¬ 
der of society, that courtesy may be particularly exercised. 

The best teachers are the aged. To the old our mouths are al¬ 
ways partly closed; we must swallow our obvious retorts and listen. 
They sit above our heads, on life's raised dais, and appeal at once 
to our respect and pity. A flavour of the old school, a touch of 
something different in their manner—which is freer and rounder, 
if they come of what is called a good family, and often more timid 
and precise if they are of the middle class—serves, in these days, to 
accentuate the difference of age and add a distinction to grey hairs. 
But their superiority is founded more deeply than by outward 
marks or gestures. They are before us in the march of man; they 
have more or less solved the irking problem; they have battled 
through the equinox of life; in good and evil they have held their 
course; and now, without open shame, they near the crown and 
harbour. It may be we have been struck with one of fortune's darts; 
we can scarce be civil, so cruelly is our spirit tossed. Yet long be- 
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fore we were so much as thought upon, the like calamity befell the 
old man or woman that now, with pleasant humour, rallies u 
upon our inattention, sitting composed in the holy evening 
nfan’s life in the clear shining after rain. We grow ashamed of out 
distresses, new and hot and coarse, like villainous roadside| brandy 
we see life in aerial perspective, under the heavens of faith, an 
out of the worst, in the mere presence of contented elders look 

forward and take patience. Fear shrinks before them like a thi g 
reproved,” not the flitting and ineffectual fear of death, but the in¬ 
stant, dwelling terror of the responsibilities and revenges of li e. 
Their speech, indeed, is timid; they report lions in the path, they 
counsel a meticulous footing; but their serene, marred faces are 
more eloquent and tell another story. Where they have gone, we 
will go also, not very greatly fearing; what they have endured un¬ 
broken, we also, God helping us, will make a shift to bear 

Not only is the presence of the aged in itself remedial, but their 
minds are stored with antidotes, wisdom’s simples, plain considera¬ 
tions overlooked by youth. They have matter to communicate, be 
they never so stupid. Their talk is not merely literature, it is great 
literature; classic in virtue of the speaker's detachment, studded, 
like a book of travel, with things we should not otherwise have 
learnt. In virtue, I have said, of the speaker's detachment—and 
this is why, of two old men, the one who is not your father speaks 
to you with the more sensible authority; for in the paternal rela¬ 
tion the oldest have lively interests and remain still young. Thus I 
have known two young men great friends; each swore by the oth¬ 
er’s father; the father of each swore by the other lad; and yet each 
pair of parent and child were perpetually by the ears. This is typi¬ 
cal: it reads like the germ of some kindly comedy. 

The old appear in conversation in two characters: the critically 

silent and the garrulous anecdotic. The last is perhaps what we 
look for; it is perhaps the more instructive. An old gentleman, well 
on in years, sits handsomely and naturally in the bow-window of 
his age, scanning experience with reverted eye; and chirping and 
smiling, communicates the accidents and reads the lesson of his 
long career. Opinions are strengthened, indeed, but they are also 
weeded out in the course of years. What remains steadily present 
to the eye of the retired veteran in his hermitage, what still min¬ 
isters to his content, what still quickens his old honest heart these 
are “the real long-lived things” that Whitman tells us to prefer. 
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■m jT ITh ag r S " ith agE ' n0t where the >’ dif fer, wisdom lies- 
a. t .s when the young disciple finds his heart to beat in tune 

' h hlS S rc )’- bcai ded teacher's that a lesson may be learned I have 
known one old gentleman, whom I may name/for he is now gath 

thor of an ,lOCk 7 R ° b r rt Sheriff ° £ Dunbarl °"> and au- 

or of an excellent law-book still re-edited and republished 

\\ tether he was originally big or little is more than I can guess' 
" hen I knew htm he was all fallen away and fallen in; crooked 
and shrunken; buckled into a stiff waistcoat for support; troubled 
by ailments, wh.ch kept him hobbling in and out of the room: one- 
foot gouty; a wig for decency, not for deception, on his head- close 
shaved, except under his clnn-and for that he never failed to 
apologise, for it went sore against the traditions of his life. You can 
imagine how he would fare in a novel by Miss Mather; yet this rag 
of a Chelsea veteran lived to his last year in the plenitude of all 
that is best in man, brimming with human kindness, and stauncli 
as a Roman soldier under his manifold infirmities. You could not 
say that he had lost his memory, for he would repeat Shakespeare 
and Webster and Jeremy Taylor and Burke by the page together; 
but the parchment was filled up, there was no room for fresh in¬ 
scriptions, and he was capable of repeating the same anecdote on 
many successive visits. His voice survived in its full power, and he 
took a pi ide in using it. On his last voyage as Commissioner of 
Lighthouses, he hailed a ship at sea and made himself clearly au¬ 
dible without a speaking-trumpet, ruffling the while with a proper 
vanity in his achievement. He had a habit of eking out his words 
with interrogative hems, which was puzzling and a little weari¬ 
some, suited ill with his appearance, and seemed a survival from 
some former stage of bodily portliness. Of yore, when he was a 
great pedestrian and no enemy to good claret, he may have pointed 
with these minute guns his allocutions to the bench. His humour 
was perfectly equable, set beyond the reach of fate; gout, rheuma¬ 
tism, stone, and gravel might have combined their forces against 
that frail tabernacle, but when I came round on Sunday evening, 
he would lay aside Jeremy Taylor’s Life of Christ and greet me 
with the same open brow, the same kind formality of manner. His 
opinions and sympathies dated the man almost to a decade. He 
had begun life, under his mother’s influence, as an admirer of 
Junius, but on maturer knowledge had transferred his admiration 
to Burke. He cautioned me, with entire gravity, to be punctilious 
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in writing English; never to forget that I was a Scotchman, that 

English was a foreign tongue, and that if I altempte 1 lc c 
quial, I Should certainly be shamed; the remark was apposite, 
suppose, in the days of David Hume. Scott was too new for him. 
he had known the author—known him, too, for a Tory; and to tie 
genuine classic a contemporary is always something of a trouble 
He had the old, serious love of the play; had even, as he was proud 
to tell, played a certain part in the history of Shakespearian re¬ 
vivals/for he had successfully pressed on Murray, of the old Edin¬ 
burgh Theatre, the idea of producing'Shakespeare’s fairy pieces 
with great scenic display. A moderate in religion, he was much 
struck in the last years of his life by a conversation with two young 
lads, revivalists. “H’m,” he would say—“new to me. I have had 
h’m—no such experience.” It struck him, not with pain, rather 
with a solemn philosophic interest, that he, a Christian as he 
hoped, and a Christian of so old a standing, should hear these 
young fellows talking of his own subject, his own weapons that he 
had fought the battle of life with—“and—h’m—not understand. 

In this wise and graceful attitude he did justice to himself and 
others, reposed unshaken in his old beliefs, and recognised their 
limits without anger or alarm. His last recorded remark, on the 
last night of his life, was after he had been arguing against Cal¬ 
vinism with his minister and was interrupted by an intolerable 
pang. “After all,” he said, “of all the ’isms, I know none so bad as 
rheumatism.” My own last sight of him was some time before, 
when we dined together at an inn; he had been on circuit, for he 
stuck to his duties like a chief part of his existence; and I remem¬ 
ber it as the only occasion on which he ever soiled his lips with 
slang—a thing he loathed. We were both Roberts; and as we took 
our places at table, he addressed me with a twinkle: “We are just 
what you would call two bob.” He offered me port, I remember, 
as the proper milk of youth; spoke of “twenty-shilling notes”; and 
throughout the meal was full of old-world pleasantry and quaint- 
ness, like an ancient boy on a holiday. But what I recall chiefly was 
his confession that he had never read Othello to an end. Shake¬ 


speare was his continual study. He loved nothing better than to 
display his knowledge and memory by adducing parallel passages 
from Shakespeare, passages where the same word was employed, or 
the same idea differently treated. But Othello had beaten him. 
“That noble gentleman and that noble lady—h’m—too painful 
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for me” The same night the hoardings were covered with posters 
Burlesque of Othello," and the contrast blazed up in my mind 

nan’s soul IT- Unf ° rgC " able look « gave me into that kind 
mans sot 1 H.s acqua.ntance was indeed a liberal and pious edu¬ 
cation All the humanities were taught in that bare dining-room 
beside his gouty footstool. He was a piece of good advice; he was 
himself the instance that pointed and adorned his various talk 
.Nor could a young man have found elsewhere a place so set apart 
lorn envy, fear, discontent, or any of the passions that debase; a 
Me so honest and composed; a soul like an ancient violin, so sub¬ 
dued to harmony, responding to a touch in music—as in that din¬ 
ing-room, with Mr. Hunter chatting at the eleventh hour, under 
the shadow of eternity, fearless and gentle. 

I he second class of old people arc not anecdotic; they are rather 
hearers than talkers, listening to the young with an amused and 
critical attention. To have this sort of intercourse to perfection. I 
think we must go to old ladies. Women are better hearers than 
men, to begin with; they learn, I fear in anguish, to bear with the 
tedious and infantile vanity of the other sex; and we will take more 
from a woman than even from the oldest man in the way of biting 
comment. Biting comment is the chief part, whether for profit or 
amusement, in this business. The old lady that I have in my eye is 
a very caustic speaker, her tongue, after years of practice, in abso¬ 
lute command, whether for silence or attack. If she chance to dis¬ 
like you, you will be tempted to curse the malignity of age. But if 
you chance to please even slightly, you will be listened to with a 
particular laughing grace of sympathy, and from time to time chas¬ 
tised, as if in play, with a parasol as heavy as a pole-axe. It requires 


a singular art, as well as the vantage-ground of age, to deal these 
stunning corrections among the coxcombs of the young. The pill is 
disguised in sugar of wit; it is administered as a compliment—if 
you had not pleased, you would not have been censured; it is a 
personal affair—a hyphen, a trait d’union, between you and your 
censor; age’s philandering, for her pleasure and your good. Incon¬ 
testably the young man feels very much of a fool; but he must be a 
perfect Malvolio, sick with self-love, if he cannot take an open buf¬ 
fet and still smile. The correction of silence is what kills; when 
you know you have transgressed, and your friend says nothing and 
avoids your eye. If a man were made of gutta-percha, his heart 
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would quail at such a moment. But when the word is out, the 
worst is over; and a fellow with any good-lmmour at a 1 may pass 
through a perfect hail of witty criticism, every bare place on ns 
soul hit to the quick with a shrewd missile, and reappear, as i 
after a dive, tingling with a fine moral reaction, and ready with a 
shrinking readiness, one-third loath, for a repetition of the dis- 

“ There are few women, not well sunned and ripened, and per¬ 
haps toughened, who can thus stand apart from a man and say the 
true thing with a kind of genial cruelty. Still there are some-and 
I doubt if there be any man who can return the compliment. 1 he 
class of man represented by Vernon Whitford in The Egoist says, 
indeed, the true thing, but he says it stockishly. Vernon is a noble 
fellow, and makes, by the way, a noble and instructive contrast to 
Daniel Deronda; his conduct is the conduct of a man of honour; 
but we agree with him, against our consciences, when he remorse¬ 
fully considers “its astonishing dryness.” He is the best of men, but 
the best of women manage to combine all that and something 
more Their very faults assist them; they are helped even by the 
falseness of their position in life. They can retire into the fortified 
camp of the proprieties. They can touch a subject and suppress it. 
The most adroit employ a somewhat elaborate reserve as a means 
to be frank, much as they wear gloves when they shake hands. But 
a man has the full responsibility of his freedom, cannot evade a 
question, can scarce be silent without rudeness, must answer for 
his words upon the moment, and is not seldom left face to face 
with a damning choice, between the more or less dishonourable 
wriggling of Deronda and the downright woodenness of Vernon 


Whitford. 

But the superiority of women is perpetually menaced; they do 
not sit throned on infirmities like the old; they are suitors as well 
as sovereigns; their vanity is engaged, their affections are too apt 
to follow; and hence much of the talk between the sexes degen¬ 
erates into something unworthy of the name. The desire to please, 
to shine with a certain softness of lustre and to draw a fascinating 
picture of oneself, banishes from conversation all that is sterling 
and most of what is humourous. As soon as a strong current of 
mutual admiration begins to flow, the human interest triumphs 
entirely over the intellectual, and the commerce of words, con- 
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sciously or not, becomes secondary to the commercing of eves But 
cten where this ridiculous danger is avoided, and a man and 
woman converse equally and honestly, something in their nature 
education falsifies the strain. An instinct prompts them to 
agree, and where that is impossible, to agree to differ. Should they 
neglect the warning, at the first suspicion of an argument, they 
find themselves in different hemispheres. About any point of busi¬ 
ness or conduct, any actual affair demanding settlement, a woman 
'Wi speak and listen, hear and answer arguments, not only with 
natural wisdom, but with candour and logical honesty. But if the 
subject of debate be something in the air, an abstraction, an ex¬ 
cuse for talk, a logical Aunt Sally, then may the male debater in¬ 
stantly abandon hope; he may employ reason, adduce facts, be sup¬ 
ple, be smiling, be angry, all shall avail him nothing; what the 
woman said first, that (unless she has forgotten it) she will repeat 
at the end. Hence, at the very junctures when a talk between men 
glows brighter and quicker and begins to promise to bear fruit, 
talk between the sexes is menaced with dissolution. The point of 
difference, the point of interest, is evaded by the brilliant woman, 
under a shower of irrelevant conversational rockets; it is bridged 
by the discreet woman with a rustle of silk, as she passes smoothly 
forward to the nearest point of safety. And this sort of prestidigi¬ 
tation, juggling the dangerous topic out of sight until it can be re¬ 
introduced with safety in an altered shape, is a piece of tactics 
among the true drawing-room queens. 

The drawing-room is, indeed, an artificial place; it is so by our 
choice and for our sins. The subjection of women; the ideal im- 
jmsed upon them from the cradle, and worn, like a hair-shirt, with 
so much constancy; their motherly, superior tenderness to man’s 
vanity and self-importance; their managing arts—the arts of a civ¬ 
ilised slave among good-natured barbarians—are all painful ingre¬ 
dients and all help to falsify relations. It is not till we get clear of 
that amusing artificial scene that genuine relations are founded, 
or ideas honestly compared. In the garden, on the road or the hill¬ 
side, or tete-a-tete and apart from interruptions, occasions arise 
when we may learn much from any single woman; and nowhere 
more often than in married life. Marriage is one long conversation, 
chequered by disputes. The disputes are valueless; they but in¬ 
grain the difference; the heroic heart of woman prompting her at 
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once to nail her colours to the mast. But in the intervals, almost 
unconsciously and with no desire to shine, the whole materia 
life is turned over and over, ideas are struck out and shared, the 
two persons more and more adapt their notions one to suit the 
other, and in process of time, without sound of trumpet, t ey c 
duct each other into new worlds of thought. 




Father Damien 




AN OPEN LETTER TO THE 
REVEREND DR. HYDE 
OF HONOLULU 

• ~K - 


Sydney, February 25, 1890. 

Sir ,—It may probably occur to you that we have met, and vis¬ 
ited, and conversed; on my side, with interest. You may remember 
that you have done me several courtesies, for which I was prepared 
to be grateful. But there are duties which come before gratitude, 
and offences which justly divide friends, far more acquaintances. 
Your letter to the Reverend H. B. Gage is a document, which, in 
my sight, if you had filled me with bread when I was starving, if 
you had sat up to nurse my father when he lay a-dying, would yet 
absolve me from the bonds of gratitude. You know enough, doubt¬ 
less, of the process of canonisation to be aware that, a hundred 
years after the death of Damien, there will appear a man charged 
with the painful office of the devil's advocate. After that noble 
brother of mine, and of all frail clay, shall have lain a century at 
rest, one shall accuse, one defend him. The circumstance is un¬ 
usual that the devil’s advocate should be a volunteer, should be a 
member of a sect immediately rival, and should make haste to take 
upon himself his ugly office ere the bones are cold; unusual, and of 
a taste which I shall leave my readers free to qualify; unusual, and 
to me inspiring. If I have at all learned the trade of using words to 
convey truth and to arouse emotion, you have at last furnished me 
with a subject. For it is in the interest of all mankind and the 
cause of public decency in every quarter of the world, not only 
that Damien should be righted, but that you and your letter should 
be displayed at length, in their true colours, to the public eye. 

860 
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To do this properly, I must begin by quoting you at large: 
hall then proceed to criticise your utterance from several poi 
e divine and human, in the course o£ which I shall attempt 
° lo d aw again and with more specification the character of thedead 
saint whom it has pleased you to vilify: so much being done, I 
shall say farewell to you for ever. 

“Honolulu, August 2, 1889. 

“Rev. H. B. Gage. . . , -Father 

“Dear Brother,—In answer to your inquiries about Fathe 

Damien, I can only reply that we who knew * c 
prised at the extravagant newspaper laudations, as if he 
most saintly philanthropist. The simple truth is, he was a coatse, 
dirty man, headstrong and bigoted. He was not sent to Molokai, 
but went there without orders; did not stay at the leper se 
ment (before he became one himself), but circulated freely over 
the whole island (less than half the island is devoted to the lep¬ 
ers), and he came often to Honolulu. He had no hand in die re¬ 
forms and improvements inaugurated, which were the work o 
our Board of Health, as occasion required and means were pro¬ 
vided. He was not a pure man in his relations with women, an 
the leprosy of which he died should be attributed to his vices 
and carelessness. Others have done much for the lepers, our own 
ministers, the government physicians, and so forth, but never 
with the Catholic idea of meriting eternal life.—Yours, etc., 

"C A/f ’* * 


To deal fitly with a letter so extraordinary, I must draw at the 
outset on my private knowledge of the signatory and his sect. It 
may offend others; scarcely you, who have been so busy to collect, 
so bold to publish, gossip on your rivals. And this is perhaps the 
moment when I may best explain to you the character of what you 
are to read: I conceive you as a man quite beyond and below the 
reticences of civility: with what measure you mete, with that shall 
it be measured you again; with you, at last, I rejoice to feel the 
button off the foil and to plunge home. And if in aught that I shall 
say I should offend others, your colleagues, whom I respect and 
remember with affection, I can but offer them my regret, I am not 
free, I am inspired by the consideration of interests far more large, 

• From the Sydney Presbyterian, October 26, 1889. 
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a"d such pain as can be infhcted by anything from me must be 

ndeed Uifling when compared with the pain with which they 

icac your letter. It is not the hangman, but the criminal, that 
onngs dishonour on the house. 

You belong, sir, to a sect-I believe my sect, and that in which 
my ancestors laboured—which has enjoyed, and partly failed to 
utilise, an exceptional advantage in the islands of Hawaii. The first 
missionaries came; they found the land already self-purged of its 
old and bloody faith; they were embraced, almost on their arrival 
with enthusiasm; what troubles they supported came far more from 
whites than from Hawaiians; and to these last they stood (in a 
rough figure) in the shoes of God. This is not the place to enter 
into the degree or causes of their failure, such as it is. One element 
alone is pertinent, and must here be plainly dealt with. In the 
course of their evangelical calling, they—or too many of them— 
grew lich. It may be news to you that the houses of missionaries 
are a cause of mocking on the streets of Honolulu. It will as least 
be news to you, that when I returned your civil visit, the driver of 
my cab commented on the size, the taste, and the comfort of your 
home. It would have been news certainly to myself, had any one 
told me that afternoon that I should live to drag such matter into 
print. But you see, sir, how you degrade better men to your own 
level; and it is needful that those who are to judge betwixt you 
and me, betwixt Damien and the devil’s advocate, should under¬ 
stand your letter to have been penned in a house which could 
raise, and that very justly, the envy and the comments of the 
passers-by. I think (to employ a phrase of yours which I admire) 
it “should be attributed” to you that you have never visited the 
scene of Damien’s life and death. If you had, and had recalled it, 
and looked about your pleasant rooms, even your pen perhaps 
would have been stayed. 

Your sect (and remember, as far as any sect avows me, it is mine) 
has not done ill in a worldly sense in the Hawaiian Kingdom. 
When calamity befell their innocent parishioners, when leprosy 
descended and took root in the Eight Islands, a quid pro quo was 


to be looked for. To that prosperous mission, and to you, as one 
of its adornments, God had sent at last an opportunity. I know I 
am touching here upon a nerve acutely sensitive. I know that 
others of your colleagues look back on the inertia of your Church, 
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and the intrusive and decisive heroism of Damien, with something 
almost to be called remorse. I am sure it is so with yourself; I arn 
persuaded your letter was inspired by a certain envy, not essentia y 
ignoble, and the one human trait to be espied in that performance. 
You were thinking of the lost chance, the past day; of that which 
should have been conceived and was not; of the service due and 
not rendered. Time was , said the voice in your ear, in your pleas¬ 
ant room, as you sat raging and writing; and if the words written 
were base beyond parallel, the rage, I am happy to repeat—it is 
the only compliment I shall pay you—the rage was almost virtuous. 
But, sir, when we have failed, and another has succeeded; when we 
have stood by, and another has stepped in; when we sit and grow 
bulky in our charming mansions, and a plain, uncouth peasant 
steps into the battle, under the eyes of God, and succours the 
afflicted, and consoles the dying, and is himself afflicted in his turn, 
and dies upon the field of honour—the battle cannot be retrieved 
as your unhappy irritation has suggested. It is a lost battle, and 
lost for ever. One thing remained to you in your defeat some 
rags of common honour; and these you have made haste to cast 

away. 

Common honour; not the honour of having done anything 
right, but the honour of not having done aught conspicuously 
foul; the honour of the inert: that was what remained to you. We 
are not all expected to be Damiens; a man may conceive his duty 
more narrowly, he may love his comforts better; and none will cast 
a stone at him for that. But will a gentleman of your reverend 
profession allow me an example from the fields of gallantry? When 
two gentlemen compete for the favour of a lady, and the one suc¬ 
ceeds and the other is rejected, and (as will sometimes happen) 
matter damaging to the successful rival s credit reaches the ear 
of the defeated, it is held by plain men of no pretensions that his 
mouth is, in the circumstances, almost necessarily closed. Your 
Church and Damien’s were in Hawaii upon a rivalry to do well: to 
help, to edify, to set divine examples. You have (in one huge 
instance) failed, and Damien succeeded, I marvel it should not 
have occurred to you that you were doomed to silence; that when 
you had been outstripped in that high rivalry, and sat inglorious 
in the midst of your well-being, in your pleasant room—and 
Damien, crowned with glories and horrors, toiled and rotted in 
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that pigstye of his under the cli ^ o£ Kalawao—you, the elect who 
would not were the last man on earth to collect and propagate 
gossip on the volunteer who would and did. P b 

I think I see you—for I try to see you in the flesh as I write 
t lese sentences—I think I see you leap at the word pigstye, a 
hyperbolical expression at the best. “He had no hand in the re¬ 
forms, ’ he was “a coarse, dirty man”; these were your own words; 
and you may think it possible that I am come to support you 
with fresh evidence. In a sense, it is even so. Damien has been too 
much depicted with a conventional halo and conventional fea¬ 
tures; so drawn by men who perhaps had not the eye to remark 
or the pen to express the individual; or who perhaps were only 
blinded and silenced by generous admiration, such as I partly 
envy for myself such as you, if your soul were enlightened, would 
envy on your bended knees. It is the least defect of such a method 
of portraiture that it makes the path easy for the devil’s advocate, 
and leaves for the misuse of the slanderer a considerable field of 


tiuth. For the truth that is suppressed by friends is the readiest 
weapon of the enemy. The world, in your despite, may perhaps 
owe you something, if your letter be the means of substituting 
once for all a credible likeness for a wax abstraction. For, if that 
world at all remember you, on the day when Damien of Molokai 
shall be named Saint, it will be in virtue of one work: your letter 
to the Reverend H. B. Gage. 

You may ask on what authority I speak. It was my inclement 
destiny to become acquainted, not with Damien, but with Dr. 
Hyde. When I visited the lazaretto Damien was already in his 
resting grave. But such information as I have, I gathered on the 
spot in conversation with those who knew him well and long: 
some indeed who revered his memory; but others who had sparred 
and wrangled with him, who beheld him with no halo, who per¬ 
haps regarded him with small respect, and through whose un¬ 
prepared and scarcely partial communications the plain, human 
features of the man shone on me convincingly. These gave me what 
knowledge I possess; and I learnt it in that scene where it could be 
most completely and sensitively understood—Kalawao, which you 
have never visited, about which you have never so much as en¬ 
deavoured to inform yourself: for, brief as your letter is, you have 
found the means to stumble into that confession. “Less than one- 
half of the island,’* you say, “is devoted to the lepers.” Molokai— 
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»Molokai ahima," the “grey,” lofty, and most desolate island- 
along all its northern side plunges in front of precipice into a se 
of unusual profundity. This range of cliff is, from east to west the 
true end and frontier of the island. Only in one spot there projects 
into the ocean a certain triangular and rugged down, grassy, stony, 
windy, and rising in the midst into a hill with a dead crater, re 
whole bearing to the cliff that overhangs it somewhat the same 
relation as a bracket to a wall. With this hint you will now be able 
to pick out the leper station on a map; you will be able to judge 
how much of Molokai is thus cut off between the surf and preci¬ 
pice whether less than a half, or less than a quarter, or a fifth, 01 
a tenth—or say, a twentieth; and the next time you burst into 
print you will be in a position to share with us the issue of your 

calculations. . , , 

I imagine you to be one of those persons who talk with cheer¬ 
fulness of that place which oxen and wainropes could not drag 
you to behold. You, who do not even know its situation on the 
map, probably denounce sensational descriptions, stretching your 
limbs the while in your pleasant parlour on Beretama Street 
When I was pulled ashore there one early morning, there sat with 
me in the boat two sisters, bidding farewell (in humble imitation 
of Damien) to the lights and joys of human life. One of these wept 
silently; I could not withhold myself from joining her. Had you 
been there, it is my belief that nature would have triumphed even 
in you; and as the boat drew but a little nearer, and you beheld 
the stairs crowded with abominable deformations of our common 
manhood, and saw yourself landing in the midst o£ such a popula¬ 
tion as only now and then surrounds us in the horror of a night¬ 
mare—what a haggard eye you would have rolled over your 
reluctant shoulder towards the house on Beretania Streetl Had 
you gone on; had you found every fourth face a blot upon the 
landscape; had you visited the hospital and seen the butt-ends of 
human beings lying there almost unrecognisable, but still breath¬ 
ing, still thinking, still remembering; you would have understood 
that life in the lazaretto is an ordeal from which the nerves of a 
man’s spirit shrink, even as his eye quails under the brightness of 
the sun; you would have felt it was (even to-day) a pitiful place 
to visit and a hell to dwell in. It is not the fear of possible in¬ 
fection. That seems a little thing when compared with the pain, 
the pity, and the disgust of the visitor’s surroundings, and the 
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atmosphere of affliction, disease, and physical disgrace in which 
1C breathes. I do not think I am a man more than usually timid- 
but I never recall the days and nights I spent upon that island 
promontory (eight days and seven nights), without heartfelt thank¬ 
fulness that I am somewhere else. I find in my diary that I speak 
Of my Stay as a “grinding experience”: I have once jotted in the 
margin, “ Harrowing is the word”; and when the Mokolii bore me 
at last towards the outer world, I kept repeating to myself, with 

a new conception of their pregnancy, those simple words of the 
song— 


1 is the most distressful country that ever yet was seen.” 

And observe: that which I saw and suffered from was a settlement 
purged, bettered, beautified; the new village built, the hospital and 
the Bishop-Home excellently arranged; the sisters, the doctor, and 
the missionaries, all indefatigable in their noble tasks. It was a 
different place when Damien came there, and made his great 
renunciation, and slept that first night under a tree amidst his 
rotting brethren: alone with pestilence; and looking forward (with 
what courage, with what pitiful sinkings of dread, God only knows) 
to a lifetime of dressing sores and stumps. 

\ ou will say, perhaps, I am too sensitive, that sights as painful 
abound in cancer hospitals and are confronted daily by doctors and 
nurses. I have long learned to admire and envy the doctors and 
the nurses. But there is no cancer hospital so large and populous 
as Kalawao and Kalaupapa; and in such a matter every fresh case, 
like every inch of length in the pipe of an organ, deepens the note 
of the impression; for what daunts the onlooker is that monstrous 
sum of human suffering by which he stands surrounded. Lastly, 
no doctor or nurse is called upon to enter once for all the doors of 
that gehenna; they do not say farewell, they need not abandon 
hope, on its sad threshold; they but go for a time to their high 
calling, and can look forward as they go to relief, to recreation, 
and to rest. But Damien shut to with his own hand the doors of 
his own sepulchre. 

I shall now extract three passages from my diary at Kalawao. 

A. “Damien is dead and already somewhat ungratefully remem¬ 
bered in the field of his labours and sufferings. ‘He was a good 
man, but very officious,' says one. Another tells me he had fallen (as 
other priests so easily do) into something of the ways and habits of 
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thought of a Kanaka; but he had the wit to recognise the fact, and 
the good sense to laugh at” [over] "it. A plain man it seems he was, 

I cannot find he was a popular.” 

B “After Ragsdale's death” [Ragsdale was a famous Luna, or 

overseer, of the unruly settlement] “there followed a brief term o 

office by Father Damien which served only to publish the weakness 

of that noble man. He was rough in his ways, and he had no 

control. Authority was relaxed; Damien’s life was threatened, and 

he was soon eager to resign.” 

C. “Of Damien I begin to have an idea. He seems to have been 
a man of the peasant class, certainly of the peasant type: shrew ; 
ignorant and bigoted, yet with an open mind, and capable of re¬ 
ceiving and digesting a reproof if it were bluntly administered, 
superbly generous in the least thing as well as in the greatest, 
and as ready to give his last shirt (although not without human 
grumbling) as he had been to sacrifice his life; essentially indiscreet 
and officious, which made him a troublesome colleague; domi¬ 
neering in all his ways, which made him incurably unpopular with 
the Kanakas, but yet destitute of real authority, so that his boys 
laughed at him and he must carry out his wishes by the means of 
bribes. He learned to have a mania for doctoring; and set up the 
Kanakas against the remedies of his regular rivals: perhaps (1 
anything matter at all in the treatment of such a disease) the 
worst thing that he did, and certainly the easiest. The best and 
worst of the man appear very plainly in his dealings with Mr. 
Chapman’s money; he had originally laid it out” [intended to 
lay it out] “entirely for the benefit of Catholics, and even so not 
wisely, but after a long, plain talk, he admitted his error fully 
and revised the list. The sad state of the boys’ home is in part the 
result of his lack of control; in part, of his own slovenly ways 
and false ideas of hygiene. Brother officials used to call it ‘Damien’s 
Chinatown.’ ‘Well,’ they would say, ‘your Chinatown keeps grow¬ 
ing.’ And he would laugh with perfect good-nature, and adhere 
to his errors with perfect obstinacy. So much I have gathered of 
truth about this plain, noble human brother and father of ours, 
his imperfections are the traits of his face, by which we know 
him for our fellow; his martyrdom and his example nothing can 
lessen or annul; and only a person here on the spot can properly 
appreciate their greatness.” 

I have set down these private passages, as you pereeive, without 
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“ rr “ i0n; , thanks l ° >'° u ’ th e public has them in their bluntness 
} are almost a list of the man’s faults, for it is rather these 
hat I was seeking: with his virtues, with the heroic profile of 
his life, I and the world were already sufficiently acquainted I 
tsas besides a little suspicious of Catholic testimony; in no ill 
sense, but merely because Damien’s admirers and disciples were 
the ieast hkely to be critical. I know you will be more suspicious 
s 11 and the facts set down above were one and all collected from 
1C ips of Protestants who had opposed the father in his life Yet 
am strangely deceived, or they build up the image of a man, 

with all his weaknesses, essentially heroic, and alive with ru^ed 
honesty, generosity and mirth. 


1 ake it for what it is, rough private jottings of the worst sides 
of Damien’s character, collected from the lips of those who had 
laboured with and (in your own phrase) “knew the man”—though 
I question whether Damien would have said that he knew you. 
Take it, and observe with wonder how well you were served by 
your gossips, how ill by your intelligence and sympathy; in how 
many points of fact we are at one, and how widely our apprecia¬ 
tions vary. There is something wrong here; either with you or me. 
It is possible, for instance, that you, who seem to have so many 
ears in Kalawao, had heard of the affair of Mr. Chapman’s money, 
and were singly struck by Damien’s intended wrong-doing. I was 
struck with that also, and set it fairly down; but I was struck much 
more by the fact that he had the .honesty of mind to be convinced. 
I may here tell you that it was a long business; that one of his 
colleagues sat with him late into the night, multiplying arguments 
and accusations; that the father listened as usual with “perfect 
good-nature and perfect obstinacy;” but at the last, when he was 
persuaded—"Yes,” said he, “I am very much obliged to you; you 
have done me a service; it would have been a theft.” There arc 
many (not Catholics merely) who require their heroes and saints 
to be infallible; to these the story will be painful; not to the true 
lovers, patrons, and servants of mankind. 

And I take it, this is a type of our division; that you are one of 
those who have an eye for faults and failures; that you take a 
pleasure to find and publish them; and that, having found them, 
you make haste to forget the overvailing virtues and the real suc¬ 
cess which had alone introduced them to your knowledge. It is a 
dangerous frame of mind. That you may understand how danger- 
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ous and into what a situation it has already brought you, we will 
/if you Please) go hand-in-hand through the different phrases of 
your letter, and candidly examine each from the point of view of 
its truth, its appositeness, and its charity. 


Damien was coarse. 

It is very possible. You make us sorry for the lepers who had 
only a coarse old peasant for their friend and father. But you, 
who were so refined, why were you not there, to cheer them with 
the lights of culture? Or may I remind you that we have some 
reason to doubt if John the Baptist were genteel; and in the case 
of Peter on whose career you doubtless dwell approvingly in the 
pulpit, no doubt at all he was a “coarse, headstrong” fisherman! 
Yet even in our Protestant Bibles Peter is called Saint. 

Damien was dirty. 

He was. Think of the poor lepers annoyed with this dirty com¬ 
rade! But the clean Dr. Hyde was at his food in a fine house. 

Damien was headstrong. 

I believe you are right again; and I thank God for his strong 
head and heart. 

Damien was bigoted. 

I am not fond of bigots myself, because they are not fond of 
me. But what is meant by bigotry, that we should regard it as a 
blemish in a priest? Damien believed his own religion with the 
simplicity of a peasant or a child; as I would I could suppose that 
you do. For this, I wonder at him some way off; and had that been 
his only character, should have avoided him in life. But the point 
of interest in Damien, which has caused him to be so much talked 
about and made him at last the subject of your pen and mine, was 
that, in him, his bigotry, his intense and narrow faith, wrought 
potently for good, and strengthened him to be one of the world’s 

heroes and exemplars. 

Damien was not sent to Molokai, but went there without orders. 

Is this a misreading? or do you really mean the words for blame? 
I have heard Christ, in the pulpits of our Church, held up for 
imitation on the ground that His sacrifice was voluntary. Does Dr. 
Hyde think otherwise? 
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Damien did not stay at the settlement, etc. 

It is true he was allowed many indulgences. Am I to understand 

trramin U A r k'" ' Jrof,lin K b >' °r the officers for 

f f K 1C ! ri ' !" CUhcr cast ' 11 ,s a m ‘g h >y Spartan standard to 
f>om the house on Iieretania Street; and I am convinced 
you will find yourself with few supporters. 
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Damien had no hand in the reforms, etc. 

I think even you will admit that I have already been frank in , 
esci lption of the man I am defending; but before I take v,, u 
up upon this head, I will be franker still, and tell vou that per¬ 
haps nowhere in the world can a man taste a more pleasurable 
sense of contrast than when he passes from Damien’s “Chinatown" 
at Kalawao to the beautiful Bishop-Home at Kalaupapa. At this 
point, in my desire to make all fair for you, I will break my rule 
and adduce Catholic testimony. Here is a passage from my diary 
about.my visit to the Chinatown, from which you will see how it is 
(even now) regarded by its own officials: “We went round all the 
dormitories, refectories, etc.—dark and dingy enough, with a 
superficial cleanliness, which he” [Mr. Dutton, the lay brother] 
“did not seek to defend. ‘It is almost decent,’ said he; ‘the sisteis 
will make that all right when we get them here.’ ” And yet I 
gathered it was already better since Damien was dead, and far 
better than when he was there alone and had his own (not always 
excellent) way. I have now come far enough to meet you on a 
common ground of fact; and I tell you that, to a mind not preju¬ 
diced by jealousy, all the reforms of the lazaretto, and even those 
which he most vigorously opposed, are properly the work of 
Damien. T hey are the evidence of his success; they are what his 
heroism provoked from the reluctant and the careless. Many were 
before him in the field; Mr. Meyer, for instance, of whose faithful 


work we hear too little: there have been many since; and some 
had more worldly wisdom, though none had more devotion, than 
our saint. Before his day, even you will confess, they had effected 
little. It was his part, by one striking act of martyrdom, to direct 
all men’s eyes on that distressful country. At a blow, and with the 
price of his life, he made the place illustrious and public. And 
that, if you will consider largely, w ? as the one reform needful; 
pregnant of all that should succeed. It brought money; it brought 
(best individual addition of them all) the sisters; it brought super- 
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vision, for public opinion and public interest landed with the man 
at Kalawao. I£ ever any man brought reforms, and died to bring 
them, it was he. There is not a clean cup or towel m the Bishop- 
Home, but dirty Damien washed it. 

Damien was not a pure man in his relations with women, etc. 
How do you know that? Is this the nature of the conversation 
in that house on Beretania Street which the cabman envied, 
driving past?—racy details of the misconduct of the poor peasant 

priest, toiling under the cliffs of Molokai.-' 

Many have visited the station before me; they seem not to have 
heard the rumour. When I was there I heard many shocking tales, 
for my informants were men speaking with the plainness of the 
laitv; and I heard plenty of complaints of Damien. Why was this 
never mentioned? and how came it to you in the retirement of your 

clerical parlour? T 

But I must not even seem to deceive you. This scandal, when I 

read it in your letter, was not new to me. I had heard it once be¬ 
fore; and I must tell you how. There came to Samoa a man from 
Honolulu; he, in a public-house on the beach, volunteered the 
statement that Damien had “contracted the disease from having 
connection with the female lepers”; and I find a joy in telling you 
how the report was welcomed in a public-house. A man sprang to 
his feet; I am not at liberty to give his name, but from what I 
heard I doubt if you would care to have him to dinner in Beretania 

Street. “You miserable little-” (here is a word I dare not print, 

it would so shock your ears). “You miserable little-,” he cried, 

“if the story were a thousand times true, can’t you see you are a 

million times a lower-for daring to repeat it?” I wish it could 

be told of you that when the report reached you in your house, 
perhaps after family worship, you had found in your soul enough 
holy anger to receive it with the same expressions: ay, even with 
that one which I dare not print; it would not need to have been 
blotted away, like Uncle Toby’s oath, by the tears of the recording 
angel; it would have been counted to you for your brightest 
righteousness. But you have deliberately chosen the part of the man 
from Honolulu, and you have played it with improvements of 
your own. The man from Honolulu—miserable, leering creature 
communicated the tale to a rude knot of beach-combing drinkers 
in a public-house, where (I will so far agree with your temperance 
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opinions) man is not always at his noblest; and the man from 
Honolulu had himself been drinking—drinking, we may charitably 
fancy, to excess. It was to your “Dear Brother, the Reverend H. B. 
Gage, that you chose to communicate the sickening story; and the 
blue ribbon which adorns your portly bosom forbids me to allow 
\ou the extenuating plea that you were drunk when it was done. 
'°ur “dear brother”—a brother indeed—made haste to deliver 
up your letter (as a means of grace, perhaps) to the religious 
papers; where, after many months, I found and read and wondered 
at it; and whence I have now reproduced it for the wonder of 
others. And you and your dear brother have, by this cycle of opera¬ 
tions, built up a contrast very edifying to examine in detail. The 
man whom you would not care to have to dinner, on the one side; 
on the other, the Reverend Dr. Hyde and the Reverend H. B. 
Gage: the Apia bar-room, the Honolulu manse. 


But I fear you scarce appreciate how you appear to your fellow- 
men; and to bring it home to you, I will suppose your story to be 
true. I will suppose—and God forgive me for supposing it—that 
Damien faltered and stumbled in his narrow path of duty; I 
will suppose that, in the horror of his isolation, perhaps in the 
fever of incipient disease, he, who was doing so much more than 
he had sworn, failed in the letter of his priestly oath—he, who was 
so much a better man than either you or me, who did what we 
have never dreamed of daring—he too tasted of our common 
frailty. “O, Iago, the pity of it!” The least tender should be moved 
to tears; the most incredulous to prayer. And all that you could do 
was to pen your letter to the Reverend H. B. Gage! 

Is it growing at all clear to you what a picture you have drawn 
of your own heart? I will try yet once again to make it clearer. 
You had a father: suppose this tale were about him, and some 
informant brought it to you, proof in hand: I am not making too 
high an estimate of your emotional nature when I suppose you 
would regret the circumstances? that you would feel the tale of 
frailty the more keenly since it shamed the author of your days? 
and that the last thing you would do would be to publish it in 
the religious press? Well, the man who tried to do what Damien 
did, is my father, and the father of the man in the Apia bar, and 
the father of all who love goodness; and he was your father too, 
if God had given you grace to see it. 
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An Apology for Idlers 

Boswell: We grow weary when idle. 

Johnson: That is, sir, because others being 
busy, we want company; but if we were id e, 
there would be no growing weary; we should a 
entertain one another. 



T UST NOW, WHEN EVERY ONE IS BOUND, UNDER PAIN OF A DECREE 

J in absence convicting them o£ to-respectability, to enter on 
some lucrative profession, and labour therein with something not 
far short of enthusiasm, a cry from the opposite party who are 
content when they have enough, and like to look on and enjoy in 
the meanwhile, savours a little of bravado and gasconade. And yet 
this should not be. Idleness so called, which does not consist in 
doing nothing, but in doing a great deal not recognised in the 
dogmatic formularies of the ruling class, has as goo a rig t to 
state its position as industry itself. It is admitted that the presence 
of people who refuse to enter in the great handicap race for six¬ 
penny pieces, is at once an insult and a disenchantment for those 
who do. A fine fellow (as we see so many) takes his determination, 
votes for the sixpences, and in the emphatic Americanism, “goes 
for” them. And while such an one is ploughing distressfully up 
the road, it is not hard to understand his resentment, when he 
perceives cool persons in the meadows by the wayside, lying with 
a handkerchief over their ears and a glass at their elbow. Alexander 
is touched in a very delicate place by the disregard of Diogenes. 
Where was the glory of having taken Rome for these tumultuous 
barbarians, who poured into the Senate house, and found the 
Fathers sitting silent and unmoved by their success? It is a sore 
thing to have laboured along anil sealed the arduous hilltops, and 
vhen all is done, find humanity indifferent to your achievement. 

/> K 
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Hence physicists condemn the unphysical; financiers have only a 

superficial toleration for those who know little of stocks; literary 

persons despise the unlettered; and people of all pursuits combine 
to disparage those who have none. 

But though this is one difficulty of the subject, it is not the 
gi cutest. \ou could not be put in prison for speaking against 
industry, but you can be sent to Coventry for speaking like a fool. 
1 lie greatest difficulty with most subjects is to do them well; there¬ 
fore, please to remember this is an apology. It is certain that much 
may be judiciously argued in favour of diligence; only there is 
something to be said against it, and that is what, on the present 
occasion, I have to say. To state one argument is not necessarily to 
be deaf to all others, and that a man has written a book of travels 
in Montenegro, is no reason why he should never have been to 
Richmond. 

It is surely beyond a doubt that people should be a good deal 
idle in youth. For though here and there a Lord Macaulay may 
escape from school honours with all his wits about him, most boys 
pay so dear for their medals that they never afterwards have a shot 
in their locker, and begin the world bankrupt. And the same holds 
true during all the time a lad is educating himself, or suffering 
others to educate him. It must have been a very foolish old gentle¬ 
man who addressed Johnson at Oxford in these words: “Young 
man, ply your book diligently now, and acquire a stock of knowl¬ 
edge; for when years come upon you, you will find that poring 
upon books will be but an irksome task.” The old gentleman 
seems to have been unaware that many other things besides reading 
grow irksome, and not a few become impossible, by the time a man 


has to use spectacles and cannot walk without a stick. Books are 
good enough in their own way, but they are a mighty bloodless 
substitute for life. It seems a pity to sit, like the Lady of Shalott, 
peering into a mirror, with your back turned on all the bustle and 
glamour of reality. And if a man reads very hard, as the old 
anecdote reminds us. he will have little time for thoughts. 


If you look back on your own education, I am sure it will not 
be the full, vivid, instructive hours of truantry that you regret; you 
would rather cancel some lack-lustre periods between sleep and 
waking in the class. For my own part, I have attended a good many 
lectures in my time. I still remember that the spinning of a top is 
a case of Kinetic Stability. I still remember that Emphyteusis is 
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not a disease, nor Stillicide a crime. But though I would not will¬ 
ingly part with such scraps o£ science, I do not set the same store 
by them as by certain other odds and ends that I came by in the 
open street while I was playing truant. This is not the moment to 
dilate on that mighty place o£ education, which was the favourite 
school o£ Dickens and o£ Balzac, and turns out yearly many in¬ 
glorious masters in the Science of the Aspects of Life. Suffice it to 
say this: if a lad does not learn in the streets, it is because he has 
no faculty of learning. Nor is the truant always in the streets, for it 
he prefers, he may go out by the gardened suburbs into the coun¬ 
try. He may pitch on some tuft of lilacs over a burn, and smoke 
innumerable pipes to the tune of the water on the stones. A bird 
will sing in the thicket. And there he may fall into a vein of kindly 
thought, and see things in a new perspective. Why, if this be not 
education, what is? We may conceive Mr. Worldly Wiseman ac¬ 
costing such an one, and the conversation that should thereupon 

ensue:— 

“How now, young fellow, what dost thou here? 

“Truly, sir, I take mine ease.” 

“Is not this the hour of the class? and should’st thou not be 
plying thy Book with diligence, to the end thou mayest obtain 

knowledge?” 

“Nay, but thus also I follow after Learning, by your leave. 
"Learning, quothal After what fashion, I pray thee? Is it mathe- 

matics?” 

“No, to be sure.” 

“Is it metaphysics?” 

“Nor that.” 

“Is it some language?” 

“Nay, it is no language.” 

“Is it a trade?” 

“Nor a trade neither.” 

“Why, then, what is’t?” 

“Indeed, sir, as a time may soon come for me to go upon 
Pilgrimage, I am desirous to note what is commonly done by 
persons in my case, and where are the ugliest Sloughs and Thickets 
on the Road; as also, what manner of Staff is of the best service. 
Moreover, I lie here, by this water, to learn by root-of-heart a 
lesson which my master teaches me to call Peace, or Contentment.’ 
Hereupon Mr. Worldly Wiseman was much commoved with 
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passion, and shaking his cane with a very threatful countenance 
troke forth upon this wise: “Learning, quotha!” said he; “I would 
Have all such rogues scourged by the Hangman!” 

And so lie would go his way, ruffling out his cravat with a crackle 
ol Starch, like a turkey ■when it spread its feathers. 

Now this, of Wiseman’s, is the common opinion. A fact is not 
called a fact, but a piece of gossip, if it does not fall into one of 
your scholastic categories. An inquiry must be in some acknowl¬ 
edged direction, with a name to go by; or else you are not inquir¬ 
ing at all, only lounging; and the workhouse is too good for you. 
It is supposed that all knowledge is at the bottom of a well, or the 
far end of a telescope. Sainte-Beuve, as he grew older, came to 
legald all experience as a single great book, in which to study for 
a lew years ere we go hence; and it seemed all one to him whether 
you should read in Chapter xx., which is the differential calculus, 
or in Chapter xxxix., which is hearing the band play in the 
gaidens. As a matter of fact, an intelligent person, looking out of 
his eyes and hearkening in his ears, with a smile on his face all the 


time, will get more true education than many another in a life of 
heroic vigils. There is certainly some chill and arid knowledge to 
be found upon the summits of formal and laborious science; but 
it is all round about you, and for the trouble of looking, that you 
will acquire the warm and palpitating facts of life. While others 
are filling their memory with a lumber of words, one-half of which 
they will forget before the week be out, your truant may learn 
some really useful art: to play the fiddle, to know a good cigar, or 
to speak with case and opportunity to all varieties of men. Many 
who have “plied their book diligently,” and know all about some 
one branch or another of accepted lore, come out of the study 
with an ancient and owl-like demeanour, and prove dry, stockish, 
and dyspeptic in all the better and brighter parts of life. Many 
make a large fortune, who remain underbred and pathetically 
stupid to the last. And meantime there goes the idler, who began 
life along with them—by your leave, a different picture. He has 
had time to take care of his health and his spirits; he has been a 
great deal in the open air, which is the most salutary of all things 
for both body and mind; and if he has never read the great Book 
in very recondite places, he has dipped into it and skimmed it 
over to excellent purpose. Might not the student afford some 
Hebrew roots, and the business man some of his half-crowns, for 
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a share o£ the idler’s knowledge of life at large, and Art of Living? 
Nay and the idler has another and more important quality tha 
S I mean his wisdom. He who has much looked on at the 
childtsh satisfaction of other people in their hobbies, will regard 
his own with only a very ironical indulgence. He will no be 
heard among the dogmatists. He will have a great and cool al¬ 
lowance for all sorts of people and opinions. If he finds no out- 
of-the-way truths, he will identify himself with no very burning 
falsehood. His way takes him along a by-road, not much fre¬ 
quented, but very even and pleasant, which is called Common¬ 
place Lane, and leads to the Belvedere of Common-sense. Thence 
he shall command an agreeable, if no very noble prospect; and 
while others behold the East and West, the Devil and the Sunrise, 
he will be contentedly aware of a sort of morning hour upon all 
sublunary things, with an army of shadows running speedily and in 
many different directions into die great daylight of Eternity. The 
shadows and the generations, the shrill doctors and the plangent 
wars go by into ultimate silence and emptiness; but underneath 
all this, a man may see, out of the Belvedere windows, much green 
and peaceful landscape; many firelit parlours; good people laugh¬ 
ing, drinking, and making love as they did before the Flood or 
the French Revolution; and the old shepherd telling his tale under 


the hawthorn. 

Extreme busyness , whether at school or college, kirk or market, 
is a symptom of deficient vitality; and a faculty for idleness implies 
a catholic appetite and a strong sense o£ personal identity. There 
is a sort of dead-alive, hackneyed people about, who are scarcely 
conscious of living except in the exercise of some conventional oc¬ 
cupation. Bring these fellows into the country, or set them aboard 
ship, and you will see how they pine for their desk or their study. 
They have no curiosity; they cannot give themselves over to ran¬ 
dom provocations; they do not take pleasure in the exercise of 
their faculties for its own sake; and unless Necessity lays about 
them with a stick, they will even stand still. It is no good speaking 
to such folk: they cannot be idle, their nature is not generous 
enough; and they pass those hours in a sort of coma, which are 
not dedicated to furious moiling in the gold-mill. When they do 
not require to go to the office, when they are not hungry and 
have no mind to drink, the whole breathing world is a blank to 
them. If they have to wait an hour or so for a train, they fall into 
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a stupid trance with their eyes open. To see them, you would sup- 
pose there was nothing to look at and no one to speak with; you 
would imagine they were paralysed or alienated; and yet very pos¬ 
sibly they are hard workers in their own way, and have good eye¬ 
sight for a flaw in a deed or a turn of the market. They have been 
to school and college, but all the time they had their eye on the 
medal; they have gone about in the world and mixed with clever 
people, but all the time they were thinking of their own affairs. 
As if a man’s soul were not too small to begin with, they have 
dwarfed and narrowed theirs by a life of all work and no play; 
until here they are at forty, with a listless attention, a mind 
vacant of all material of amusement, and not one thought to rub 
against another, while they wait for the train. Before he was 
breeched, lie might have clambered on the boxes; when he was 
twenty, he would have stared at the girls; but now the pipe is 
smoked out, the snuffbox empty, and my gentleman sits bolt up¬ 
right upon a bench, with lamentable eyes. This does not appeal 
to me as being Success in Life. 

But it is not only the person himself who suffers from his busy 
habits, but his wife and children, his friends and relations, and 
down to the very people he sits with in a railway carriage or an 
omnibus. Perpetual devotion to what a man calls his business, 
is only to be sustained by perpetual neglect of many other things. 
And it is not by any means certain that a man’s business is the 
most important thing he has to do. To an impartial estimate it 
will seem clear that many of the wisest, most virtuous, and most 
beneficent parts that are to be played upon the Theatre of Life 
are filled by gratuitous performers, and pass, among the world at 
large, as phases of idleness. For in that Theatre, not only the walk¬ 
ing gentlemen, singing chambermaids, and diligent fiddlers in the 
orchestra, but those who look on and clap their hands from the 
benches, do really play a part and fulfil important offices towards 
the general result. You are no doubt very dependent on the care 
of your lawyer and stockbroker, of the guards and signalmen who 
convey you rapidly from place to place, and the policemen who 
walk the streets for your protection; but is there not a thought of 
gratitude in your heart for certain other benefactors who set you 
smiling when they fall in your way, or season your dinner with 
good company? Colonel Newcome helped to lose his friends 
money; Fred.Bayham had an ugly trick of borrowing shirts; and 
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yet they were better people to fall among than Mr. Barnes An 
though Falstaff was neither sober nor very honest, I think I could 
name one or two long-faced Barabbases whom the world could 
better have done without. Hazlitt mentions that he was more 
sensible of obligation to Northcote, who had never done him any¬ 
thing he could call a service, than to his whole circle of ostenta¬ 
tious friends; for he thought a good companion emphatically the 
greatest benefactor. I know there are people in the world who can¬ 
not feel grateful unless the favour has been done them at the cost 
of pain and difficulty. But this is a churlish disposition A man 
may send you six sheets of letter-paper covered with the most 
entertaining gossip, or you may pass half an hour pleasantly, per¬ 
haps profitably, over an article of his; do you think the service 
would be greater, if he had made the manuscript in his heart 
blood, like a compact with the devil? Do you really fancy you 
should be more beholden to your correspondent, if he had been 
damning you all the while for your importunity? Pleasures are 
more beneficial than duties because, like the quality of mercy, they 
are not strained, and they are twice blest. There must always be 
two to a kiss, and there may be a score in a jest; but wherever there 
is an element of sacrifice, the favour is conferred with pain, and, 
among generous people, received with confusion. There is no duty 
we so much underrate as the duty of being happy. By being happy, 
we sow anonymous benefits upon the world, which remain un 
known even to ourselves, or when they are disclosed, surprise no¬ 
body so much as the benefactor. The other day, a ragged, bare 
foot boy ran down the street after a marble, with so jolly an an 
that he set every one he passed into a good-humour; one of these 
persons, who had been delivered from more than usually black 
thoughts, stopped the little fellow and gave him some money with 
this remark; "You see what sometimes comes of looking pleased. 
If he had looked pleased before, he had now to look both pleased 
and mystified. For my part, I justify this encouragement of smiling 
rather than tearful children; I do not wish to pay for tears any¬ 


where but upon the stage; but I am prepared to deal largely in 
the opposite commodity. A happy man or woman is a better thing 
to find than a five-pound note. He or she is a radiating focus of 
good-will; and their entrance into a room is as though another 
candle had been lighted. We need not care whether they could 
prove the forty-seventh proposition; they do a better thing than 
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that, they practically demonstrate the great Theorem of the Live¬ 
ableness of Life. Consequently, if a person cannot be happy with¬ 
out remaining idle, idle he should remain. It is a revolutionary 
pieccpt; but thanks to hunger and the workhouse, one not easily 
to be abused; and within practical limits, it is one of the most 
incontestable truths in the whole Body of Morality. Look at one of 
your industrious fellows for a moment, I beseech you. He sows 
hurry and reaps indigestion; he puts a vast deal of activity out 
to interest, and receives a large measure of nervous derangement 
m return. Either he absents himself entirely from all fellowship, 
and lives a recluse in a garret, with carpet slippers and a leaden 
inkpot; or he comes among people swiftly and bitterly, in a con¬ 
traction of his whole nervous system, to discharge some temper be¬ 
fore he returns to work. I do not care how much or how well he 
works, this fellow is an evil feature in other people’s lives. They 
would be happier if he were dead. They could easier do without 
his services in the Circumlocution Ollice, than they can tolerate 
his fractious spirits. He poisons life at the well-head. It is better to 
be beggared out of hand by a scapegrace nephew, than daily hag¬ 
ridden by a peevish uncle. 

And what, in God’s name, is all this pother about? For what 
cause do they embitter their own and other people’s lives? That 
a man should publish three or thirty articles a year, that he should 
finish or not finish his great allegorical picture, are questions of 
little interest to the world. The ranks of life are full; and al¬ 
though a thousand fall, there are always some to go into the 
breach. When they told Joan of Arc she should be at home mind¬ 
ing women’s work, she answered there were plenty to spin and 
wash. And so, even with your own rare gifts! When nature is “so 
careless of the single life,” why should we coddle ourselves into the 
fancy that our own is of exceptional importance? Suppose Shake¬ 
speare had been knocked on the head some dark night in Sir 
Thomas Lucy’s preserves, the world would have wagged on better 
or worse, the pitcher gone to the well, the scythe to the corn, and 
the student to his book; and no one been any the wiser of the 
loss. There are not many works extant, if you look the alternative 
all over, which are worth the price of a pound of tobacco to a man 
of limited means. This is a sobering reflection for the proudest of 
our earthly vanities. Even a tobacconist may, upon consideration, 
find no great cause for personal vainglory in the phrase; for al~ 
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though tobacco is an admirable sedative, the qualities necessary 
£or mailing it are neither rare nor precious in themselves. Alas 
and alasl you may take it how you will, but the services of no single 
individual are indispensable. Atlas was just a gentleman with a 
protracted nightmare! And yet you see merchants who go and 
labour themselves into a great fortune and thence into the bank 
ruptcy court; scribblers who keep scribbling at little articles unti 
iheir temper is a cross to all who come about them as tlioug 1 
Pharaoh should set the Israelites to make a pin instead of a pyra¬ 
mid; and fine young men who work themselves into a decline an 

are driven off in a hearse with white plumes upon it. W° uld ) 
not suppose these persons had been whispered, by the Master of 
the Ceremonies, the promise of some momentous destiny? and that 
this lukewarm bullet on which they play their farces was the bull s- 
eve and centrepoint of all the universe? And yet it is not so The 
ends for which they give away their priceless youth, for all they 
know may be chimerical or hurtful; the glory and riches they ex¬ 
pect may never come, or may find them indifferent; and they and 
the world they inhabit are so inconsiderable that the mind freezes 

at the thought. 



Child’s Play 






T he regret we have for our childhood is not wholly justi- 
fiable: so much a man may lay down without fear of public 
ribaldry; for although we shake our heads over the change, we 
are not unconscious of the manifold advantages of our new state. 
What we lose in generous impulse, we more than gain in the habit 
of generously watching others; and the capacity to enjoy Shake¬ 
speare may balance a lost aptitude for playing at soldiers. Terror 
is gone out of our lives, moreover; we no longer see the devil in 
the bed-curtains nor lie awake to listen to the wind. We go to 
school no more; and if we have only exchanged one drudgery for 
another (which is by no means sure), we are set free for ever from 
the daily fear of chastisement. And yet a great change has over¬ 
taken us; and although we do not enjoy ourselves less, at least we 
take our pleasure differently. We need pickles nowadays to make 
Wednesday’s cold mutton please our Friday’s appetite; and I can 
remember the time when to call it red venison, and tell myself 
a hunter’s story, would have made it more palatable than the best 
of sauces. To the grown person, cold mutton is cold mutton all the 
world over; not all the mythology ever invented by man will make 
it better or worse to him; the broad fact, the clamant reality, of the 
mutton carries away before it such seductive figments. But for the 
child it is still possible to weave an enchantment over eatables; and 
if he has but read of a dish in a storybook, it will be heavenly 

manna to him for a week. 

If a grown man does not like eating and drinking and exercise, 
if he is not something positive in his tastes, it means he has a feeble 
body and should have some medicine; but children may be pure 
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spirits, if they will, and take their enjoyment in a world of moon¬ 
shine. Sensation does not count for so much m our first years as 
afterwards; something of the swaddling numbness of infancy clin S 
about us; we see and touch and hear through a sort of golden mist. 
Children, for instance, are able enough to see, but they have no 
great faculty for looking; they do not use their eyes for the pleasure 
of using them, but for by-ends of their own; and the things I call 
to mind seeing most vividly, were not beautiful in themselves but 
merely interesting or enviable to me as I thought they might be 
turned to practical account in play. Nor is the sense of touch so 
clean and poignant in children as it is in a man. If you will turn 
over your old memories, I think the sensations of this sort you 
remember will be somewhat vague, and come to not much more 
than a blunt, general sense of heat on summer days, or a blunt 
general sense of wellbeing in bed. And here, of course, you will 
understand pleasurable sensations; for overmastering pain the 
most deadly and tragical element in life, and the true commander 
of man's soul and body—alas! pain has its own way with all of us; 
it breaks in, a rude visitant, upon the fairy garden where the child 
wanders in a dream, no less surely than it rules upon the field of 
battle, or sends the immortal war-god whimpering to his father; 
and innocence, no more than philosophy, can protect us from this 
sting. As for taste, when we bear in mind the excesses of un¬ 
mitigated sugar which delight a youthful palate, it is surely no 
very cynical asperity” to think taste a character of the maturer 
growth. Smell and hearing are perhaps more developed; I remem¬ 
ber many scents, many voices, and a great deal of spring singing 
in the woods. But hearing is capable of vast improvement as a 
means of pleasure; and there is all the world between gaping 
wonderment at the jargon of birds, and the emotion with which a 
man listens to articulate music. 

At the same time, and step by step with this increase in the 
definition and intensity of what we feel which accompanies our 
growing age, another change takes place in the sphere of intellect, 
by which all things are transformed and seen through theories and 
associations as through coloured windows. We make to ourselves 
day by day, out of history, and gossip, and economical speculations, 
and God knows what, a medium in which we walk and through 
which we look abroad. We study shop windows with other eyes 
than in our childhood, never to wonder, not always to admire, but 
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passed away; sugar-loaves and water-carts seem mighty tanwtoen 
counter; and we walk the streets to make romances^nd to soci 

so°eTy e fo^ theT 51 ^ ^ ^ * g ° 0d many ot us walk them 

Y . f , T1 C P ur P ose s of transit or in the interest of a livelier 
digestion. 7 hese, indeed, may look back with mingled thoughts 
upon their childhood, but the rest are in a better case; they know 
moie than when they were children, they understand better, their 
desires and sympathies answer more nimbly to the provocation of 

t ie senses, and their minds are brimming with interest as they go 
about the world. 7 6 


According to my contention, this is a flight to which children 
cannot rise. They are wheeled in perambulators or dragged about 
by nurses in a pleasing stupor. A vague, faint, abiding wonderment 
possesses them. Here and there some specially remarkable circum¬ 
stance, such as a water-cart or a guardsman, fairly penetrates into 
the seat of thought and calls them, for half a moment, out of 
themselves; and you may see them, still towed forward sideways by 
the inexorable nurse as by a sort of destiny, but still staring at 
the bright object in their wake. It may be some minutes before 
another such moving spectacle reawakens them to the world in 
which they dwell. For other children, they almost invariably show 
some intelligent sympathy. “There is a fine fellow making mud 
pies, they seem to say; “that I can understand, there is some sense 
in mud pies. ’ But the doings of their elders, unless where they are 
speakingly picturesque or recommend themselves by the quality 
of being easily imitable, they let them go over their heads (as we 
say) without the least regard. If it were not for this perpetual 
imitation, we should be tempted to fancy they despised us out¬ 
right, or only considered us in the light of creatures brutally strong 
and brutally silly; among whom they condescended to dwell in 
obedience like a philosopher at a barbarous court. At times, in¬ 
deed, they display an arrogance of disregard that is truly stagger¬ 
ing. Once, when I was groaning aloud with physical pain, a young 
gentleman came into the room and nonchalantly inquired if I had 
seen his bow and arrow. He made no account of my groans, which 
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he accepted as he had to accept so much else, as a piece o t C 
inexplicable conduct o£ his elders; and like a wise^young; gen ^ 
man he would waste no wonder on the subject. Those elders, wi 
li.,1. £or rational rnjo,„n,, and are .van 
rational enjoyment lor others, he had accepted without under 
standing and without complaint, as the rest of us accept the sche. 

0£ We e grownpeople can tell ourselves a story, give and lake strokes 
until the bucklers ring, ride far and last, marry, fall, and ch a 
the while sitting quietly by the fire or lying prone in bed. T. his is 
exactly what a child cannot do, or does not do, at least, when 
can find anything else. He works all with lay figures and stage 
properties. When his story comes to the fighting, he must rise, get 
something by way o£ a sword and have a set-to with a piece o 
furniture, until he is out o£ breath. When he comes to ride with 
the king's pardon, he must bestride a chair, which he will so hurry 
and belabour and on which he will so furiously demean himself, 
that the messenger will arrive, if not bloody with spurring, at least 
fierv red widi haste. If his romance involves an accident upon a 
cliff, he must clamber in person about the chest of drawers and 
fall bodily upon the carpet, before his imagination is satisfied. 
Lead soldiers, dolls, all toys, in short, are in the same category and 
answer the same end. Nothing can stagger a child’s faith; he accepts 


the clumsiest substitutes and can swallow the most staring incon¬ 
gruities. The chair he has just been besieging as a castle, or val¬ 
iantly cutting to the ground as a dragon, is taken away for the 
accommodation of a morning visitor, and he is nothing abashed; 
he can skirmish by the hour with a stationary coal-scuttle; in the 
midst of the enchanted pleasance, he can see. Without sensible 
shock, the gardener soberly digging potatoes for the day’s dinner. 
He can make abstraction of whatever does not fit into his fable; 
and he puts his eyes into his pocket, just as we hold our noses in 
an unsavoury lane. And so it is, that although the ways of children 
cross with those of their elders in a hundred places daily, they 
never go in the same direction nor so much as lie in the same 
element. So may the telegraph wires intersect the line of the high¬ 
road, or so might a landscape painter and a bagman visit the same 
country, and yet move in different worlds. 

People struck with these spectacles, cry aloud about the power of 
imagination in the young. Indeed there may be two words to that. 
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It is, in some ways, but a pedestrian fancy that the child exhibits 

V ,S thG & 0 '™ P CO P le who makc the nursery stories; all the children 
do, is jealously to preserve the text. One out of a dozen reasons 

w ly Robinson Crusoe should be so popular with youth, is that it 

hits their level in this matter to a nicety; Crusoe was always at 

makeshifts and had, in so many words, to play at a great variety 

of professions; and then the book is all about tools, and there is 

nothing that delights a child so much. Hammers and saws belong 

to a province of life that positively calls for imitation. The juvenile 

lyrical drama, surely of the most ancient Thespian model, wherein 

the trades of mankind are successively simulated to the running 

burthen On a cold and frosty morning,” gives a good instance of 

the artistic taste in children. And this need for overt action and 

lay figures testifies to a defect in the child’s imagination which 

prevents him from carrying out his novels in the privacy of his 

own heart. He docs not yet know enough of the world and men. 

His experience is incomplete. That stage-wardrobe and scene-room 

that we call the memory is so ill provided, that he can overtake few 

combinations and body out few stories, to his own content, without 

some external aid. He is at the experimental stage; he is not sure 

how one would feel in certain circumstances; to make sure, he must 

come as near trying it as his means permit. And so here is young 

heroism with a wooden sword, and mothers practise their kind 

vocation over a bit of jointed stick. It may be laughable enough 

just now; but it is these same people and these same thoughts, 

that not long hence, when they are on the theatre of life, will 

make you weep and tremble. For children think very much the 

same thoughts and dream the same dreams, as bearded men and 

marriageable women. No one is more romantic. Fame and honour, 

the love of young men and the love of mothers, the business man’s 


pleasure in method, all these and others they anticipate and re¬ 
hearse in their play hours. Upon us, who are further advanced and 
fairly dealing with the threads of destiny, they only glance from 
time to time to glean a hint for their own mimetic reproduction. 
Two children playing at soldiers are far more interesting to each 
other than one of the scarlet beings whom both are busy imitating. 
This is perhaps the greatest oddity of all. “Art for Art is their 
motto; and the doings of grown folk are only interesting as the raw 
material for play. Not Th^ophile Gautier, not Flaubert, can look 
more callously upon life, or rate the reproduction more highly 
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over the reality; and they will parody an execution, a deathbed, or 
,he funeral of the young man of Nain, with all the cheerfulness in 

'b The "true parallel for play is not to be found, of course in con¬ 
scious art, which, though it be derived from play, is *tsel an a | 
struct, impersonal thing, and depends largely upon philosophical 
interests beyond the scope of childhood. It is when we make castles 
in the air and personate the leading character in our own romances 
that we return to the spirit of our first years. On y, t icrc ar 
several reasons why the spirit is no longer so agreeable to indulge. 
Nowadays, when we admit this personal element into our divaga¬ 
tions we are apt to stir up uncomfortable and sorrowful memoi ics, 
and remind ourselves sharply of old wounds. Our day-dreams can 
no longer lie all in the air like a story in the Arabian Nights; they 
read to us rather like the history of a period in which we ourselves 
had taken part, where we come across many unfortunate passages 
and find our own conduct smartly reprimanded. And then the 
child, mind you, acts liis parts. He does not merely repeat them to 
himself; he leaps, he runs, and sets the blood agog over all his 
body. And so his play breathes him; and he no sooner assumes a 
passion than he gives it vent. Alas! when we betake ourselves to 
our intellectual form of play, sitting quietly by the fire or lying 
prone in bed, we rouse many hot feelings for which we can find 
no outlet. Substitutes are not acceptable to the mature mind, which 
desires the thing itself; and even to rehearse a triumphant dialogue 
with one’s enemy, although it is perhaps the most satisfactory piece 
of play still left within our reach, is not entirely satisfying, and is 
even apt to lead to a visit and an interview which may be the 
reverse o£ triumphant after all. 

In the child’s world of dim sensation, play is all in all. “Making 
believe” is the gist of his whole life, and he cannot so much as take 
a walk except in character. I could not learn my alphabet without 
some suitable mise-en-scene, and had to act a business man in an 
office before I could sit down to my book. Will you kindly question 
your memory, and find out how much you did, work or pleasure, 
in good faith and soberness, and for how much you had to cheat 
yourself with some invention? I remember, as though it were 
yesterday, the expansion of spirit, the dignity and self-reliance, that 
came with a pair of mustachios in burnt cork, even when there 
was none to see. Children are even content to forego what we call 



888 CHILD'S PLAY 

the realities, and prefer the shadow to the substance When thev 

St sz rs 

the nose with the fag end of an old song. And it goes deeper than 
this, when children are together even a meal is felt as an interrup- 
on in the business of life; and they must find some imaginative 
sanction, and tell themselves some sort of story, to account for to 
colour, to render entertaining, the simple processes of eating and 
dunking. hat wonderful fancies I have heard evolved out of the 
pattern upon lea-cups!—from which there followed a code of rules 
and a whole world of excitement, until tea-drinking began to take 
rank as a game. When my cousin and I took our porridge of a morn¬ 
ing, we had a device to enliven the course of the meal. He ate his 
with sugar, and explained it to be a country continually buried un- 
dei snow. I took mine with milk, and explained it to be a country 
suffeiing giaclual inundation. You can imagine us exchanging 
bulletins; how here was an island still unsubmerged, here a valley 
not yet covered with snow; what inventions were made; how his 
population lived in cabins on perches and travelled on stilts, and 
how mine was always in boats; how the interest grew furious, as 
the last corner of safe ground was cut off on all sides and grew 
smaller every moment; and how, in fine, the food was of altogether 
secondary importance, and might even have been nauseous, so 
long as we seasoned it with these dreams. But perhaps the most 
exciting moments I ever had over a meal, were in the case of 
calves’ feet jelly. It was hardly possible not to believe—and you 
may be sure, so far from trying, I did all I could to favour the 
illusion—that some part of it was hollow, and that sooner or later 
my spoon would lay open the secret tabernacle of the golden rock. 
There, might some miniature Red Beard await his hour; there, 
might one find the treasures of the Forty Thieves, and bewildered 
Cassim beating about the walls. And so I quarried on slowly, with 
bated breath, savouring the interest. Believe me, I had little palate 
left for the jelly; and though I preferred the taste when I took 
cream with it, I used often to go without, because the cream 
dimmed the transparent fractures. 

Even with games, this spirit is authoritative with right-minded 
children. It is thus that hide-and-seek has so pre-eminent a sover- 
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eigntv for it is the well-spring of romance, and the actions and 
the excitement to which it gives rise lend themselves to almost any 
sort of fable. And thus cricket, which is a mere matter of dexterity, 
palpably about nothing and for no end, often fails to satisfy in¬ 
fantile craving. It is a game, if you like, but not a game of play 
You cannot tell yourself a story about cricket; and the activity it 
calls forth can be justified on no rational theory. Even football, 
although it admirably simulates the tug and the ebb and flow of 
battle, has presented difficulties to the nnnd of young sticklers aftei 
verisimilitude; and I knew at least one little boy who was mighti y 
exercised about the presence of the ball, and had to spirit himself 
up, whenever he came to play, with an elaborate story of enchant¬ 
ment, and take the missile as a sort of talisman bandied about in 


conflict between two Arabian nations. 

To think of such a frame of mind, is to become disquieted about 

the bringing up of children. Surely they dwell in a mythological 
epoch, and are not the contemporaries of their parents. What can 
they think of them? what can they make of these bearded or 
petticoated giants who look down upon their games? who move 
upon a cloudy Olympus, following unknown designs apart from 
rational enjoyment? who profess the tenderest solicitude for chil¬ 
dren, and yet every now and again reach down out of their altitude 
and terribly vindicate the prerogatives of age? Off goes the child, 
corporally smarting, but morally rebellious. Were there ever such 
unthinkable deities as parents? I would give a great deal to know 
what, in nine cases out of ten, is the child’s unvarnished feeling. A 
sense of past cajolery; a sense of personal attraction, at best veiy 
feeble; above all, I should imagine, a sense of terror for the untried 
residue of mankind: go to make up the attraction that he feels. 
No wonder, poor little heart, with such a weltering world in front 
of him, if he clings to the hand he knowsl The dread irrationality 
of the whole affair, as it seems to children, is a thing we are all too 
ready to forget. “O, why,” I remember passionately wondering, 
“why can we not all be happy and devote ourselves to play?” And 
when children do philosophise, I believe it is usually to very much 


the same purpose. 

One thing, at least, comes very clearly out of these considera¬ 
tions; that whatever, we are to expect at the hands of children, it 
should not be any peddling exactitude about matters of fact. They 
walk in a vain show, and among mists and rainbows; they are 
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—V ftCr dreams and unconcc .'ned about realities- speech 
s a difficult art not wholly learned; and there is nothing in 

P-P°«* to teach them what we mean bv bstma 
truthfulness. When a bad writer is inexact, even The can ,' ok 

and n°'t !! ° £ yea ‘ S ' "' e dlargC him with ^competence 

and not with dishonesty. And why not extend the same allowance 

to imperfect speakers? Let a stockbroker be dead stupid about 

poetry or a poet inexact in die details of business, and we excuse 

them heartily from blame. But show us a miserable, unbreeched 

human entity, whose whole profession it is to take a tub for a' 

fortified town and a shaving-brush for the deadly stiletto, and who 

passes three-fourths of his time in a dream and the rest in open 

self-deception, and we expect him to be as nice upon a matter of 

fact as a scientific expert bearing evidence. Upon my heart. I 

t link it less than decent. You do not consider how little the child 

sees, or how swift he is to weave what he has seen into bewildering 

fiction; and that he cares no more for what you call truth, than you 

for a gingerbread dragoon. 

I am 1 eminded, as I write, that the child is very inquiring as to 
the piecise truth of stories. But indeed this is a very different mat¬ 
ter, and one bound up with the subject of play, and the precise 
amount of playfulness, or playability, to be looked for in the 
world. Many such burning questions must arise in the course of 
nursery education. Among the fauna of this planet, which already 
embraces the pretty soldier and the terrifying Irish beggarman, is, 
or is not, the child to expect a Bluebeard or a Cormoran? Is he, 
or is he not, to look out for magicians, kindly and potent? May he, 
or may he not, reasonably hope to be cast away upon a desert 
island, or turned to such diminutive proportions that he can live 
on equal terms with his lead soldiery, and go a cruise in his own 
toy schooner? Surely all these are practical questions to a neophyte 
entering upon life with a view to play. Precision upon such a point, 
the child can understand. But if you merely ask him of his past 
behaviour, as to who threw such a stone, for instance, or struck 
such and such a match; or whether he had looked into a parcel 
or gone by a forbidden path—why, he can see no moment in the 
inquiry, and it is ten to one, he has already half forgotten and half 
bemused himself with subsequent imaginings. 

It would be easy to leave them in their native cloud-land, where 
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they figure so prettily—pretty like flowers and innocent like dogs. 
They will come out of their gardens soon enough, and have to go 
into offices and the witness-box. Spare them yet awhile, O com 
scientious parent! Let them doze among their playthings yet a 
little' for who knows what a rough, warfaring existence lies before 


them in the future? 
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rin HE CHANGES WROUGHT BY DEATH ARE IN THEMSELVES SO SHARP 

X and final, and so terrible and melancholy in their conse¬ 
quences, that the thing stands alone in man’s experience, and has 
no parallel upon earth. It outdoes all other accidents because it is 
the last of them. Sometimes it leaps suddenly upon its victims, like 
a Thug; sometimes it lays a regular siege and creeps upon their 
citadel during a score of years. And when the business is done, 
theie is sore havoc made in other people’s lives, and a pin knocked 
out by which many subsidiary friendships hung together. There 
are empty chairs, solitary walks, and single beds at night. Again, 
in taking away our friends, death does not take them away utterly, 
but leaves behind a mocking, tragical, and soon intolerable resi¬ 
due, which must be hurriedly concealed. Hence a whole chapter 
of sights and customs striking to the mind, from the pyramids of 
Egypt to the gibbets and dule trees of mediaeval Europe. The 
poorest persons have a bit of pageant going towards the tomb; 
memorial stones are set up over the least memorable; and, in order 
to preserve some show of respect for what remains of our old loves 
and friendships, we must accompany it with much grimly ludicrous 
ceremonial, and the hired undertaker parades before the door. All 
this, and much more of the same sort, accompanied by the elo¬ 
quence of poets, has gone a great way to put humanity in error; 
nay, in many philosophies the error has been embodied and laid 
down with every circumstance of logic; although in real life the 
bustle and swiftness, in leaving people little time to think, have not 
left them time enough to go dangerously wrong in practice. 

As a matter of fact, although few things are spoken of with more 
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fearful whisperings than this prospect of death flew .have jess in¬ 
fluence on conduct under healthy circumstances. We have all heard 
of cities in South America built upon the side of fiery mountain*, 
and how, even in this tremendous neighbourhood, the inhabitants 
are not a jot more impressed by the solemnity of mortal conditions 
than if they were delving gardens in the greenest corner of Eng¬ 
land. There are serenades and suppers and much gallantly among 
the myrtles overhead; and meanwhile the foundation shudders 
underfoot, the bowels of the mountain growl, and at any moment 
living ruin may leap sky-high into the moonlight, and tumble man 
and his merry-making in the dust. In the eyes of very young peo¬ 
ple and very dull old ones, there is something indescribably leck- 
less and desperate in such a picture. It seems not credible that 
respectable married people, with umbrellas, should find appetite 
for a bit of supper within quite a long distance of a fiery mountain; 
ordinary life begins to smell of high-handed debauch when it is 
carried on so close to a catastrophe; and even cheese and salad, 
it seems, could hardly be relished in such circumstances without 
something like a defiance of the Creator. It should be a place for 
nobody but hermits dwelling in prayer and maceration, or mere 

born-devils drowning care in a perpetual carouse. 

And yet, when one comes to think upon it calmly, the situation 

of these South American citizens forms only a very pale figure for 
the state of ordinary mankind. This world itself, travelling blindly 
and swiftly in overcrowded space, among a million other worlds 
travelling blindly and swiftly in contrary directions, may very well 
come by a knock that would set it into explosion like a penny 
squib. And what, pathologically looked at, is the human body with 
all its organs, but a mere bagful of petards? The least of these is as 
dangerous to the whole economy as the ship’s powder-magazine to 
the ship; and with every breath we breathe, and every meal we eat, 
we are putting one or more of them in peril. If we clung as de¬ 
votedly as some philosophers pretend we do to the abstract idea 
of life, or were half as frightened as they make out we are, for the 
subversive accident that ends it all, the trumpets might sound by 


the hour and no one would fallow them into battle the blue- 
peter might fly at the truck, but who would climb into a sea-going 
ship? Think (if these philosophers were right) with what a prepara¬ 
tion of spirit we should affront the daily peril of the dinner-table: 
a deadlier spot than any battle-field in history, where the far 
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SET pr0p01ti0n ° f OUr ancestors have miserably left their bones! 
What woman would ever be lured into marriage, so much more 

dangerous than the wildest sea? And what would it be to grow old? 

.°r- aftC ! a c ^ rtain dlsta ncc, every step we take in life wf find the 
ice glowing thinner below our feet, and all around us and behind 
us we see our contemporaries going through. By the time a man 
gets well into the seventies, his continued existence is a mere mira¬ 
cle; and when he lays his old bones in bed for the night, there is an 
overwhelming probability that he will never see the day. Do the 
old men mind it, as a matter of fact? Why, no. They were never 
merrier; they have their grog at night, and tell the raciest stories; 
they hear of the death of people about their own age, or even 
younger, not as if it was a grisly warning, but with a simple child¬ 
like pleasure at having outlived some one else; and when a draught 
might pud them out like a guttering candle, or a bit of a stumble 
shatter them like so much glass, their old hearts keep sound and 
unaffrighted, and they go on, bubbling with laughter, through 
years of man’s age compared to which the valley at Balaclava was 
as safe and peaceful as a village cricket-green on Sunday. It may 
fairly be questioned (if we look to the peril only) whether it was 
a much more daring feat for Curtius to plunge into the gulf, than 

for any old gentleman of ninety to doff his clothes and clamber 
into bed. 

Indeed, it is a memorable subject for consideration, with whai 
unconcern and gaiety mankind pricks on along the Valley of the 


Shadow of Death. The whole way is one wilderness of snares, and 
the end of it, for those who fear the last pinch, is irrevocable ruin. 
And yet we go spinning through it all, like a party for the Derby. 
Perhaps the reader remembers one of the humourous devices of 
the deified Caligula: how he encouraged a vast concourse of holi¬ 
day-makers on to his bridge over Baiae bay; and when they were in 
the height of their enjoyment, turned loose the Praetorian guards 
among the company, and had them tossed into the sea. This is no 
bad miniature of the dealings of nature with the transitory race of 
man. Only, what a chequered picnic we have of it, even while it 
lasts! and into what great waters, not to be crossed by any swimmer, 
God's pale Praetorian throws us over in the end! 

We live the time that a match flickers; we pop the cork of a 
ginger-beer bottle, and the earthquake swallows us on the instant. 
Is it not odd, is it not incongruous, is it not, in the highest sense 
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of human speech, incredible, that we should think so highly ol 
the ginger-beer, and regard so little the devouring earthquake? The 
love of Life and the fear of Death are two famous phrases that 
mow harder to understand the more we think about them. It is a 
well-known fact that an immense proportion of boat accidents 
would never happen if people held the sheet in their hands instead 
of making it fast; and yet, unless it be some martinet of a pro es- 
sional mariner or some landsman with shattered nerves, every one 
of God’s creatures makes it fast. A strange instance of man’s uncon¬ 
cern and brazen boldness in the face of death! 

We confound ourselves with metaphysical phrases, which we im¬ 
port into daily talk with noble inappropriateness. We have no 
idea of what death is, apart from its circumstances and some of its 
consequences to others; and although we have some experience of 
living, there is not a man on earth who has flown so high into 
abstraction as to have any practical guess at the meaning of the 
word life. All literature, from Job and Omar Khayyam to Thomas 
Carlyle or Walt Whitman, is but an attempt to look upon the 
human state with such largeness of view as shall enable us to rise 
from the consideration of living to the Definition of Life. And our 
sages give us about the best satisfaction in their power when they 
say that it is a vapour, or a show, or made out of the same stuff 
with dreams. Philosophy, in its more rigid sense, has been at the 
same work for ages; and after a myriad bald heads have wagged 
over the problem, and piles of words have been heaped one upon 
another into dry and cloudy volumes without end, philosophy has 
the honour of laying before us, with modest pride, hei contribu¬ 
tion towards the subject: that life is a Permanent Possibility of 
Sensation. Truly a fine result! A man may very well love beef, or 
hunting, or a woman; but surely, surely, not a Permanent Possi¬ 
bility of Sensation! He may be afraid of a precipice, or a dentist, or 
a large enemy with a club, or even an undertaker s man, but not 
certainly of abstract death. We may trick with the word life in its 
dozen senses until we are weary of tricking; we may argue in terms 
of all the philosophies on earth, but one fact remains true through¬ 
out—that we do not love life, in the sense that we are greatly pre¬ 
occupied about its conservation; that we do not, properly speaking, 
love life at all, but living. Into the views of the least careful there 
will enter some degree of providence; no man’s eyes are fixed en¬ 
tirely on the passing hour; but although we have some anticipation 
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hen peisonal safety, lobe deeply interested in the accidents of 
out existence, to enjoy keenly the mixed texture of human ex¬ 
perience, rather leads a man to disregard precautions, and risk his 
neck against a straw. For surely the love of living is stronger in an 
Alpine climber roping over a peril, or a hunter riding merrily at a 
suit fence, than in a creature who lives upon a diet and walks a 

measured distance in the interest of his constitution. 

There is a great deal of very vile nonsense talked upon both 
sides of the matter: tearing divines reducing life to the dimensions 
of a mere funeral procession, so short as to be hardly decent; and 
melancholy unbelievers yearning for the tomb as if it were a world 
too far away. Both sides must feel a little ashamed of their per¬ 
formances now and again when they draw in their chairs to dinner. 
Indeed, a good meal and a bottle of wine is an answer to most 
standard works upon the question. When a man’s heart warms to 
his viands, he forgets a great deal of sophistry, and soars into a rosy 
zone of contemplation. Death may be knocking at the door, like the 
Commander’s statue; we have something else in hand, thank God. 
and let him knock. Passing bells are ringing all the world over. 
All the world over, and every hour, some one is parting company 
with all his aches and ecstasies. For us also the trap is laid. But we 
are so fond of life that we have no leisure to entertain the terror of 
death. It is a honeymoon with us all through, and none of the 
longest. Small blame to us if we give our whole hearts to this glow¬ 
ing bride of ours, to the appetites, to honour, to the hungry curi¬ 
osity of the mind, to the pleasure of the eyes in nature, and the 
pride of our own nimble bodies. 

We all of us appreciate the sensations; but as for caring about 
the Permanence of the Possibility, a man’s head is generally very 
bald, and his senses very dull, before he comes to that. Whether 
we regard life as a lane leading to a dead wall—a mere bag’s end, 
as the French say—or whether we think of it as a vestibule or 
gymnasium, where we wait our turn and prepare our faculties for 
some more noble destiny; whether we thunder in a pulpit, or pule 
in little atheistic poetry-books, about its vanity and brevity; 
whether we look justly for years of health and vigour, or are about 
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to mount into a Bath-chair, as a step towards the hearse; in each 
and all of these views and situations there is but one conc usior 
possible; that a man should stop his ears against paralysing terror 
and run the race that is set before him with a sing e nimd. N o c 
surely could have recoiled with more heartache and terror from the 
thought of death than our respected lexicographer; and ye 
know how little it affected his conduct, how wisely and boldly 
walked, and in what a fresh and lively vein he spoke of life Al¬ 
ready an old man, he ventured on Ins Highland tour; and his 
heart, bound with triple brass, did not recoil before twenty-seven 
individual cups of tea. As courage and intelligence are the two 
qualities best worth a good man’s cultivation, so it is the first P a J 
of intelligence to recognise our precarious estate in life, and the 
first part of courage to be not at all abashed before the fact. / 
frank and somewhat headlong carriage, not looking too anxiously 
before, not dallying in maudlin regret over the past, stamps the 

man who is well armoured for this world. 

And not only well armoured for himself, but a good friend an 
a good citizen to boot. We do not go to cowards for tender dealing; 
there is nothing so cruel as panic; the man who has least fear for 
his own carcass, has most time to consider others. That eminent 
chemist who took his walks abroad in tin shoes, and subsisted 
wholly upon tepid milk, had all his work cut out for him in con¬ 
siderate dealings with his own digestion. So soon as prudence has 
begun to grow up in the brain, like a dismal fungus, it finds its 
first expression in a paralysis of generous acts. The victim begins to 
shrink spiritually; he develops a fancy for parlours with a regulated 
temperature, and takes his morality on the principle of tin shoes 
and tepid milk. The care of one important body or soul becomes 
so engrossing, that all the noises of the outer world begin to come 
thin and faint into the parlour with the regulated temperature; 
and the tin shoes go equably forward over blood and rain. To be 
overwise is to ossify; and the scruple-monger ends by standing 
stockstill. Now the man who has his heart on his sleeve, and a good 
whirling weathercock of a brain, who reckons his life as a thing 
to be dashingly used and cheerfully hazarded, makes a very differ¬ 
ent acquaintance of the world, keeps all his pulses going true and 
fast, and gathers impetus as he runs, until, if he be running to¬ 
wards anything better than wildfire, he may shoot up and become 
a constellation in the end. Lord look after his health. Lord have a 
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care of his soul, says he; and he has at the key of the position and 
slashes through incongruity and peril towards his aim Death’is on 
all sides of him with pointed batteries, as he is on all sides of all 
f us, unfortunate surprises gird him round; mimmouthed friends 

ibl !tr tl0nS | , UP , lhe ' r handS ^ quhe 2 Httle eIe S ia «l synod 
about his path: and what cares he for all this? Being a true lover of 

living, a fellow with something pushing and spontaneous in his 
inside, he must, like any other soldier, in any other stirring, deadly 
warfare, push on at his best pace until he touch the goal. “A peer¬ 
age or Westminster Abbey!” cried Nelson in his bright, boyish, 
heroic manner. These are great incentives; not for any of these, 
but for the plain satisfaction of living, of being about their busi¬ 
ness in some sort or other, do the brave, serviceable men of every 
nation tread down the nettle danger, and pass fiyingly over all the 
stumbling-blocks of prudence. Think of the heroism of Johnson, 
think of that superb indifference to mortal limitation that set him 
upon his dictionary, and carried him through triumphantly until 
the end! Who, if he were wisely considerate of things at large, 
would ever embark upon any work much more considerable than 
a halfpenny post card? Who would project a serial novel, after 
Thackeray and Dickens had each fallen in mid-course? Who would 
find heart enough to begin to live, if he dallied with the considera¬ 
tion of death? 


And, after all, what sorry and pitiful quibbling all this is! To 
forego all the issues of living in a parlour with a regulated tem¬ 
perature—as if that were not to die a hundred times over, and 
for ten years at a stretch! As if it were not to die in one’s own 
lifetime, and without even the sad immunities of death! As if it 
were not to die, and yet be the patient spectators of our own piti¬ 
able change! The Permanent Possibility is preserved, but the sen¬ 
sations carefully held at arm’s length, as if one kept a photographic 
plate in a dark chamber. It is better to lose health like a spend¬ 
thrift than to waste it like a miser. It is better to live and be done 
with it, than to die daily in the sickroom. By all means begin your 
folio; even if the doctor does not give you a year, even if he hesi¬ 
tates about a month, make one brave push and see what can be 
accomplished in a week. It is not only in finished undertakings that 
we ought to honour useful labour. A spirit goes out of the man 
who means execution, which outlives the most untimely ending. 
All who have meant good work with their whole hearts, have done 
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good work, although they may die before they have the= time: to 
si-n it Every heart that has beat strong and cheerfully has left 
hopeful impulse behind it in the world, and bettered ^ tradtuon 
of mankind And even if death catch people, like an open pitfa , 
and in mid-career, laying out vast projects, and pla "™" g ™°" £ 
strous foundations, flushed with hope, and their mouth full of 
boastful language, they should be at once tripped up and silenced 
is there not'something brave and spirited in such a termination 
and does not life go down with a better grace, foaming in Ml body 
over a precipice, than miserably straggling to an end in sandy 
deltas? When the Greeks made their fine saying that those who 
the gods love die young, I cannot help believing they had this so 
of death also in their eye. For surely, at whatever age it overtake 
the man, this is to die young. Death has not been suffered to take 
so much as an allusion from his heart. In the hot-fit of life, a-tiptoe 
on the highest point of being, he passes at a bound on to the other 
side The noise of the mallet and chisel is scarcely quenched, the 
trumpets are hardly done blowing, when, trailing with him clouds 
of glory, this happy-starred, full-blooded spirit shoots into tie 

spiritual land. 



Old Mortality 





1 

T here is a certain graveyard, looked upon on the one side by 
a prison, on the other by the windows of a quiet hotel; below, 
under a steep cliff, it beholds the traffic of many lines of rail, and 
the scream of the engine and the shock of meeting buffers mount 
to it all day long. The aisles are lined with the inclosed sepulchres 
of families, door beyond door, like houses in a street; and in the 
morning the shadow of the prison turrets, and of many tall me¬ 
morials, fall upon the graves. There, in the hot fits of youth, I 
came to be unhappy. Pleasant incidents are woven with my mem¬ 
ory of the place. I here made friends with a certain plain old 
gentleman, a visitor on sunny mornings, gravely cheerful, who, 
with one eye upon the place that awaited him, chirped about his 
youth like winter sparrows; a beautiful housemaid of the hotel 
once, for some days together, dumbly flirted with me from a 
window and kept my wild heart flying; and once—she possibly 
remembers—the wise Eugenia followed me to that austere inclo¬ 
sure. Her hair came down, and in the shelter of the tomb my trem¬ 
bling fingers helped her to repair the braid. But for the most part 
I went there solitary and, with irrevocable emotion, pored on the 
names of the forgotten. Name after name, and to each the conven¬ 
tional attributions and the idle dates: a regiment of the unknown 
that had been the joy of mothers, and had thrilled with the illu¬ 
sions of youth, and at last, in the dim sick-room, wrestled with the 
pangs of old mortality. In that whole crew of the silenced there 
was but one of whom my fancy had received a picture; and he, 
with his comely, florid countenance, bewigged and habited in 
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scarlet, and in his day combining fame and popu^rity, stood forth 
like a taunt, among that company of phantom appcUaMons ft a 
then possible to leave behind us something more explicit than 
these severe, monotonous, and lying epitaphs; and the thing left, 
Ae memory of a painted picture and what we call the immortality 
of a name, was hardly more desirable than mere oblivion. Even 
David Hume, as he lay composed beneath that "circular idea, was 
fainter than a dream; and when the housemaid, broom in hand 
smiled and beckoned from the open window, the fame of 
be wished philosopher melted like a raindrop in the sea. 

And yet in soberness I cared as little for the housemaid as for 
David Hume. The interests of youth are rarely frank; his passions 
like Noah’s dove, come home to roost. The fire, sensibility, and 
volume of his own nature, that is all that he has learned to recog¬ 
nise. The tumultuary and grey tide of life, the empire of routine, 
the unreioicing faces of his elders, fill him with contemptuous 
surprise; there also he seems to walk among the tombs of spn its, 
and it is only in the course of years, and after much rubbing with 
his fellowmen, that he begins by glimpses to see himself from with¬ 
out and his fellows from within; to know his own for one among 
the thousand undenoted countenances of the city street, and to 
divine in others the throb of human agony and hope. In the mean¬ 
time he will avoid the hospital doors, the pale faces, the ciipple, 
the sweet whiff of chloroform—for there, on the most thoughtless, 
the pains of others are burned home; but he will continue to walk, 
in a divine self-pity, the aisles of the forgotten graveyard. The 
length of man’s life, which is endless to the brave and busy, is 
scorned by his ambitious thought. He cannot bear to have come for 
so little, and to go again so wholly. He cannot bear, above all, in 
that brief scene, to be still idle, and by way of cure, neglects the 
little that he has to do. The parable of the talent is the brief 
epitome of youth. To believe in immortality is one thing, but it is 
first needful to believe in life. Denunciatory preachers seem not to 
suspect that they may be taken gravely and in evil part; that young 
men may come to think of time as of a moment, and with the 
pride of Satan wave back the inadequate gift. Yet here is a true 
peril; this it is that sets them to pace the graveyard alleys and to 
read, with strange extremes of pity and derision, the memorials of 
the dead. 

Books were the proper remedy; books of vivid human import. 
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forcing upon their minds the issues, pleasures, busyness, impor¬ 
tance, and immediacy of that life in which they stand; books of 
sm.lmg or heroic temper, to excite or to console; books of a large 
design, shadowing the complexity of that game of consequences to 
" 'id' we all sit down, the hanger-back not least. But the average 
sermon flees the point, disporting itself in that eternity of which 
we know, and need to know, so little; avoiding the bright, crowded, 
and momentous fields of life where destiny awaits us. Upon the 
average book a writer may be silent; he may set it down to his ill- 
hap that when his own youth was in the acrid fermentation, he 
should have fallen and fed upon the cheerless fields of Obermann. 
Yet to Mr. Arnold, who led him to these pastures, he still bears a 
grudge. The day is perhaps not far off when people will begin to 
count Moll Flanders, ay, or The Country Wife, more wholesome 
and more pious diet than these guidebooks to consistent egoism. 

But the most inhuman of boys soon wearies of the inhumanity of 
Obermann. And even while I still continued to be a haunter of the 
graveyard, I began insensibly to turn my attention to the grave¬ 
diggers, and was weaned out of myself to observe the conduct of 
visitors. This was day-spring, indeed, to a lad in such great dark¬ 
ness. Not that I began to see men, or to try to see them, from 
within, nor to learn charity and modesty and justice from the 
sight; but still stared at them externally from the prison windows 
of my affectation. Once I remember to have observed two working- 
women with a baby halting by a grave; there was something mon¬ 
umental in the grouping, one upright carrying the child, the other 
with bowed face crouching by her side. A wreath of immortelles 
under a glass dome had thus attracted them; and, drawing near, I 
overheard their judgment on that wonder. “Eh! what extrava¬ 
gance!” To a youth afflicted with the callosity of sentiment, this 
quaint and pregnant saying appeared merely base. 

My acquaintance with grave-diggers, considering its length, was 
unremarkable. One, indeed, whom I found plying his spade in the 
red evening, high above Allan Water and in the shadow of Dun¬ 
blane Cathedral, told me of his acquaintance with the birds that 
still attended on his labours; how some would even perch about 
him, waiting for their prey; and in a true Sexton’s Calendar, how 
the species varied with the season of the year. But this was the very 
poetry of the profession. The others whom I knew were somewhat 
dry. A faint flavour of the gardener hung about them, but sophis- 
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ticated and disbloomed. They had engagements to keep not alone 
with the deliberate series o£ the seasons, out with mankind s clocks 
and hour-long measurement of time. And thus there was no tan c 
for the relishing pinch, or the hour-long gossip, foot on spade 
'1'hey were men wrapped up in their grim business; they liked we 
to open long-closed family vaults, blowing in the key and throwing 
wide the grating; and they carried in their minds a calendar o 
names and dates. It would be “in fifty-twa” that such a tomb was 
last opened for “Miss Jemimy.” It was thus they spoke of their past 
patients—familiarly but not without respect, like old family sa¬ 
vants. Here is indeed a servant, whom we forget that we possess; 
who does not wait at the bright table, or run at the bell’s summons, 
but patiently smokes his pipe beside the mortuary fire, and in his 
faithful memory notches the burials of our race. Io suspect 
Shakespeare in his maturity of a superficial touch savours of 
paradox; yet he was surely in error when he attributed insensibility 
to the digger of the grave. But perhaps it is on Hamlet that the 
charge should lie; or perhaps the English sexton differs from the 
Scotch. The “goodman delver,’’ reckoning up his years of office, 
might have at least suggested other thoughts. It is a pride common 
among sextons. A cabinet-maker does not count his cabinets, nor 
even an author his volumes, save when they stare upon him from 
the shelves; but the grave-digger numbers his graves. He would 
indeed be something different from human if his solitary open-air 
and tragic labours left not a broad mark upon his mind. There, in 
his tranquil aisle, apart from city clamour, among the cats and 
robins and the ancient effigies and legends of the tomb, he waits 
the continual passage of his contemporaries, falling like minute 
drops into eternity. As they fall, he counts them; and this enumera¬ 
tion, which was at first perhaps appalling to his soul, in the process 
of years and by the kindly influence of habit grows to be his pride 
and pleasure. There are many common stories telling how he 
piques himself on crowded cemeteries. But I will rather tell of the 
old grave-digger of Monkton, to whose unsuffering bedside the 
minister was summoned. He dwelt in a cottage built into the wall 
of the churchyard; and through a bull’s-eye pane above his bed he 
could see, as he lay dying, the rank grasses and the upright and 
recumbent stones. Dr. Laurie was, I think, a Moderate: ’tis certain, 
at least, that he took a very Roman view of death-bed dispositions; 
for he told the old man that he had lived beyond man’s natural 
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g avc chggcr heard h„„ out; then he raised himself'’upon on" 
elbow, and with the other hand pointed through the window to 
he scene of his life-long labours. “Doctor/' he § said, “I ha elid 

wulT” d ner and !?"' erSCOre in that kirk V ai rd; an it had been His 

“ , 1 " dlCaU i n S Heaven, “I would ha'e likit weel to ha'e made 

rf , C ° W *j r lunner - But ^ was not to be; this tragedian of the 
, 1 act had now another part to play; and the time had come 
when others were to gird and cany him. 


2 

I would fain strike a note that should be more heroical; but the 
ground of all youth’s suffering, solitude, hysteria, and haunting 
of the grave, is nothing else than naked, ignorant selfishness. It 
is himself that he sees dead; those are his virtues that are forgotten; 
his is the vague epitaph. Pity him but the more, if pity be your 
cue, for where a man is all pride, vanity, and personal aspiration, 
he goes through fire unshielded. In every part and corner of your 
life, to lose oneself is to be gainer; to forget oneself is to be happy; 
and his poor, laughable, and tragic fool has not yet learned the 
rudiments; himself, giant Prometheus, is still ironed on the peaks 
of Caucasus. But by-and-by his truant interests will leave that 
tortured body, slip abroad, and gather flowers. Then shall death 
appear before him in an altered guise; no longer as a doom 
peculiar to himself, whether fate’s crowning injustice or his own 
last vengeance upon those who fail to value him; but now as a 
power that wounds him far more tenderly, not without solemn 
compensations, taking and giving, bereaving and yet storing up. 

The first step for all is to learn to the dregs our own ignoble 
fallibility. When we have fallen through storey after storey of our 
vanity and aspiration, and sit rueful among the ruins, then it is 
that we begin to measure the stature of our friends: how they 
.stand between us and our own contempt, believing in our best; 
how, linking us with others, and still spreading wide the influential 
circle, they weave us in and in with the fabric of contemporary 
life; and to what petty size they dwarf the virtues and the vices 
that appeared gigantic in our youth. So that at the last, when such 
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a pin falls out-when there vanishes in the least breath of time one 
of those rich magazines of life on which we drew for our supply 
when he who had first dawned upon us as a face among the faces 
of the city, and, still growing, came to bulk on our regard ™ ^ 
those clear features of the loved and living man, falls m a breath 
to memory and shadow, there falls along with him a whole wing 

of the palace of our life. 


3 

One such face I now remember; one such blank some half a 
dozen of us labour to dissemble. In his youth he was most beautiful 
in person, most serene and genial by disposition; full of racy words 
and quaint thoughts. Laughter attended on his coming. He had 
the air of a great gentleman, jovial and royal with his equals, and 
to the poorest student gentle and attentive. Power seemed to reside 
in him exhaustless; we saw him stoop to play with us, but held 
him marked for higher destinies; we loved his notice; and I have 
rarely had my pride more gratified than when he sat at my father s 
table, my acknowledged friend. So he walked among us, both 
hands full of gifts, carrying with nonchalance the seeds of a most 

influential life. 

The powers and the ground of friendship is a mystery; but, 
looking back, I can discern that, in part, we loved the thing he 
was, for some shadow of what he was to be. For with all his beauty, 
power, breeding, urbanity, and mirth, there was in those days 
something soulless in our friend. He would astonish us by sallies, 
witty, innocent, and inhumane; and by a misapplied Johnsonian 
pleasantry, demolish honest sentiment. I can still see and hear him, 
as he went his way along the lamplit streets. La ci darem la mano 
on his lips, a noble figure of a youth, but following vanity and 
incredulous of good; and sure enough, somewhere on the high seas 
of life, with his health, his hopes, his patrimony, and his self- 
respect, miserably went down. 

From this disaster, like a spent swimmer, he came desperately 
ashore, bankrupt of money and consideration; creeping to the 
family he had deserted; with broken wing, never more to rise. But 
in his face there was a light of knowledge that was new to it. Of 
the wounds of his body he was never healed; died of them gradu¬ 
ally, with clear-eyed resignation; of his wounded pride, we knew 
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only from his silence. He returned to that city where he had 
ded it m his ambitious youth; lived there alone, seeine feiw 

' ' Vlng l ° "f leve irretrievable; at times still grappling vTth 
iat mortal frailty that had brought him down; still joying in 
.1 ‘end * successes; lus laugh still ready but with kindlier music- 
and over all Ins thoughts the shadow of that unalterable law which 


1 . , - ^ -> — — step gentle 

urbane, and with the will to smile. 

The tale of this great failure is, to those who remained true to 
him, the tale of a success. In his youth he took thought for no one 
ut himself; when he came ashore again, his whole armada lost, 
he seemed to think of none but others. Such was his tenderness 
foi others, such his instinct of fine courtesy and pride, that of that 
impure passion of remorse he never breathed a syllable; even regret 
was rare with him, and pointed with a jest. You would not have 
di earned, if you had known him then, that this was that great fail¬ 
ure, that beacon to young men, over whose fall a whole society 
had hissed and pointed fingers. Often have we gone to him, red- 
hot with our own hopeful sorrows, railing on the rose-leaves in our 
princely bed of life, and he would patiently give ear and wisely 
counsel; and it was only upon some return of our own thoughts 
that we were reminded what manner of man this was to whom we 


disembosomed: a man, by his own fault, ruined; shut out of the 
garden of his gifts; his whole city of hope both ploughed and 
salted; silently awaiting the deliverer. Then something took us 
by the throat; and to see him there, so gentle, patient, brave, and 
pious, oppressed but not cast down, sorrow was so swallowed up 
in admiration that we could not dare to pity him. Even if the 
old fault flashed out again, it but awoke our wonder that, in that 
lost battle, he should have still the energy to fight. He had gone to 
ruin with a kind of kindly abandon, like one who condescended; 
but once ruined, with the lights all out, he fought as for a kingdom. 
Most men, finding themselves the authors of their own disgrace, 
rail the louder against God or destiny. Most men, when they re¬ 
pent, oblige their friends to share the bitterness of that repentance. 
But he had held an inquest and passed sentence: mene, mene; and 
condemned himself to smiling silence. He had given trouble 



OLD MORTALITY 907 

enough; had earned misfortune amply, and foregone the right to 

""ThuTwas our old comrade, like Samson, careless in his days of 
strength; but on the coming of adversity, and when that strcngt 
was gone that had betrayed him-"£or our strength ts weakness - 
he began to blossom and bring forth. Well, now, he is out of the 
fight; the burthen that he bore thrown down before the great dc- 

liverer. We 


“in the vast cathedral leave him: 

God accept him, 

Christ receive him!” 


If we go now and look on these innumerable epitaphs, the 
pathos and the irony are strangely fled. They do not stand merely 
to the dead, these foolish monuments; they are pillars and legends 
set up to glorify the difficult but not desperate life of man. This 

around is hallowed by the heroes of defeat. 

I see the indifferent pass before my friend’s last resting-place; 
pause, with a shrug of pity, marvelling that so rich an argosy had 
sunk. A pity, now that he is done with suffering, a pity most un¬ 
called for, and an ignorant wonder. Before those who loved him, 
his memory shines like a reproach; they honour him for silent 
lessons; they cherish his example; and in what remains before them 
of their toil, fear to be unworthy of the dead. For this proud man 
was one of those who prospered in the valley of humiliation of 
whom Bunyan wrote that, “Though Christian had the hard hap to 
meet in the valley with Apollyon, yet I must tell you, that in 
former times men have met with angels here; have found pearls 
here; and have in this place found the words of life. 



On the Enjoyment of Unpleasant Places 



I T IS A DIFFICULT MATTER TO MAKE THE MOST OF ANY GIVEN PLACE, 

and we have much in our own power. Things looked at pa¬ 
tiently from one side after another generally end by showing a side 
that is beautiful. A few months ago some words were said in the 
Portfolio as to an “austere regimen in scenery”; and such a dis¬ 
cipline was then recommended as “healthful and strengthening to 
the taste.” That is the text, so to speak, of the present essay. This 
discipline in scenery, it must be understood, is something more 
than a mere walk before breakfast to whet the appetite. For when 
we are put down in some unsightly neighbourhood, and especially 
if we have come to be more or less dependent on what we see, we 
must set ourselves to hunt out beautiful things with all the ardour 
and patience of a botanist after a rare plant. Day by day we perfect 
ourselves in the art of seeing Nature more favourably. We learn to 
live with her, as people learn to live with fretful or violent spouses: 
to dwell lovingly on what is good, and shut our eyes against all 
that is bleak or inharmonious. We learn, also, to come to each 
place in the right spirit. The traveller, as Brantome quaintly tells 
us, “fait des discours en soi pour se soutenir en chemin”; and into 
these discourses he weaves something out of all that he sees and 
suffers by the way; they take their tone greatly from the varying 
character of the scene; a sharp ascent brings different thoughts 
from a level road; and the man’s fancies grow lighter as he comes 
out of the wood into a clearing. Nor does the scenery any more 
affect the thoughts than the thoughts affect the scenery. We see 
places through our humours as through differently coloured glasses. 
We are ourselves a term in the equation, a note of the chord, and 
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make discord or harmony almost at will. There is no fear for the 
result, if we can but surrender ourselves sufficiently to the country 
that surrounds and follows us, so that we are ever thinking suitable 
thoughts or telling ourselves some suitable sort of story as we go. 
We become thus, in some sense, a centre of beauty; we are 
provocative of beauty, much as a gentle and sincere character is 
provocative of sincerity and gentleness in others. And even wheie 
there is no harmony to be elicited by the quickest and most obedi¬ 
ent of spirits, we may still embellish a place with some attraction 
of romance. We may learn to go far afield for associations, and 
handle them lightly when we have found them. Sometimes an old 
print comes to our aid; I have seen many a spot lit up at once 
with picturesque imaginations, by a reminiscence of Callot, or 
Sadeler, or Paul Brill. Dick Turpin has been my lay figure for 
many an English lane. And I suppose the Trossachs would hardly 
be the Trossachs for most tourists if a man of admirable romantic 
instinct had not peopled it for them with harmonious figures, 
and brought them thither with minds rightly prepared for the 
impression. There is half the battle in this preparation. For 
instance: I have rarely been able to visit, in the proper spirit, the 
wild and inhospitable places of our own Highlands. I am happier 
where it is tame and fertile, and not readily pleased without trees. 
I understand that there are some phases of mental trouble that har¬ 
monise well with such surroundings, and that some persons, by 
the dispensing power of the imagination, can go back several cen¬ 
turies in spirit, and put themselves into sympathy with the hunted, 
houseless, unsociable way of life that was in its place upon these 
savage hills. Now, when I am sad, I like nature to charm me out o£ 
my sadness, like David before Saul; and the thought of these past 
ages strikes nothing in me but an unpleasant pity; so that I can 
never hit on the right humour for this sort of landscape, and lose 
much pleasure in consequence. Still, even here, if I were only let 
alone, and time enough were given, I should have all manner of 
pleasures, and take many clear and beautiful images away with 
me when I left. When we cannot think ourselves into sympathy 


with the great features of a country, we learn to ignore them, and 
put our head among the grass for flowers, or pore, for long times 
together, over the changeful current of a stream. We come down 
to the sermon in stones, when we are shut out from any poem in 
the spread landscape. We begin to peep and botanise, we take an 
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interest in birds and insects, we find many things beautiful in 
immature. The reader will recollect the little summer scene in 
itheung Heights —the one warm scene, perhaps, in all that 
powerful, miserable novel—and the great feature that is made 
therein by grasses and flowers and a little sunshine: this is in the 
spirit of which I now speak. And, lastly, we can go indoors; in¬ 
teriors are sometimes as beautiful, often more picturesque, than 
the shows of the open air, and they have that quality of shelter 
of which I shall presently have more to say. 

\\ ith all this in mind, I have often been tempted to put forth the 
paradox that any place is good enough to live a life in, while it is 
only in a few, and those highly favoured, that we can pass a few 
houis agieeably. For, if we only stay long enough, we become at 
home in the neighbourhood. Reminiscences spring up, like flowers, 
about uninteresting corners. We forget to some degree the superior 
loveliness of other places, and fall into a tolerant and sympathetic 
spirit which is its own reward and justification. Looking back 
the other day on some recollections of my own, I was astonished to 
find how much I owed to such a residence; six weeks in one un¬ 
pleasant country-side had done more, it seemed, to quicken and 
educate my sensibilities than many years in places that jumped 
more nearly with my inclination. 

The country to which I refer was a level and treeless plateau, 
over which the winds cut like a whip. For miles on miles it was 
the same. A river, indeed, fell into the sea near the town where 
I resided; but the valley of the river was shallow and bald, for as 
far up as ever I had the heart to follow it. There were roads, cer¬ 
tainly, but roads that had no beauty or interest; for, as there was 
no timber, and but little irregularity of surface, you saw your 
whole walk exposed to you from the beginning: there was nothing 


left to fancy, nothing to expect, nothing to see by the wayside, save 
here and there an unhomely-looking homestead, and here and 
there a solitary, spectacled stonebreaker; and you were only ac¬ 
companied, as you went doggedly forward, by the gaunt telegraph- 
posts and the hum of the resonant wires in the keen sea-wind. To 
one who had learned to know their song in warm pleasant places 
by the Mediterranean, it seemed to taunt the country, and make it 
still bleaker by suggested contrast. Even the waste places by the side 
of the road were not, as Hawthorne liked to put it, “taken back to 
Nature" by any decent covering of vegetation. Wherever the land 
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had the chance, it seemed to lie fallow. There is a certain tawny 
nudity of the South, bare sunburnt plains, coloured like a lion, an 
hills clothed only in the blue transparent air; but this was o 
another description—this was the nakedness of the North; the 
earth seemed to know that it was naked, and was ashamed and 

C °It seemed to be always blowing on that coast. Indeed, this had 
passed into the speech of the inhabitants, and they saluted each 
other when they met with “Breezy, breezy,” instead of the cus¬ 
tomary “Fine day” of farther south. These continual winds were 
not like the harvest breeze, that just keeps an equable pressure 
against your face as you walk, and serves to set all the trees talking 
over your head, or bring round you the smell of the wet surface 
of the country after a shower. They were of the bitter, hard, per¬ 
sistent sort, that interferes with sight and respiration, and makes 
the eyes sore. Even such winds as these have their own merit in 
proper time and place. It is pleasant to see them brandish great 
masses of shadow. And what a power they have over the colour 
of the world! How they ruffle the solid woodlands in their passage, 
and make them shudder and whiten like a single willow! There is 
nothing more vertiginous than a wind like this among the woods, 
with all its sights and noises; and the effect gets between some 
painters and their sober eyesight, so that, even when the rest of 
their picture is calm, the foliage is coloured like foliage in a gale. 
There was nothing, however, of this sort to be noticed in a country 
where there were no trees and hardly any shadows, save the passive 
shadows of clouds or those of rigid houses and walls. But the wind 
was nevertheless an occasion of pleasure; for nowhere could you 
taste more fully the pleasure of a sudden lull, or a place of op¬ 
portune shelter. The reader knows what I mean; he must remem¬ 
ber how, when he has sat himself down behind a dyke on a hill¬ 
side, he delighted to hear the wind hiss vainly through the crannies 
at his back; how his body tingled all over with warmth, and it be¬ 
gan to dawn upon him, with a sort of slow surprise, that the coun¬ 
try was beautiful, the heather purple, and the far-away hills all 
marbled with sun and shadow. Wordsworth, in a beautiful passage 
of the “Prelude,” has used this as a figure for the feeling struck in 
us by the quiet by-streets of London after the uproar of the great 
thoroughfares; and the comparison may be turned the other way 
with as good effect: 
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Meanwhile the roar continues, till at length. 

Escaped as from an enemy, we turn 
Abruptly into some sequester’d nook. 

Still as a shelter’d place when winds blow loud!” 


I remember meeting a man once, in a train, who told me of 
what must have been quite the most perfect instance of this pleas- 
uie o escape. He had gone up, one sunny, windy morning, to the 
top of a great cathedral somewhere abroad; I think it was Cologne 
Cathedral, the great unfinished marvel by the Rhine; and after a 
long while in dark stairways, he issued at last into the sunshine, on 
a platform high above the town. At that elevation it was quite still 
and warm; the gale was only in the lower strata of the air, and 
he had forgotten it in the quiet interior of the church and during 
his long ascent; and so you may judge of his surprise when, rest- 
ing his aims on the sunlit balustrade and looking over into the 
Place far below him, he saw the good people holding on their hats 
and leaning hard against the wind as they walked. There is some¬ 
thing, to my fancy, quite perfect in this little experience of my 
fellow-traveller’s. The ways of men seem always very trivial to us 
when we find ourselves alone on a church-top, with the blue sky 
and a few tall pinnacles, and see far below us the steep roofs and 
foreshortened buttresses, and the silent activity of the city streets; 
but how much more must they not have seemed so to him as he 
stood, not only above other men’s business, but above other men’s 
climate, in a golden zone like Apollo’sl 

This was the sort of pleasure I found in the country of which I 
write. The pleasure was to be out of the wind, and to keep it in 
memory all the time, and hug oneself upon the shelter. And it was 
only by the sea that any such sheltered places were to be found. 
Between the black worm-eaten headlands there are little bights 
and havens, well screened from the wind and the commotion of 
the external sea, where the sand and weeds look up into the 
gazer’s face from a depth of tranquil water, and the sea-birds, 
screaming and flickering from the ruined crags, alone disturb the 
silence and the sunshine. One such place has impressed itself on 
my memory beyond all others. On a rock by the water’s edge, old 
fighting men of the Norse breed had planted a double castle; the 
two stood wall to wall like semi-detached villas; and yet feud had 
run so high between their owners, that one, from out of a window, 
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shot the other as he stood in his own doorway. There is something 
in the juxtaposition o£ these two enemies full of tragic irony. It 
grim to think of bearded men and bitter women taking hate u 
counsel together about the two hall-hres at night, when the sea 
boomed against the foundations and the wild winter wind was 
loose over the battlements. And in the study we may reconstruc 
for ourselves some pale figure of what life then was. Not so when 
we are there; when we are there such thoughts come to us on y 
intensify a contrary impression, and association is turne agams 
itself. I remember walking thither three afternoons in succession, 
my eyes weary with being set against the wind, and how, dropping 
suddenly over the edge of the down, I found myself in a new world 
of warmth and shelter. The wind, from which I had escaped, as 
from an enemy,” was seemingly quite local. It carried no clouds 
with it, and came from such a quarter that it did not trouble the 
sea within view. The two castles, black and ruinous as the rocks 
about them, were still distinguishable from these by something 
more insecure and fantastic in the outline, something that the last 
storm had left imminent and the next would demolish entirely. 
It would be difficult to render in words the sense of peace that took 
possession of me on these three afternoons. It was helped out, 
as I have said, by the contrast. The shore was battered and be- 
mauled by previous tempests; I had the memory at heart of the 
insane strife of the pigmies who had erected these two castles and 
lived in them in mutual distrust and enmity, and knew I had 
only to put my head out of this little cup of shelter to find the hard 
wind blowing in my eyes; and yet there were the two great tracts 
of motionless blue air and peaceful sea looking on, unconcerned 
and apart, at the turmoil of the present moment and the memorials 
of the precarious past. There is ever something transitory and fret¬ 
ful in the impression of a high wind under a cloudless sky; it seems 
to have no root in the constitution of things; it must speedily begin 
to faint and wither away like a cut flower. And on those days the 


thought of the wind and the thought of human life came very near 
together in my mind. Our noisy years did indeed seem moments in 
the being of the eternal silence: the wind, in the face of that great 
field of stationary blue, was as the wind of a butterfly’s wing. The 
placidity of the sea was a thing likewise to be remembered. Shelley 
speaks of the sea as “hungering for calm,’’ and in this place one 
learned to understand the phrase. Looking down into these green 
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waters from the broken edge of the rock, or swimming leisurely in 
1 C sunshine, it seemed to me that they were enjoying their own 
tanquillity; and when now and again it was disturbed by a wind 
ripple on the surface, or the quick black passage of a fish far below 
they settled back again (one could fancy) with relief. 

On shore too, in the little nook of shelter, everything was so 
subdued and still that the least particular struck in me a pleasur¬ 
able surprise. The desultory crackling of the whin-pods in the 
afternoon sun usurped the ear. The hot, sweet breath of the bank 
that had been saturated all day long with sunshine, and now ex¬ 
haled it into my face, teas like the breath of a fellow-creature. I re¬ 
member that I was haunted by two lines of French verse; in some 
dumb way they seemed to fit my surroundings and give expression 
to the contentment that was in me, and I kept repeating to my¬ 
self— ’ 


“Mon cocur est un luth suspendu, 

Sitot qu’on le touche, il resonne.” 

I can give no reason why these lines came to me at this time; and 
for that very cause I repeat them here. For all I know, they may 
serve to complete the impression in the mind of the reader, as they 
were certainly a part of it for me. 

And this happened to me in the place of all others where I 
liked least to stay. When I think of it I grow ashamed of my own 
ingratitude. “Out of the strong came forth sweetness.” There, in 
the bleak and gusty North, I received, perhaps, my strongest im¬ 
pression of peace. I saw the sea to be great and calm; and the 
earth, in that little corner, was all alive and friendly to me. So, 
wherever a man is, he will find something to please and pacify 
him: in the town he will meet pleasant faces of men and women, 
and see beautiful flowers at a window, or hear a cage-bird singing 
at the corner of the gloomiest street; and for the country, there is 
no country without some amenity—let him only look for it in the 
right spirit, and he will surely find. 




A Humble Remonstrance 



i 

W E HAVE RECENTLY * ENJOYED A QUITE PECULIAR PLEASURE! 

hearing, in some detail, the opinions, about the art they 
practise, o£ Mr. Walter Besant and Mr. Henry James; two men 
certainly of very different calibre: Mr. James so precise of outline, 
so cunning of fence, so scrupulous of finish, and Mr. Besant so 
genial, so friendly, with so persuasive and humourous a vein of 
whim: Mr. James the very type of the deliberate artist, Mr. 
Besant the impersonation of good-nature. That such doctors should 
differ will excite no great surprise; but one point in which they 
seem to agree fills me, I confess, with wonder. For they are both 
content to talk about the “art of fiction”; and Mr. Besant, waxing 
exceedingly bold, goes on to oppose this so-called “art of fiction” 
to the “art of poetry.” By the art of poetry he can mean nothing 
but the art of verse, an art of handicraft, and only comparable 
with the art of prose. For that heat and height of sane emotion 
which we agree to call by the name of poetry, is but a libertine 
and vagrant quality; present, at times, in any art, more often 
absent from them all; too seldom present in the prose novel, too 
frequently absent from the ode and epic. Fiction is in the same 
case; it is no substantive art, but an element which enters largely 
into all the arts but architecture. Homer, Wordsworth, Phidias, 
Hogarth, and Salvini, all deal in fiction; and yet I do not suppose 
that either Hogarth or Salvini, to mention but these two, entered 
in any degree into the scope of Mr. Besant’s interesting lecture or 
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whci. let me suggest that what both Mr. James and Mr^Bes^m 
ha m view was ne.ther more nor less than the art of narrative 

lish note-'” th am 15 a 'T JUS t0 SpC3k SO ‘ C, y of “ Lhe modern Eng- 
. *’ he sta >' and breadwinner of Mr. Mudie; and in the 

authoi of the most pleasing novel on that roll, All Sorts and Con- 

fh t7 ° f ,7; thG dCSirC " natUral en ° U § h - 1 «« conceive, then 

art of Vr/ U Ste " l ° Pr ° POSe tW ° additions - read thus: the 
ait ot fictitious narrative in prose. 

Now the fact of the existence of the modern English novel is 
not to be demed; materially, with its three volumes, leaded type 
and gilded lettering, it is easily distinguishable from other forms of 
literature; but to talk at all fruitfully of any branch of art, it is 
needful to build our definitions on some more fundamental 
ground than binding. Why, then, are we to add “in prose”? The 
Odyssey appears to me the best of romances; The Lady of the Lake 
to stand high in the second order; and Chaucer’s tales and pro¬ 
logues to contain more of the matter and art of the modern Eng¬ 
lish novel than the whole treasury of Mr. Mudie. Whether , a 
nanative be written in blank verse or the Spenserian stanza, in 
the long period of Gibbon or the chipped phrase of Charles Reade, 
the principles of the art of narrative must be equally observed. 
The choice of a noble and swelling style in prose affects the prob¬ 
lem of narration in the same way, if not to the same degree, as the 
choice of measured verse; for both imply a closer synthesis of 
events, a higher key of dialogue, and a more picked and stately 
strain of words. If you are to refuse Don Juan, it is hard to see why 
you should include Zanoni or (to bracket works of very different 
value) The Scarlet Letter; and by what discrimination are you to 
open your doors to The Pilgrim’s Progress and close them on 
The Faery Queen? To bring things closer home, I will here pro¬ 


pound to Mr. Besant a conundrum. A narrative called Paradise 
Lost was written in English verse by one John Milton; what was it 
then? It was next translated by Chateaubriand into French prose; 
and what was it then? Lastly, the French translation was, by some 
inspired compatriot of George Gilfillan (and of mine) turned 
bodily into an English novel; and, in the name of clearness, what 
was it then? 

But, once more, why should we add “fictitious”? The reason 
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why is obvious. The reason why not. if something more recondue 

does not want for weight. The art of narrative, in fact is the sa , 
whether it is applied to the selection and illustration of a real senc^ 

„jr» 

work of cunning and inimitable art) owes its success to the sam 
technical manoeuvres as (let us say) Tom Jones: the clear concep^ 
don of certain characters of man. the choice and presentation of 
certain incidents out of a great number that offered, and the 
venlion (yes, invention) and preservation of a certain key 
dialogue. In which these things are done with the 
which with the greater air of nature-readers will differen Iy 
judge. Boswell's is, indeed, a very special case, and almost a generic, 
but it is not only in Boswell, it is in every biography with any salt 
of life it is in every history where events and men, rather than 
ideas are presented-in Tacitus, in Carlyle, in Michelet m 
Macaulay—that the novelist will find many of his own methods 
most conspicuously and adroitly handled. He will find besides tha 
he who is free—who has the right to invent or steal a missing in¬ 
cident, who has the right, more precious still, of wholesale omis¬ 
sion—is frequently defeated, and, with all his advantages 
leaves a less strong impression of reality and passion. Mr. James 
utters his mind with a becoming fervour on the sanctity of truth to 
the novelist; on a more careful examination truth will seem a word 
of very debatable propriety, not only for the labours of the novel¬ 
ist, but for those of the historian. No art—to use the daring phrase 
of’Mr. James—can successfully “compete with life"; and the art 
that seeks to do so is condemned to perish montibus avus. Li e 
goes before us, infinite in complication; attended by the most vari¬ 
ous and surprising meteors; appealing at once to the eye, to tie 
ear, to the mind—the seat of wonder, to the touch—so thrillxngly 
delicate, and to the belly—so imperious when starved. It com¬ 
bines and employs in its manifestation the method and material, 
not of one art only, but of all the arts. Music is but an arbitrary 
trifling with a few of life’s majestic chords; painting is but a 
shadow of its pageantry of light and colour; literature does but 
drily indicate that wealth of incident, of moral obligation, of 
virtue, vice, action, rapture, and agony, with which it teems. To 
“compete with life,” whose sun we cannot look upon, whose pas¬ 
sions and diseases waste and slay us—to compete with the flavour 
of wine, the beauty of the dawn, the scorching of fire, the bitter- 
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ness of death and separation—here is, indeed, a projected escalade 
ot heaven; here are, indeed, labours for a Hercules in a dress coat, 
armed with a pen and a dictionary to depict the passions, armed 
with a tube of superior flake-white to paint the portrait of the in¬ 
sufferable sun. No art is true in this sense: none can “compete 
"ith : not even history, built indeed of indisputable facts, but 
these facts robbed of their vivacity and sting; so that even when we 
lead of the sack of a city or the fall of an empire, we are surprised, 
and justly commend the author’s talent, if our pulse be quickened. 
And mark, for a last differentia, that this quickening of the pulse 
is, in almost every case, purely agreeable; that these phantom re¬ 
productions of experience, even at their most acute, convey decided 
pleasure; while experience itself, in the cockpit of life, can torture 
and slay. 

What, then, is the object, what the method, of an art, and what 
the source of its power? The whole secret is that no art does “com¬ 
pete with life.” Man’s one method, whether he reasons or creates, 
is to half-shut his eyes against the dazzle and confusion of reality. 
The arts, like arithmetic and geometry, turn away their eyes from 
the gross, coloured, and mobile nature at our feet, and regard in¬ 
stead a certain figmentary abstraction. Geometry will tell us of a 
circle, a thing never seen in nature; asked about a green circle or 
an iron circle, it lays its hand upon its mouth. So with the arts. 
Painting, ruefully comparing sunshine and flakewhite, gives up 
truth of colour, as it had already given up relief and movement; 
and instead of vying with nature, arranges a scheme of harmonious 
tints. Literature, above all in its most typical mood, the mood of 
narrative, similarly flees the direct challenge and pursues instead 
an independent and creative aim. So far as it imitates at all, it 
imitates not life but speech: not the facts of human destiny, but 
the emphasis and the suppressions with which the human actor 
tells of them. The real art that dealt with life directly was that of 
the first men who told their stories round the savage camp-fire. 
Our art is occupied, and bound to be occupied, not so much in 
making stories true as in making them typical; not so much in 
capturing the lineaments of each fact, as in marshalling all of them 
towards a common end. For the welter of impressions, all forcible 
but all discreet, which life presents, it substitutes a certain artificial 
series of impressions, all indeed most feebly represented, but all 
aiming at the same effect, all eloquent of the same idea, all chiming 
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together like consent notes in ntttsie or like the groti™! tmt. 

creative and controlling thought; to this must every tnctdent and 

Character contribute; the style must have ^^^^oks another 
with this- and if there is anywhere a word that looks another 

way, the book would be stronger, clearer, and (I had almost sa dj 

fuller without it. Life is monstrous, infinite, lUo S Ica1 ’= 
poignant; a work of art, in comparison, is neat, finite, selh on 
mined, rational, flowing, and emasculate Life imposes by bru e 
energy, like inarticulate thunder; art catches the ear, among the 
far louder noises of experience, like an air artificially made by a 
discreet musician. A proposition of geometry does not compcte 
with life; and a proposition of geometry is a fair^and luminous 
parallel for a work of art. Both are reasonable, both untrue to the 
crude fact; both inhere in nature, neither represents it. 1 he 
novel, which is a work of art, exists, not by us resemblances to 
life, which are forced and material, as a shoe must still consist of 
leather, but by its immeasurable difference from life, which is de¬ 
signed and significant, and is both the method and the meaning 

of the work. , 

The life of man is not the subject of novels, but the inex¬ 
haustible magazine from which subjects are to be selected; t e 
name of these is legion; and with each new subject—for here 
again I must differ by the whole width of heaven from Mr. James 
—the true artist will vary his method and change the point of at¬ 
tack. That which was in one case an excellence, will become a 
defect in another; what was the making of one book, will in the 
next be impertinent or dull. First each novel, and then each class 
of novels, exists by and for itself. I will take, for instance, three 
main classes, which are fairly distinct: first, the novel of adventure, 
which appeals to certain almost sensual and quite illogical tend¬ 
encies in man; second, the novel of character, which appeals to our 
intellectual appreciation of man’s foibles and mingled and incon¬ 
stant motives; and third, the dramatic novel, which deals with the 
same stuff as the serious theatre, and appeals to our emotional na¬ 


ture and moral judgment. 

And first for the novel of adventure. Mr. James refers, with 
singular generosity of praise, to a little book about a quest for 
hidden treasure; but he lets fall, by the way, some rather startling 
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words. In this hook he misses what he calls the “immense luxury” 
°£ being able to quarrel with his author. The luxury, to most of 
us is to lay by our judgment, to be submerged by the tale as by 
a billow, and only to awake, and begin to distinguish and find 
fault, when the piece is oxer and the volume laid aside. Still more 
remarkable is Mr. James’s reason. He cannot criticise the author, 
as he goes, because,” says he, comparing it with another work, 
I have been a child, but I have never been on a quest for buried 
tiensure. Here is, indeed, a wilful paradox; for if he has never 
been on a quest for buried treasure, it can be demonstrated that 
he has never been a child. There never was a child (unless Master 
James) but has hunted gold, and been a pirate, and a military 
commander, and a bandit of the mountains; but has fought, and 
suffered shipwreck and prison, and imbrued its little hands in 
gore, and gallantly retrieved the lost battle, and triumphantly pro¬ 
tected innocence and beauty. Elsewhere in his essay Mr. James has 
protested with excellent reason against too narrow a conception of 
experience; for the born artist, he contends, the “faintest hints of 
life” are converted into revelations; and it will be found true, I 
believe, in a majority of cases, that the artist writes with more 
gusto and effect of those things which he has only wished to do, 
than of those which he has done. Desire is a wonderful telescope, 
and Pisgah the best observatory. Now, while it is true that neither 
Mr. James nor the author of the work in question has ever, in 
the fleshly sense, gone questing after gold, it is probable that 
both have ardently desired and fondly imagined the details of 
such a life in youthful day-dreams; and the author, counting 
upon that, and well aware (cunning and low-minded man!) that 
this class of interest, having been frequently treated, finds a 
readily accessible and beaten road to the sympathies of the reader, 
addressed himself throughout to the building up and circum- 
stantiation of this boyish dream. Character to the boy is a sealed 
book; for him, a pirate is a beard, a pair of wide trousers, and 
a liberal complement of pistols. The author, for the sake of cir- 
cumstantiation and because he was himself more or less grown 
up, admitted character, within certain limits, into his design; but 
only within certain limits. Had the same puppets figured in a 
scheme of another sort, they had been drawn to very different pur¬ 
pose; for in this elementary novel of adventure, the characters 
need to be presented with but one class of qualities—the warlike 
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trifles; and the characters are portrayed only so - “ 

merest whUe we are running the fox of material interest ts not to 
enrich but to stultify your tale. The stupid reader will only be 

offended, and the clever reader lose the scent. 

The novel of character has this difference from all others^ that 

it requires no coherency of plot, and for this reason, as in the case 
of Gil Bias, it is sometimes called the novel °f adventure. It tu 
on the humours of the persons represented; these are, to be sure, 
embodied in incidents, but the incidents themselves being tribu¬ 
tary, need not march in a progression; and the characters may 
be statically shown. As they enter, so they may go out; they must 
be consistent, but they need not glow. Here Mr. James will re g- 
nise the note of much of his own work; he treats, for the most part, 
the statics of character, studying it at rest or only gently moved, 
and with his usual delicate and just artistic instinct he avoids 
those stronger passions which would deform the attitudes he loves 
to study, and change his sitters from the humourists of ordinary 
life to the brute forces and bare types of more emotional moments. 
In his recent The Author of Beltraffio, so just in conception, so 
nimble and neat in workmanship, strong passion is indeed em¬ 
ployed; but observe that it is not displayed. Even in the heroine the 
working of the passion is suppressed; and the great struggle, the true 
tragedy, the scene-a-faire, passes unseen behind the panels of a 
locked door. The delectable invention of the young visitor is intro¬ 
duced, consciously or not, to this end: that Mr. James, true to his 
method, might avoid the scene of passion. I trust no reader will 
suppose me guilty of undervaluing this little masterpiece. I mean 
merely that it belongs to one marked class of novel, and that it 
would have been very differently conceived and treated had it 
belonged to that other marked class, of which I now proceed to 


speak, v 

I take pleasure in calling the dramatic novel by that name, be¬ 
cause it enables me to point out by the way a strange and pecuL 
iarly English misconception. It is sometimes supposed that tht 
drama consists of incident. It consists of passion, which gives the 
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acior his opportunity; and that passion must progressively increase, 
or the actor, as the piece proceeded, would be unable to carry the 
audience from a lower to a higher pitch of interest and emotion. A 
good serious play must therefore be founded on one of the pas¬ 
sionate cruces of life, where duty and inclination come nobly to 
the grapple; and the same is true of what I call, for that reason, the 
dramatic novel. I will instance a few worthy specimens, all of our 
own day and language; Meredith’s Rhoda Fleming, that wonderful 
and painful book, long out of print,* and hunted for at book-stalls 
like an Aldine; Hardy’s Pair of Blue Eyes; and two of Charles 
Rcade’s, Griffith Gaunt and The Double Marriage, originally called 
White Lies, and founded (by an accident quaintly favourable to my 
nomenclature) on a play by Maquct, the partner of the great 
Dumas. In this kind of novel the closed door of The Author of 
Beltraffio must be broken open; passion must appear upon the 
scene and utter its last word; passion is the be-all and the end-all, 
the plot and the solution, the protagonist and the deus ex machina 
in one. The characters may come anyhow upon the stage: we do 
not care; the point is, that, before they leave it, they shall become 
transfigured and raised out of themselves by passion. It may be part 
of the design to draw them with detail; to depict a full-length 
character, and then behold it melt and change in the furnace of 
emotion. But there is no obligation of the sort; nice portraiture is 
not required; and we are content to accept mere abstract types, so 
they be strongly and sincerely moved. A novel of this class may be 
even great, and yet contain no individual figure; it may be great, 
because it displays the workings of the perturbed heart and the 
impersonal utterance of passion; and with an artist of the second 
class it is, indeed, even more likely to be great, when the issue has 
thus been narrowed and the whole force of the writer’s mind di¬ 
rected to passion alone. Cleverness again, which has its fair field in 
the novel of character, is debarred all entry upon this more solemn 
theatre. A far-fetched motive, an ingenious evasion of the issue, a 
witty instead of a passionate turn, offend us like an insincerity. All 
should be plain, all straight-forward to the end. Hence it is that, 
in Rhoda Fleming, Mrs. Lovel raises such resentment in the reader; 
her motives are too flimsy, her ways are too equivocal, for the 
weight and strength of her surroundings. Hence the hot indigna¬ 
tion of the reader when Balzac, after having begun the Duchesse 

• Now no longer so, thank Heaven! 
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J T *c in tprms of stronsr if somewhat swollen passion, cuts 

arc to- 

and impotently striving, as m life, but towe g 

ail And here'I^an imagine Mr. James, with his lucid sense, to inter- 
vene To much o£ what I have said he would apparently demur 
in much he would, somewhat impatiently, U may be 

true; but it is not what he desired to say or to hear said. He^spoke 
of the finished picture and its worth when done; I, of the brushes, 
the palette, and the north light. He uttered his views in the tone 
and for the ear of good society; I, with the emphasis and techni¬ 
calities of the obtrusive student. But the point, I may reply, is no 
merely to amuse the public, but to offer helpful advice to the 
young writer. And the young writer will not so much be helped y 
genial pictures of what an art may aspire to at its highest, as by 
true idea of what it must be on the lowest terms. The best that we 
can say to him is this: Let him choose a motive, whether of char¬ 
acter or passion; carefully construct his plot so that every incident 
is an illustration of the motive, and every property employed shall 
bear to it a near relation of congruity or contrast; avoid a sub-plot, 
unless, as sometimes in Shakespeare, the sub-plot be a reversion or 
complement of the main intrigue; suffer not his style to flag below 
the level of the argument; pitch the key of conversation, not with 
any thought of how men talk in parlours, but with a single eye to 
the degree of passion he may be called on to express; and allow 
neither himself in the narrative nor any character in the course of 
the dialogue, to utter one sentence that is not part and parcel of 
the business of the story or the discussion of the problem involved. 
Let him not regret if this shortens his book; it will be better so; 
for to add irrelevant matter is not to lengthen but to bury. Let 
him not mind if he miss a thousand qualities, so that he keeps 


unflaggingly in pursuit of the one he has chosen. Let him not care 
particularly if he miss the tone of conversation, the pungent mate¬ 
rial detail of the day’s manners, the reproduction of the atmos¬ 
phere and the environment. These elements are not essential: a 
novel may be excellent, and yet have none of them; a passion or a 
character is so much the better depicted as it rises clearer from 
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material circumstance. In this age of the particular, let him remem¬ 
ber the ages of the abstract, the great books of the past, the brave 
men that lived before Shakespeare and before Balzac. And as the 
root of the whole matter, let him bear in mind that his novel is not 
a transcript of life, to be judged by its exactitude; but a simplifica¬ 
tion of some side or point of life, to stand or fall by its significant 
simplicity. For although, in great men, working upon great mo¬ 
tives, what we observe and admire is often their complexity, yet 
underneath appearances the truth remains unchanged: that simpli¬ 
fication was their method, and that simplicity is their excellence. 


2 

Since the above was written another novelist has entered re¬ 
peatedly the lists of theory: one well worthy of mention, Mr. W. D. 
Howells; and none ever couched a lance with narrower convictions. 
His own work and those of his pupils and masters singly occupy 
his mind; he is the bondslave, the zealot of his school; he dreams of 
an advance in art like what there is in science; he thinks of past 
things as radically dead; he thinks a form can be outlived: a 
strange immersion in his own history; a strange forgetfulness of the 
history of the race! Meanwhile, by a glance at his own works 
(could he see them with the eager eyes of his readers) much of this 
illusion would be dispelled. For while he holds all the poor little 
orthodoxies of the day—no poorer and no smaller than those of 
yesterday or to-morrow, poor and small, indeed, only so far as they 
are exclusive—the living quality of much that he has done is of a 
contrary, I had almost said of a heretical, complexion. A man, as I 
read him, of an originally strong romantic bent—a certain glow of 
romance still resides in many of his books, and lends them their 
distinction. As by accident he runs out and revels in the excep¬ 
tional; and it is then, as often as not, that his reader rejoices— 
justly, as I contend. For in all this excessive eagerness to be 
centrally human, is there not one central human thing that Mr. 
Howells is too often tempted to neglect: I mean himself? A poet, a 
finished artist, a man in love with the appearances of life, a cun¬ 
ning reader of the mind, he has other passions and aspirations than 
those he loves to draw. And why should he suppress himself and do 
such reverence to the Lemuel Barkers? The obvious is not of ne¬ 
cessity the normal; fashion rules and deforms; the majority fall 
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man. 




books 

OF TRAVEL 



Travels with a Donkey 

the Cevennes 




My dear Sidney Colvin, 

The journey which this little book is to describe was very 
agreeable and fortunate for me. After an uncouth beginning, I had 
the best of luck to the end. But we are all travellers in what John 
Bunyan calls the wilderness of this world—all, too, travellers with 
a donkey; and the best that we find in our travels is an honest 
friend. He is a fortunate voyager who finds many. We travel, in¬ 
deed, to find them. They are the end and the reward of life. They 
keep us worthy of ourselves; and when we are alone, we are only 
nearer to the absent. 

Every book is, in an intimate sense, a circular letter to the friends 
of him who writes it. They alone take his meaning; they find 
private messages, assurances of love, and expressions of gratitude, 
dropped for them in every corner. The public is but a generous 
patron who defrays the postage. Yet though the letter is directed to 
all, we have an old and kindly custom of addressing it on the out¬ 
side to one. Of what shall a man be proud, if he is not proud of his 
friends? And so, my dear Sidney Colvin, it is with pride that I sign 
myself affectionately yours. 





Velay 


'Many are the mighty things , and nought ts 

more mighty than man. . . . He masters by his 

devices the tenant of the fields.’— Sophocles. 
'Who hath loosed the bands of the wild ass. 

—Job. 



77 ie Donkey , the Pack , Pack saddle 

j N A LITTLE PLACE CALLED LE MONASTIER, IN A PLEASANT HIGH- 

1 land valley fifteen miles from Le Puy, I spent about a month 
of fine clays. Monastier is notable for the making of lace, for 
drunkenness, for freedom of language, and for unparalleled politi¬ 
cal dissension. There are adherents of each of the four French 
parties—-Legitimists, Orleanists, Imperialists, and Republicans— 
in this little mountain-town; and they all hate, loathe, decry, and 
calumniate each other. Except for business purposes, or to give 
each other the lie in a tavern brawl, they have laid aside even the 
civility of speech. 'Tis a mere mountain Poland. In the midst of 
this Babylon I found myself a rallying-point; every one was anx¬ 
ious to be kind and helpful to the stranger. This was not merely 
from the natural hospitality of mountain people, nor even from 
the surprise with which I was regarded as a man living of his own 
free will in Le Monastier, when he might just as well have lived 
anywhere else in this big world; it arose a good deal from my pro¬ 
jected excursion southward through the Cevennes. A traveller of 
my sort was a thing hitherto unheard of in that district. I was 
looked upon with contempt, like a man who should project a 
journey to the moon, but yet with a respectful interest, like one 
setting forth for the inclement Pole. All were ready to help in my 
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TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY 
preparations; a crowd o£ sympathisers supported me at the critical 
moment of a bargain; not a step was taken but was heralded by 
glasses round and celebrated by a dinner or a breakfast. 

It was already hard upon October before I was ready to set forth, 
and at the high altitudes over which my road lay there was no 
Indian summer to be looked for. I was determined, if not to camp 
out, at least to have the means of camping out in my possession; 
for there is nothing more harassing to an easy mind than the ne¬ 
cessity of reaching shelter by dusk, and the hospitality of a village 
inn is not always to be reckoned sure by those who trudge on foot. 
A tent, above all for a solitary traveller, is troublesome to pitch, 
and troublesome to strike again; and even on the march it forms 
a conspicuous feature in your baggage. A sleeping-sack, on the 
other hand, is always ready—you have only to get into it; it serves 
a double purpose—a bed by night, a portmanteau by day; and it 
docs not advertise your intention of camping out to every curious 
passer-by. This is a huge point. If the camp is not secret, it is but 
a troubled resting-place; you become a public character; the con¬ 
vivial rustic visits your bedside after an early supper; and you must 
sleep with one eye open, and be up before the day. I decided on a 
sleeping-sack; and after repeated visits to Le Puy, and a deal of 
high living for myself and my advisers, a sleeping-sack was de¬ 
signed, constructed, and triumphally brought home. 

This child of my invention was nearly six feet square, exclusive 
of two triangular flaps to serve as a pillow by night and as the top 
and bottom of the sack by day. I call it “the sack,” but it was 
never a sack by more than courtesy: only a sort of long roll or 
sausage, green water-proof cart-cloth without and blue sheep’s fur 
within. It was commodious as a valise, warm and dry for a bed. 
There was luxurious turning room for one; and at a pinch the 
thing might serve for two. I could bury myself in it up to the neck; 
for my head I trusted to a fur cap, with a hood to fold down over 
my ears, and a band to pass under my nose like a respirator; and in 
case of heavy rain I proposed to make myself a little tent, or 
tentlet, with my water-proof coat, three stones, and a bent branch. 

It will readily be conceived that I could not carry this huge pack¬ 
age on my own, merely human, shoulders. It remained to choose a 
beast of burden. Now, a horse is a fine lady among animals, flighty, 
timid, delicate in eating, of tender health; he is too valuable and 
too restive to be left alone, so that you are chained to your brute 
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as to a fellow galley-slave; a dangerous road puts him out of las 
wits- in short, he's an uncertain and exacting ally, and adds thirty¬ 
fold’to the troubles of the voyager. What I required was something 
cheap and small and hardy, and of a stolid and peaceful temper; 

and all these requisites pointed to a donkey. 

There dwelt an old man in Monastier, of rather unsound in¬ 
tellect according to some, much followed by street-boys, and known 
to fame as Father Adam. Father Adam had a cart, and to draw the 
cart a diminutive she-ass, not much bigger than a dog, the co our 
of a mouse, with a kindly eye and a determined under-jaw. I here 
was something neat and high-bred, a quakerish elegance, about the 
rogue that hit my fancy on the spot. Our first interview was in 
Monastier market-place. To prove her good temper, one child after 
another was set upon her back to ride, and one after another went 
head over heels into the air; until a want of confidence began to 
reign in youthful bosoms, and the experiment was discontinued 
from a dearth of subjects. I was already backed up by a deputation 
of my friends; but as if this were not enough, all the buyers and 
sellers came round and helped me in the bargain; and the ass and 
I and Father Adam were the centre of a hubbub for near half an 
hour. At length she passed into my service for the consideration of 
sixty-five francs and a glass of brandy. The sack had already cost 
eighty francs and two glasses of beer; so that Modestine, as I in¬ 
stantly baptised her, was upon all accounts the cheaper article. 
Indeed, that was as it should be; for she was only an appurtenance 
of my mattress, or self-acting bedstead on four castors. 

I had a last interview with Father Adam in a billiard-ioom at the 


witching hour of dawn, when I administered the brandy. He pro¬ 
fessed himself greatly touched by the separation, and declared he 
had often bought white bread for the donkey when he had been 
content with black bread for himself; but this, according to the 
best authorities, must have been a flight of fancy. He had a name 


in the village for brutally misusing the ass; yet it is certain that he 
shed a tear, and the tear made a clean mark down one cheek. 

By the advice of a fallacious local saddler, a leather pad was 
made for me with rings to fasten on my bundle; and I thoughtfully 
completed my kit and arranged my toilette. By way of armoury 
and utensils, I took a revolver, a little spirit-lamp and pan, a 
lantern and some halfpenny candles, a jack-knife and a large 
leather flask. The main cargo consisted of two entire changes of 
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warm clothing—besides my travelling wear of country velveteen 
pdot-ccat, and knnted spencer—some books, and my railway-rug’ 
which being also in the form of a bag, made me a double castle 
for cold nights. The permanent larder was represented by cakes 
o chocolate and tins of Bologna sausage. All this, except what I 
carried about my person, was easily stowed into the sheepskin ba<>- 
and by good fortune I threw in my empty knapsack, rather for 
convenience of carriage than from any thought that I should want 
n on my journey. For more immediate needs, I took a leg of cold 
mutton, a bottle of Beaujolais, an empty bottle to carry milk, an 
egg-beater, and a considerable quantity of black bread and white, 
like Father Adam, for myself and donkey, only in my scheme of 
things the destinations were reversed. 


Monastrians, of all shades of thought in politics, had agreed in 
threatening me with many ludicrous misadventures, and with 
sudden death in many surprising forms. Cold, wolves, robbers, 
abo\e all the nocturnal practical joker, were daily and eloquently 
forced on my attention. Yet in these vaticinations, the true, patent 
danger was left out. Like Christian, it was from my pack I suffered 
by the way. Before telling my own mishaps, let me, in two words, 
relate the lesson of my experience. If the pack is well strapped at 
the ends, and hung at full length—not doubled, for your life— 
across the pack-saddle, the traveller is safe. The saddle will cer¬ 
tainly not fit, such is the imperfection of our transitory life; it will 
assuredly topple and tend to overset; but there are stones on everv 
roadside, and a man soon learns the art of correcting any tendency 
to overbalance with a well-adjusted stone. 

On the day of my departure I was up a little after five; by six, 
we began to load the donkey; and ten minutes after, my hopes 
were in the dust. The pad would not stay on Modestine’s back for 
half a moment. I returned it to its maker, with whom I had so 
contumelious a passage that the street outside was crowded from 
wall to wall with gossips looking on and listening. The pad 
changed hands with much vivacity; perhaps it would be more 
descriptive to say that we threw it at each other's heads; and, at 
any rate, we were very warm and unfriendly, and spoke with a deal 
of freedom. 

I had a common donkey pack-saddle—a bardc, as they call it— 
fitted upon Modestine; and once more loaded her with my effects. 
The doubled sack, my pilot-coat (for it was warm, and I was to walk 
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“ h" „i„.l, -I £.»enrf w,.l. b„nc..„,w ***£%£, 
expected to stretch and slacken by the way, even a very careless 
traveller should have seen disaster brewing. That elaborate s > st * 
of knots, again, was the work of too many sympathise! s to be e y 
artfully designed. It is true they tightened the cords with a w ; 
as many as three at a time would have a foot against Modestine s 
quarters, and be hauling with clenched teeth; but I learned after¬ 
wards that one thoughtful person, without any exercise of oice, 
can make a more solid job than half a dozen heated and enthusi¬ 
astic grooms. I was then but a novice; even after the misadventure 
of the pad nothing could disturb my security, and I went fort 1 
from the stable-door as an ox goeth to the slaughter. 


The Green Donkey-Driver 

The bell of Monastier was just striking nine as I got quit of these 
preliminary troubles and descended the hill through the common. 
As long as I was within sight of the windows, a secret shame and 
the fear of some laughable defeat withheld me from tampering 
with Modestine. She tripped along upon her four small hoofs with 
a sober daintiness of gait; from time to time she shook her ears ot¬ 
her tail; and she looked so small under the bundle that my mind 
misgave me. We got across the ford without difficulty—there was 
no doubt about the matter, she was docility itself—and once on 
the other bank, where the road begins to mount through pine- 
woods, I took in my right hand the unhallowed staff, and with a 
quaking spirit applied it to the donkey. Modestine brisked up her 
pace for perhaps three steps, and then relapsed into her former 
minuet. Another application had the same effect, and so with the 
third. I am worthy the name of an Englishman, and it goes against 
my conscience to lay my hand rudely on a female. I desisted, and 
looked her all over from head to foot; the poor brute’s knees were 
trembling and her breathing was distressed; it was plain that she 
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could g o no faster on a hill. God forbid, thought I, that I should 
hrutal.se tins innocent creature; let her go at her own pace, and 
k?t me patiently follow. 

What that pace was, there is no word mean enough to describe; 
n was something as much slower than a walk as a walk is slower 
than a run; it kept me hanging on each foot for an incredible 
length of time; in five minutes it exhausted the spirit and set up 
a fever in all the muscles of the leg. And yet I had to keep close at 
hand and measure my advance exactly upon hers; for if I dropped 
a few yards into the rear, or went on a few yards ahead, Modestine 
came instantly to a halt and began to browse. The thought that 
this was to last from here to Alais nearly broke my heart. Of all 
conceivable journeys, this promised to be the most tedious. I tried 


to tell myself it was a lovely day; I tried to charm my foreboding 
spirit with tobacco; but I had a vision ever present to me of the 
long, long roads, up hill and down dale, and a pair of figures ever 
infinitesimally moving, foot by foot, a yard to the minute, and, like 
things enchanted in a nightmare, approaching no nearer to the 
goal. 


In the mean time there came up behind us a tall peasant, per¬ 
haps forty years of age, of an ironical snuffy countenance, and 
arrayed in the green tail-coat of the country. He overtook us hand 
over hand, and stopped to consider our pitiful advance. 

“Your donkey,” says he, “is very old?” 

I told him, I believed not. 

Then, he supposed, we had come far. 

I told him, we had but newly left Monastier. 

“Et vous marchez comme fa!” cried he; and, throwing back his 
head, he laughed long and heartily. I watched him, half prepared 
to feel offended, until he had satisfied his mirth; and then, “You 
must have no pity on these animals,” said he; and, plucking a 
switch out of a thicket, he began to lace Modestine about the 
stern-works, uttering a cry. The rogue pricked up her ears and 
broke into a good round pace, which she kept up without flagging, 
and without exhibiting the least symptom of distress, as long as the 
peasant kept beside us. Her former panting and shaking had been, 
I regret to say, a piece of comedy. 

My deus ex machina, before he left me, supplied some excellent, 
if inhumane, advice; presented me with the switch, which he de¬ 
clared she would feel more tenderly than my cane; and finally 
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taught me the true cry or masonic word of donkey-drivers, I root 
Ml the time, lie regarded me with a comical incredulous air, uhich 
was embarrassing fo confront; and smiled over my donjcey^nwng. 
as I might have smiled over his orthography, or his gieen tail-coat. 

But it was not my turn for the moment. 

I was proud of my new lore, and thought I had learned the ar 

to perfection. And certainly Modestine did wonders tor the rest o 
the forenoon, and I had a breathing space to look about me. It was 
Sabbath; the mountain-fields were all vacant in the sunshine; and 
as we came down through St. Martin de Frugeres, the church was 
crowded to the door, there were people kneeling without upon t le 
steps, and the sound of the priest’s chanting came forth out of the 
dim interior. It gave me a home feeling on the spot; for I am a 
countryman of the Sabbath, so to speak, and all Sabbath observ¬ 
ances, like a Scotch accent, strike in me mixed feelings, grateful 
and reverse. It is only a traveller, hurrying by like a person from 
another planet, who can rightly enjoy the peace and beauty ot the 
great ascetic feast. The sight of the resting country does his spirit 
good. There is something better than music in the wide unusual 
silence; and it disposes him to amiable thoughts, like the sound of 

a little river or the warmth of sunlight. 

In this pleasant humour I came down the hill to where Goudet 
stands in a green end of a valley, with Chateau Beaufort opposite 
upon a rocky steep, and the stream, as clear as crystal, lying in a 
deep pool between them. Above and below, you may hear it 
wimpling over the stones, an amiable stripling of a river, which it 
seems absurd to call the Loire. On all sides, Goudet is shut in by 
mountains; rocky foot-paths, practicable at best for donkeys, join 
it to the outer world of France; and the men and women drink and 
swear, in their green corner, or look up at the snow-clad peaks in 
winter from the threshold of their homes, in an isolation, you 
would think, like that of Homer’s Cyclops. But it is not so; the 
postman reaches Goudet with the letter-bag; the aspiring youth of 
Goudet are within a day’s walk of the railway at Le Puy; and here 


in the inn you may find an engraved portrait of the host’s nephew, 
Regis Senac, “Professor of Fencing and Champion of the two 
Americas,” a distinction gained by him, along with the sum of 
five hundred dollars, at Tammany Hall, New York, on the 10th 
April 1876. 

I hurried over my midday meal, and was early forth again. But, 
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alas, as we climbed the interminable hill upon the other side 
toot seemed to have lost its virtue. I prooted like a lion I 
proofed melhfluously like a sucking-dove; but Modestine would be 
neither softened nor tntimidated. She held doggedly to her pace; 
nothing but a blow would move her, and that only for a second. 

must follow at her heels, incessantly belabouring. A moment’s 
pause in this ignoble toil, and she relapsed into her own private 
gait. 1 think I never heard of any one in as mean a situation. I 
must reach the lake of Bouchet, where I meant to camp, before 
sundown, and, to have even a hope of this, I must instantly mal¬ 
treat this uncomplaining animal. The sound of my own blows 
sickened me. Once, when I looked at her, she had a faint resem¬ 
blance to a lady of my acquaintance who formerly loaded me with 
kindness; and this increased mv horror of my cruelty. 

1 o make matters worse, we encountered another donkey, rang¬ 
ing at will upon the roadside; and this donkey chanced to be a 
gentleman. He and Modestine met nickering for joy, and I had to 
separate the pair and beat down their young romance with a re¬ 
newed and feverish bastinado. If the other donkey had had the 
heart of a male under his hide, he would have fallen upon me 
tooth and hoof; and this was a kind of consolation—he was plainly 
unworthy of Modestine’s affection, but the incident saddened me, 
as did everything that spoke of my donkey’s sex. 

It was blazing hot up the valley, windless, with vehement sun 
upon my shoulders; and I had to labour so consistently with my 
stick that the sweat ran into my eyes. Every five minutes, too, the 
pack, the basket, and the pilot-coat would take an ugly slew to one 
side or the other; and I had to stop Modestine, just when I had got 
her to a tolerable pace of about two miles an hour, to tug, push, 
shoulder, and readjust the load. And at last, in the village of 
Ussel, saddle and all, the whole hypothec turned round and grov¬ 
elled in the dust below the donkey's belly. She, none better 
pleased, incontinently drew up and seemed to smile; and a party 
of one man, two women, and two children came up, and, standing 
round me in a half-circle, encouraged her by their example. 

I had the devil’s own trouble to get the thing righted; and the 
instant I had done so, without hesitation, it toppled and fell down 
upon the other side. Judge if I was hot! And yet not a hand was 
offered to assist me. The man, indeed, told me I ought to have a 
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package of a different shape. I suggested, if he knew nothing 
to the point in my predicament, he might hold hts tongue. And the 

good-natured dog agreed with me smilingly. It was the inost CS P* 
cable fix. I must plainly content myself with the pack foi Modcs- 
tine, and take the following items for my own share of the poitage. 
a cane, a quart flask, a pilot-jacket heavily weighted in the pockets 
two pounds of black bread, and an open basket full of meats and 
bottles. I believe I may say I am not devoid of greatness of soul; 
for I did not recoil from this infamous burden. I disposed it. 
Heaven knows how, so as to be mildly portable, and then proceeded 
to steer Modestinc through the village. She tried, as was indeed her 
invariable habit, to enter every house and every courtyard in the 
whole length; and, encumbered as I was, without a hand to help 
myself, no words can render an idea of my difficulties. A priest, 
with six or seven others, was examining a church in process of 
repair, and he and his acolytes laughed loudly as they saw my 
plight. I remembered having laughed myself when I had seen 
good men struggling with adversity in the person of a jackass, and 
the recollection filled me with penitence. That was in my old light 
days, before this trouble came upon me. God knows at least that I 
shall never laugh again, thought I. But O, what a cruel thing is a 
farce to those engaged in it! 

A little out of the village, Modestine, filled with the demon, set 
her heart upon a by-road, and positively refused to leave it. I 
dropped all my bundles, and, I am ashamed to say, struck the poor 
sinner twice across the face. It was pitiful to see her lift up her 
head with shut eyes, as if waiting for another blow. I came very 
near crying; but I did a wiser thing than that, and sat scpiarely 
down by the roadside to consider my situation under the cheerful 
influence of tobacco and a nip of brandy. Modestine, in the mean 
while, munched some black bread with a contrite hypocritical air. 
It was plain that I must make a sacrifice to the gods of shipwreck. 
I threw away the empty bottle destined to carry milk; I threw 
away my own white bread, and, disdaining to act by general 
average, kept the black bread for Modestine; lastly, I threw away 
the cold leg of mutton and the egg-whisk, although this last was 
dear to my heart. Thus I found room for everything in the basket, 
and even stowed the boating-coat on the top. By means of an end 
of cord I slung it under one arm; and although the cord cut my 
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•shoulder, and the jacket hung almost to the ground, it was with a 
heart greatly lightened that I set forth again. 

I had now an arm free to thrash Modestine, and cruelly I chas¬ 
tised her. If I were to reach the lakeside before dark, she must 
bestir her little shanks to some tune. Already the sun had gone 
down into a windy-looking mist; and although there were still a 
few streaks of gold far off to the east on the hills and the black fir- 
woods, all was cold and gray about our onward path. An infinity 
of little country by-roads led hither and thither among the fields. 
It was the most pointless labyrinth. I could see my destination 
overhead, or rather the peak that dominates it; but choose as I 
pleased, the roads always ended by turning away from it, and 
sneaking back towards the valley, or northward along the margin 
of the hills. The failing light, the waning colour, the naked, un- 
homely, stony country through which I was travelling, threw me 
into some despondency. I promise you, the stick was not idle; I 
think every decent step that Modestine took must have cost me at 
least two emphatic blows. There was not another sound in the 
neighbourhood but that of my unwearying bastinado. 

Suddenly, in the midst of my toils, the load once more bit the 
dust, # and, as by enchantment, all the cords were simultaneously 
loosened, and the road scattered with my dear possessions. The 
packing was to begin again from the beginning; and as I had to 
invent a new and better system, I do not doubt but I lost half an 
hour. It began to be dusk in earnest as I reached a wilderness of 
turf and stones. It had the air of being a road which should lead 
everywhere at the same time; and I was falling into something not 
unlike despair when I saw two figures stalking towards me over the 
stones. They walked one behind the other like tramps, but their 
pace was remarkable. The son led the way, a tall, ill-made, sombre. 
Scotch-looking man; the mother followed, all in her Sunday’s best, 
with an elegantly-embroidered ribbon to her cap, and a new felt 
hat atop, and proffering, as she strode along with kilted petticoats, 
a string of obscene and blasphemous oaths. 

I hailed the son and asked him my direction. He pointed loosely 
west and northwest, muttered an inaudible comment, and, without 
slacking his pace for an instant, stalked on, as he was going, right 
athwart my path. The mother followed without so much as raising 
her head. I shouted and shouted after them, but they continued 
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to scale the hillside, and turned a deaf ear to my outcries. At last, 
leaving Modestine by herself, I was constrained to run aitci them, 
hailing the while. They stopped as I drew near, the mothei still 
cursing; and I could see she was a handsome, motherly, respectable- 
looking woman. The son once more answered me roughly and 
inaudibly, and was for setting out again. But this time I simp y 
collared the mother, who was nearest me, and, apologising 01 my 
violence, declared that I could not let them go until they had put 
me on my road. They were neither of them offended—rather 
mollified than otherwise; told me I had only to follow them; an 
then the mother asked me what I wanted by the lake at such an 
hour. I replied, in the Scotch manner, by inquiring if she had far 
to go herself. She told me, with another oath, that she had an hour 
and a half’s road before her. And then, without salutation, the 
pair strode forward again up the hillside in the gathering dusk. 

I returned for Modestine, pushed her briskly forward, and, after 
a sharp ascent of twenty minutes, reached the edge of a plateau. 
The view, looking back on my day’s journey, was both wild and sad. 
Mount Mezenc and the peaks beyond St. Julien stood out in trench¬ 
ant gloom against a cold glitter in the east; and the intervening 
field of hills had fallen together into one broad wash of shadow, 
except here and there the outline of a wooded sugar-loaf in black, 
here and there a white irregular patch to represent a cultivated 
farm, and here and there a blot where the Loire, the Gazeille, or 

Laussonne wandered in a gorge. 

Soon we were on a high-road, and surprise seized on my mind 
as I beheld a village of some magnitude close at hand; for I had 
been told that the neighbourhood of the lake was uninhabited ex¬ 
cept by trout. The road smoked in the twilight with children driv¬ 
ing home cattle from the fields; and a pair of mounted stride¬ 
legged women, hat and cap and all, dashed past me at a hammering 
trot from the canton where they had been to church and market 
I asked one of the children where I was. At Bouchet St. Nicolas, he 
told me. Thither, about a mile south of my destination, and on the 
other side of a respectable summit, had these confused roads and 
treacherous peasantry conducted me. My shoulder was cut, so that it 
hurt sharply; my arm ached like toothache from perpetual beating; 
I gave up the lake and my design to camp, and asked for the 
auberge. ■ 
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I Have a Goad 

, rhe a "f cr S e of Boud >« St. Nicolas was among the least preten 

s 1 have ever Vlsltcd : but I saw many more of the like upon 
.ny journey. Indeed, it was typical of these French highlands 

lagine a cottage of two stories, with a bench before the door; the 

stable and kitchen in a suite, so that Modestine and I could hear 

each other dining; furniture of the plainest, earthern floors, a 

single bedchamber for travellers, and that without any convenience 

Ut beds. In the kitchen cooking and eating go forward side by 

side, and the family sleep at night. Any one who has a fancy to 

wash must do so in public at the common table. The food is 

sometimes spare; hard fish and omelette have been my portion 

more than once; the wine is of the smallest, the brandy abominable 

to man; and the visit of a fat sow, grouting under the table and 

rubbing against your legs, is no impossible accompaniment to 
dinner. 


But the people of the inn, in nine cases out of ten, show them¬ 
selves friendly and considerate. As soon as you cross the doors you 
cease to be a stranger; and although these peasantry are rude and 
forbidding on the highway, they show a tincture of kind breeding 
when you share their hearth. At Bouchet, for instance, I uncorked 
my bottle of Beaujolais, and asked the host to join me. He would 
take but little. 

“I am an amateur of such wine, do you see?” he said, “and I am 
capable of leaving you not enough.” 

In these hedge-inns the traveller is expected to eat with his own 
knife; unless he asks, no other will be supplied: with a glass, a 
whang of bread, and an iron fork, the table is completely laid. My 
knife was cordially admired by the landlord of Bouchet, and the 
spring filled him with wonder. 

“I should never have guessed that,” he said. “I would bet,” he 
added, weighing it in his hand, ‘‘that this cost you not less than five 
francs.” 

When I told him it had cost me twenty, his jaw dropped. 

He was a mild, handsome, sensible, friendly old man, astonish¬ 
ingly ignorant. His wife, who was not so pleasant in her manners, 
knew how to read, although I do not suppose she ever did so. She 
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had a share of brains and spoke with a cutting emphasis, like one 

who ruled the roast. • 

-My man knows nothing,” she said, with an angry nod, he is 

like the beasts.” . . , , • h d 

And the old gentleman signified acquiescence with h.s head 

There was no contempt on her part, and no shame on us, r 

facts were accepted loyally, and no more about the matter. 

I was tightly cross-examined about my journey; and the lady 

understood in a moment, and sketched out what I should put into 

my book when I got home. “Whether people harvest or not in 

such or such a place; if there were forests; studies of manners, 

what, for example, I and the master of the house say to you; the 

beauties of Nature, and all that." And she interrogated me with a 


look. 

“It is just that,” said I. „ 

“You see,” she added to her husband, “I understood that. 

They were both much interested by the story of my misadven¬ 
tures. 

“In the morning,” said the husband, “I will make you something 
better than your cane. Such a beast as that feels nothing; it is in 
the proverb —dur comme un dne; you might beat her insensible 
with a cudgel, and yet you would arrive nowhere. 

, Something better! I little knew what he was offering. 

The sleeping-room was furnished with two beds. I had one; and 
T will own I was a little abashed to find a young man and his wife 
and child in the act of mounting into the other. This was my first 
experience of the sort; and if I am always to feel equally silly and 
extraneous, I pray God it be my last as well. I kept my eyes to 
myself, and know nothing of the woman except that she had 
beautiful arms, and seemed no whit embarrassed by my appear¬ 
ance. As a matter of fact, the situation was more trying to me than 
to the pair. A pair keep each other in countenance; it is the single 
gentleman who has to blush. But I could not help attiibuting my 
sentiments to the husband, and sought to conciliate his tolerance 
with a cup of brandy from my flask. He told me that he was a 
cooper of Alais travelling to St. Etienne in search of work, and 
that in his spare moments he followed the fatal calling of a maker 
of matches. Me he readily enough divined to be a brandy mer¬ 
chant. 
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I was up first in the morning (Monday, September 23 d) and 
hastened my toilette guiltily, so as to leave a clear held for madam 
me cooper's wife. I drank a bowl of milk, and set off to explore the 
neighbourhood of Bouchet. It was perishing cold, a gray, windy, 
wintry morning; misty clouds flew fast and low; the wind piped 
over the naked platform; and the only speck of colour was away 
behind Mount Mezenc and the eastern hills, where the sky still 
wore the orange of the dawn. 

It was five in the morning, and four thousand feet above the sea; 
and I had to bury my hands in my pockets and trot. People were 
trooping out to the labours of the field by twos and threes, and all 
turned round to stare upon the stranger. I had seen them coming 
back last night, I saw them going afield again; and there was the 
life of Bouchet in a nutshell. 

When I came back to the inn for a bit of breakfast, the landlady 
was in the kitchen combing out her daughter’s hair; and I made 
her my compliments upon its beauty. 

“Oh, no,” said the mother; “it is not so beautiful as it ought to 
be. Look, it is too fine.” 

Thus docs a wise peasantry console itself under adverse physical 
circumstances, and, by a startling democratic process, the defects of 
the majority decide the type of beauty. 

“And where,” said I, “is monsieur?” 

“The master of the house is up-stairs,” she answered, “making 
you a goad.” 

Blessed be the man who invented goads! Blessed the innkeeper 
of Bouchet St. Nicolas, who introduced me to their use! This plain 
wand, with an eighth of an inch of pin, was indeed a sceptre when 
he put it in my hands. Thenceforward Modestine was my slave. 
A prick, and she passed the most inviting stable-door. A prick, and 
she broke forth into a gallant little trotlet that devoured the miles. 
It was not a remarkable speed, when all was said; and we took four 
hours to cover ten miles at the best of it. But what a heavenly 
change since yesterday! No more wielding of the ugly cudgel; no 
more flailing with an aching arm; no more broadsword exercise, 
but a discreet and gentlemanly fence. And what although now and 
then a drop of blood should appear on Modestine’s mouse-coloured 
wedge-like rump? I should have preferred it otherwise, indeed; but 
yesterday’s exploits had purged my heart of all humanity. The 
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perverse little devil, since she would not be taken with kindness, 

ladle, and a pair ol po,.-runner,, ,l» road wa, dead, jlr aj 
all the way to Pradelles. I scarce remember an incident 
A handsome foal with a bell about his neck came charging up 
ion aTetch of common, sniffed the air martially as one about 

to do great deeds, and, suddenly thinking otherwise m h,s 
voung heart, put about and galloped off as he ^d co me he bell 
tinkling in the wind. For a long while afterwards I saw his noble 
attitude as he drew up, and heard the note of his bell; and when 
struck the high-road, the song of the telegraph-wires seemed 

continue the same music. .... a^a 

Pradelles stands on a hillside, high above the All.er, ^rr«unde 

b y rich meadows. They were cutting aftermath on all sides, whic 
give the neighbourhood, this gusty autumn morning, an untimely 
fill of hay On the opposite bank of the All.er the land kept 
mounting fir miles to the horizon; a tanned and sallow autumn 
landscape, with black blots of fir-wood and white roads ™ anderl "S 
through the hills. Over all this the clouds shed a uniform an 
purpltsh shadow, sad and somewhat menacing, exaggerating height 
and distance, and throwing into still higher relief the twisted 
ribbons of the highway. It was a cheerless prospect, but one stimu¬ 
lating to a traveller. For I was now upon the limit of Velay, and all 
that I beheld lay in another country—wild Gevaudan, moun¬ 
tainous, uncultivated, and but recently disforested from terror of 


the wolves. , , 

Wolves, alas, like bandits, seem to flee the traveller s advance; 

and you may trudge through all our comfortable Europe, and not 

meet with an adventure worth the name. But here, if anywhere, a 

man was on the frontiers of hope. For this was the land of the 

ever-memorable Beast, the Napoleon Buonaparte of wolves. What 

a career was his! He lived ten months at free quarters in Gevaudan 

and Vivarais; he ate women and children and “shepherdesses 

celebrated for their beauty;” he pursued armed horsemen; he has 

been seen at broad noonday chasing a postchaise and outrider 

along the king’s high-road and chaise and outrider fleeing before 

him at the gallop. He was placarded like a political offender, and 

ten thousand francs were offered for his head. And yet, when he 
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was shot and sent to Versailles, behold! a common wolf and even 

T / ^ ‘ ThOUgh 1 could — h from pole to pole- Z e 
Alexander Pope; the Little Corporal shook Europe; P and if ah 

wolves had been as this wolf, they would have changed the history 

of man. M. El.e Berthet has made him the hero of a novel, which I 
have read, and do not wish to read again. 

I hurried over my lunch, and was proof against the landlady’s 
desire that I should visit our Lady of Pradelles, “who performed 
many miracles, although she was of wood;” and before three-quar¬ 
ters of an hour I was goading Modestine down the steep descent 
that leads to Langogne on the Allier. On both sides of the road, in 
big dusty fields, farmers were preparing for next Spring. Every 
fifty yards a yoke of great-necked stolid oxen were patiently haling 
at the plough. I saw one of these mild formidable servants of the 
glebe, who took a sudden interest in Modestine and me. The 
furrow down which he was journeying lay at an angle to the road, 
and his head was solidly fixed to the yoke like those of caryatides 
below a ponderous cornice; but he screwed round his big honest 
eyes and followed us with a ruminating look, until his master bade 
him turn the plough and proceed to reascend the field. From all 
these furrowing ploughshares, from the feet of oxen, from a la¬ 
bourer here and there who was breaking the dry clods with a hoc, 
the wind carried away a thin dust like so much smoke. It was a fine, 
busy, breathing, rustic landscape; and as I continued to descend, 
the highlands of Gevaudan kept mounting in front of me against 
the sky. 

I had crossed the Loire the day before; now I was to cross the 
Allier; so near are these two confluents in their youth. Just at the 
bridge of Langogne, as the long-promised rain was beginning to 
fall, a lassie of some seven or eight addressed me in the sacramental 
phrase, “D’oii ’st que vous venez?” She did it with so high an air 
that she set me laughing; and this cut her to the quick. She was 
evidently one who reckoned on respect, and stood looking after 
me in silent dudgeon, as I crossed the bridge and entered the 
county of Gevaudan. 



Upper Gevaudan 


••The way also here was very wearisome through 
dirt and slabbiness; nor was there on all this 
ground so much as one inn or victualling-house 
wherein to refresh the feebler sort. 

n!1 
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A Camp in the Dark 

m H E NEXT DAY (TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 24th), IT WAS TWO O’CLOCK IN 

I the afternoon before I got my journal written up and my 
knapsack repaired, for I was determined to carry my knapsack in 
the future and have no more ado with baskets; and half an our 
afterwards I set out for Le Cheylard l’Eveque, a place on the 
borders of the forest of Mercoire. A man, I was told, should wa 
there in an hour and a half; and I thought it scarce too ambitious 
to suppose that a man encumbered with a donkey might cover the 
same distance in four hours. 

All the way <up the long hill from Langogne it rained and hailed 
alternately; the wind kept freshening steadily, although slowly; 
plentiful hurrying clouds—some dragging veils of straight rain- 
shower, others massed and luminous as though promising snow 
careered out of the north and followed me along my way. I was 
soon out of the cultivated basin of the Allier, and away from the 
ploughing oxen, and such-like sights of the country. Moor, 
heathery marsh, tracts of ;rock and pines, woods of birch all jew¬ 
elled with the autumn yellow, here and there a few naked cottages 
and bleak fields,—these were the characters of the country. Hill 
and valley followed valley and hill; the little green and stony 
cattle-tracks wandered in and out of one another, split into three 
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or four, died away in marshy hollows, and began again sporad- 
ically on hillsides or at the borders of a wood 

There was no direct road to Cheylard, and it was no easy affair 
o make a passage in this uneven country and through this inter¬ 
mittent labyrinth of tracks. It must have been about four when I 
stiuck Sagnerousse, and went on my way rejoicing in a sure point 
of departure. Two hours afterwards, the dusk rapidly falling, in a 
lull of the wind, I issued from a fir-wood where I had long been 
wandering, and found, rot the looked-for village, but another 
marish bottom among rough-and-tumble hills. For some time past 
I had heard the ringing of cattle-bells ahead; and now, as I came 
out of the skirts of the wood, I saw near upon a dozen cows and 
perhaps as many more black figures, which I conjectured to be 
childien, although the mist had almost unrecognisably exaggerated 
theii foims. These were all silently following each other round and 
round in a circle, now taking hands, now breaking up with chains 
and leverences. A dance of children appeals to very innocent and 
lively thoughts; but, at nightfall on the marshes, the thing was 
eei ie and fantastic to behold. Even I, who am well enough read in 
Herbert Spencer, felt a sort of silence fall for an instant on my 
mind. The next, I was pricking Modestine forward, and guiding 
her like an unruly ship through the open. In a path, she went 
doggedly ahead of her own accord, as before a fair wind; but once 
on the turf or among heather, and the brute became demented. 
The tendency of lost travellers to go round in a circle was de¬ 
veloped in her to the degree of passion, and it took all the steering 
I had in me to keep even a decently straight course through a 
single field. 

While I was thus desperately tacking through the bog, children 
and cattle began to disperse, until only a pair of girls remained 
behind. From these I sought direction on my path. The peasantry 
in general were but little disposed to counsel a wayfarer. One old 


devil simply retired into his house, and barricaded the door on my 
approach; and I might beat and shout myself hoarse, he turned a 
deaf ear. Another, having given me a direction which, as I found 
afterwards, I had misunderstood, complacently watched me going 
wrong without adding a sign. He did not care a stalk of parsley if 
I wandered all night upon the hills! As for these two girls, they 
were a pair of impudent sly sluts, with not a thought but mis¬ 
chief. One put out her tongue at me, the other bade me follow the 
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cows; and they both giggled and jogged each other's elbows The 

Beast of G^vaudan ate about a hundred children of t 

I began to think of him with sympathy. . 

Leaving the girls, I pushed on through the bog, and got into 

another wood and upon a well-marked road. It grew darker an 
darker. Modestine, suddenly beginning to smell mischief bettered 
the pace of her own accord, and from that time forward gave me 
no trouble. It was the first sign of intelligence I had occasion to 
remark in her. At the same time, the wind freshened into halt a 
eale and another heavy discharge of rain came flying up out of 
the north. At the other side of the wood I sighted some red win¬ 
dows in the dusk. This was the hamlet of Fouzilhic; three houses 
on a hillside, near a wood of birches. Here I found a delightfu 
old man, who came a little way with me in the rain to put me 
safely on the road for Cheylard. He would hear of no reward; but 
shook his hands above his head almost as if in menace, and refused 

volubly and shrilly, in unmitigated patois. 

All seemed right at last. My thoughts began to turn upon dinner 
and a fireside, and my heart was agreeably softened in my bosom. 
Alas, and I was on the brink of new and greater miseries! Sud¬ 
denly, at a single swoop, the night fell. I have been abroad in many 
a black night, but never in a blacker. A glimmer of rocks, a glim¬ 
mer of the track where it was well beaten, a certain fleecy density, 
or night within night, for a tree—this was all that I could dis¬ 
criminate. The sky was simply darkness overhead; even the flying 
clouds pursued their way invisibly to human eyesight. I could not 
distinguish my hand at arm’s length from the track, nor my goad, 
at the same distance, from the meadows or the sky. 

Soon the road that I was following split, after the fashion of 
the country, into three or four in a piece of rocky meadow. Since 
Modestine had shown such a fancy for beaten roads, X tried her 


mstinct in this predicament. But the instinct of an ass is what 
might be expected from the name; a half a minute she was clam¬ 
bering round and round among some boulders, as lost a donkey 
as you would wish to see. I should have camped long before had I 
been properly provided; but as this was to be so short a stage, I 
had brought no wine, no bread for myself and little over a pound 
for my lady-friend. Add to this, that I and Modestine were both 
handsomely wetted by the showers. But now, if I could have found 
some water, I should have camped at once in spite of all. Water, 
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however, being entirely absent, except in the form of rain I 
determined to return to Fouzilhic, and ask a guide a little further 
" "’ y farther lend thy guiding hand.” 

roarintr bH\"’ aS T *° dcddC ’ hard to a “omplish. In this sensible 
oa ng b'ackness I was sure of nothing but the direction of the 

, 1 ° th,s 1 set the road had disappeared, and I 

'cn actoss country, now in marshy opens, now baffled by walls 

unscalable to Modestine, until I came once more in sight of some 

led windows. 1 his tune they were differently disposed. It was not 

rouz.lhtc, but Fouzilhac, a hamlet little distant from the other 

in space, but worlds away in the spirit of its inhabitants. I tied 

Modestine to a gate, and groped forward, stumbling among rocks, 

plunging mid-leg in bog, until I gained the entrance of the village. 

In the first lighted house there was a woman who would not open 

to me. She could do nothing, she cried to me through the door, 

being alone and lame; but if I would apply at the next house, there 


was a man who could help me if he had a mind. 

1 hey came to the next door in force, a man, two women, and a 
girl, and bi ought a pair of lanterns to examine the wayfarer. The 
man was not ill-looking, but had a shifty smile. He leaned against 
the doorpost, and heard me state my case. All I asked was a guide 
as far as Cheylard. 

“C’est que, voyez-vous, il fait noir” said he. 

I told him that was just my reason for requiring help. 

“I understand that,” said he, looking uncomfortable; “mais — 
c’est—de la peine.” 

I was willing to pay, I said. He shook his head. I rose as high as 
ten francs; but he continued to shake his head. ‘‘Name your own 
price, then,” said I. 

“Ce n’est pas $a,” he said at length, and with evident difficulty; 
“but I am not going to cross the door— mais je ne sortirai pas de la 
porte” 

I grew a little warm, and asked him what he proposed that I 
should do. 

“Where are you going beyond Cheylard?” he asked by way of 
answer. 

“That is no affair of yours,” I returned, for I was not going to 
indulge his bestial curiosity; “it changes nothing in my present 
predicament.” 
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“C’est vrai, (a," he acknowledged, with a laugh; "out, c’est vrai. 
Et d’oil venez vous?” 

A better man than I might have felt nett ec. nucst iom 

••Oh,” said X, “I am not going to answer any of >ot q • 

,o you may spare yourself the trouble of putting them. I am late 
enough already; /want help. If you will not guide me yourself, 

at least help me to find some one else who will. 

‘‘Hold on/’ he cried suddenly. “Was it not you who passed in the 

meadow while it was still day? . , 

‘■Yes, yes,” said the girl, whom I had not hitherto recognised, 

“it was monsieur; I told him to follow the cow. 

“As for you, mademoiselle,” said I, “you are a farceuse. 

“And,” added the man, “what the devil have you done to be sti 

here?” 

C \Vhat the devil, indeed! But there I was. “The great thing,” said 
X, “is to make an end of it;” and once more proposed that he 


should help me to find a guide. „ 

“C’cst qae,” he said again, “c’est que—d fait non. 

“Very well,” said I; “take one of your lanterns.” 

“No,” he cried, drawing a thought backward, and again in¬ 
trenching himself behind one of his former phrases; “I will not 

cross the door.” f 

I looked at him. I saw unaffected terror struggling on his face 

with unaffected shame; he was smiling pitifully and wetting his 
lip with his tongue, like a detected schoolboy. I drew a brief pic¬ 
ture of my state, and asked him what I was to do. 

“I don’t know,” he said; “I will not cross the door.” 

Here was the Beast of Gevaudan, and no mistake. 

“Sir,” said I, with my most commanding manners, “you are a 

coward.” 

And with that I turned my back upon the family party, who 
hastened to retire within their fortifications; and the famous door 
was closed again, but not till I had overheard the sound of 
laughter. Filia barbara pater barbarior. Let me say it in the plural: 
the Beasts of Gevaudan. 

The lanterns had somewhat dazzled me, and I ploughed dis¬ 


tressfully among stones and rubbish-heaps. All the other houses 
in the village were both dark and silent; and though I knocked at 
here and there a door, my knocking was unanswered. It was a bad 
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bus,ness: I gave up Fouzilhac with ray curses. The rain had 
stopped, and the wind, which still kept rising, began to dry my coat 

T eU ’” th ° Ught “ Water ° r no I must 

camp But the first thing was to return to Modestine. I am pretty 

sure I was twenty minutes groping for my lady in the dark; and if 

1 had not been for the unkindly services of the bog, into which X 

once more stumbled, I might have still been groping for her at the 

dawn. My next business was to gain the shelter of a wood, for the 

wind was cold as well as boisterous. How, in this well-wooded 

district, I should have been so long in finding one, is another of 

the insoluble mysteries of this day's adventures; but I will take 

my oath that I put near an hour to the discovery. 

At last black trees began to show upon my left, and, suddenly 
crossing the road, made a cave of unmitigated blackness right in 
front. I call it a cave without exaggeration; to pass below that arch 
of leaves was like entering a dungeon. I felt about until my hand 
encounteied a stout branch, and to this I tied Modestine, a hag¬ 
gard, drenched, desponding donkey. Then I lowered my pack, laid 
it along the wall on the margin of the road, and unbuckled the 
straps. I knew well enough where the lantern was; but where were 


the candles? I groped and groped among the tumbled articles, 
and, while I was thus groping, suddenly I touched the spirit-lamp. 
Salvation! This would serve my turn as well. The wind roared un- 
wearyingly among the trees; I could hear the boughs tossing and 
the leaves churning through half a mile of forest; yet the scene of 
my encampment was not only as black as the pit, but admirably 
sheltered. At the second match the wick caught flame. The light 
was both livid and shifting; but it cut me off from the universe, 
and doubled the darkness of the surrounding night. 

I tied Modestine more conveniently for herself, and broke up 
half the black bread for her supper, reserving the other half against 
the morning. Then I gathered what I should want within reach, 
took off my wet boots and gaiters, which I wrapped in my water¬ 
proof, arranged my knapsack for a pillow under the flap of my 
sleeping-bag, insinuated my limbs into the interior, and buckled 
myself in like a bambino. I opened a tin of Bologna sausage and 
broke a cake of chocolate, and that was all I had to eat. It may 
sound offensive, but I ate them together, bite by bite, by way of 
bread and meat. All I had to wash down this revolting mixture 
was neat brandy: a revolting beverage in itself. But I was rare and 
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hungry; ate well, and smoked one of the best cigarettes in my ex¬ 
perience Then I put a stone in my straw hat, pulled 1 

r„; o,e, ™ y ■** ^ « y «,» y »«*- —»»^ 

hand and snuggled well down among the sheepskins. 

T u'ue tinned at first if I were sleepy, for I felt my heart beating 
faster than usual, as if with an agreeable excitement to, wine i my 
mind remained a stranger. But as soon as my eyelid touched 
that subtle glue leaped between them, and they would no mo.e 
come separate. The wind among the trees was my lullaby. Some 
times it sounded for minutes together with a steady even rush, not 
rising nor abating; and again it would swell and burst like a giea 
crashing breaker, and the trees would patter me all over -with big 
drops from the rain of the afternoon. Night after night, in my 
own bedroom in the country, I have given ear to this perturbing 
concert of the wind among the woods; but whether it was a differ- 
ence in the trees, or the lie of the ground, or because I was myself 
outside and in the midst of it, the fact remains that the wind sang 
to a different tune among these woods of Gevaudan. I hearkened 
and hearkened; and meanwhile sleep took gradual possession of 
my body and subdued my thoughts and senses; but still my last 
waking effort was to listen and distinguish, and my last conscious 
state was one of wonder at the foreign clamour in my ears. 

Twice in the course of the dark hours—once when a stone 
galled me underneath the sack, and again when the poor patient 
Modestine, growing angry, pawed and stamped upon the road 
I was recalled for a brief while to consciousness, and saw a star 
or two overhead, and the lace-like edge of the foliage against the 
sky. When I awoke for the third time (Wednesday, September 
25th), the world was flooded with a blue light, the mother of the 
dawn. I saw the leaves labouring in the wind and the ribbon of 
the road; and, on turning my head, there was Modestine tied to 
a beech, and standing half across the path in an attitude of 
inimitable patience. I closed my eyes again, and set to thinking 
over the experience of the night. I was surprised to find how easy 
and pleasant it had been, even in this tempestuous weather. The 
stone which annoyed me would not have been there, had I not 
been forced to camp blindfold in the opaque night; and I had 
felt no other inconvenience except when my feet encountered the 
lantern or the second volume of Peyrats Pastors of the Desert 
among the mixed contents of my sleeping-bag; nay more, I had 
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and c^r “,^s COld ’ ^ *”**''* H S h “ 

Wuli that I shook myself, got once more into my boots and 
gauus and breaking up the rest of the bread for Modcstine 
stioiled about to see in what part of the world I had awakened. 
Ul)sscs, lett on Ithaca, and with a mind unsettled by die goddess 
was not more pleasantly astray. I have been after an adventure all 
my life, a pure dispassionate adventure, such as befell early and 
heroic voyagers; and thus to be found by morning in a random 
woodside nook in Gevaudan—not knowing north from south as 
strange to my surroundings as the first man upon the earth,’an 
inland castaway—was to find a fraction of my day-dreams realised. 
I was on the skirts of a little wood of birch, sprinkled with a few 
beeches; behind, it adjoined another wood of fir; and in front, it 
broke up and went down in open order into a shallow and 
meadowy dale. All round there were bare hill-tops, some near, 
some far away, as the perspective closed or opened, but none ap¬ 
parently much higher than the rest. The wind huddled the trees. 
The golden specks of autumn in the birches tossed shiveringly. 
Overhead the sky was full of strings and shreds of vapour, flying, 
vanishing, reappearing, and turning about an axis like tumblers, 
as the wind hounded them through heaven. It was wild weather 
and famishing cold. I ate some chocolate, swallowed a mouthful 
of brandy, and smoked a cigarette before the cold should have 
time to disable my fingers. And by the time I had got all this done, 
and had made my pack and bound it on the pack-saddle, the day 
was tiptoe on the threshold of the east. We had not gone many 
steps along the lane, before the sun, still invisible to me, sent a 
glow of gold over some cloud mountains that lay ranged along 
the eastern sky. 

The wind had us on the stern, and hurried us bitingly forward. 
I buttoned myself into my coat, and walked on in a pleasant frame 
of mind with all men, when suddenly, at a corner, there was 
Fouzilhic once more in front of me. Not only that, but there was 
the old gentleman who had escorted me so far the night before, 
running out of his house at sight of me, with hands upraised in 
horror. 

"My poor boy!” he cried, "what does this mean?” 

I told him what had happened. He beat his old hands like clap¬ 
pers in a mill, to think how lightly he had let me go; but when he 
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heard of the man of Fouzilhac, anger and depression seize upon 

hi "?W, d 'lim C , a, least," ..id he, "there shall be »• »“ ' 
a ^ St;the destlha- 
lion I had hunted for so long. 


Cheylard and Luc 

Candidly, it seemed little worthy of all this searching. A few broken 
ends of village, with no particular street, but a succession p 
places heaped with logs'and fagots; a couple of n ted crosses * 
shrine to our Lady of all Graces on the summit of a little lull, an 
all this, upon a rattling highland river, in the corner of a naked 
valley. What went ye out for to see? thought I to myself. But lie 
place had a life of its own. I found a board commemorating the 
liberalities of Cheylard for the past year, hung up, like a banner ,n 
the diminutive and tottering church. In 1877, u appeared, the in¬ 
habitants subscribed forty-eight francs ten centimes for the Work 
of the Propagation of the Faith.” Some of this, I could not help 
hoping, would be applied to my native land. Cheylard scrapes to¬ 
gether halfpence for the darkened souls in Edinburgh; while Bal- 
ciuidder and Dunrossness bemoan the ignorance of Rome. Thus, to 
the high entertainment of the angels, do we pelt each other with 

evangelists, like schoolboys bickering in the snow. 

The inn was again singularly unpretentious. The whole furni¬ 
ture of a not ill-to-do family was in the kitchen: the beds, the 
cradle, the clothes, the plate-rack, the meal-chest, and the photo¬ 
graph of the parish priest. There were five children, one of whom 
was set to its morning prayers at the stair-foot soon after my arrival 
and a sixth would erelong be forthcoming. I was kindly received 
by these good folk. They were much interested in my misadven¬ 
ture. The wood in which I had slept belonged to them; the man of 
Fouzilhac they thought a monster of iniquity, and counselled me 
warmly to summon him at law—“because I might have died.” The 
good wife was horror-stricken to see me drink over a pint of un¬ 
creamed milk. 

“You will do yourself an evil,” she said. “Permit me to boil it 
for you.” 
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After I had begun the morning on this delightful liquor she 
hawng an infinity of things to arrange, I was permitted, nay re¬ 
quested, to make a bowl of chocolate for myself. My boots and 
gaiters were hung up to dry, and, seeing me trying to write my 
journal on my knee, the eldest daughter let down a hinged table 
in the chimney-corner for my convenience. Here I wrote, drank my 
chocolate, and finally ate an omelette before I left. The table was 
thick with dust; for, as they explained, it was not used except in 
winter weather. I had a clear look up the vent, through brown 
agglomerations of soot and blue vapour, to the sky; and whenever 

a handful of twigs was thrown on to the fire, my legs were scorched 
by the blaze. 


The husband had begun life as a mule-teer, and when I came to 
chaige Moclestine showed himself full of the prudence of his art. 
“You will have to change this package,” said he; “it ought to be 
in two parts, and then you might have double the weight.” 

I explained that I wanted no more weight; and for no donkey 
hitherto created would I cut my sleeping-bag in two. 

‘‘It fatigues her, however,” said the innkeeper; “it fatigues her 
greatly on the march. Look.” 

Alas, there were her two forelegs no better than raw beef on the 
inside, and blood was running from under her tail. They told me 
when I left, and I was ready to believe it, that before a few days 
I should come to love Modestine like a dog. Three days had passed, 
we had shared some misadventures, and my heart was still as cold 
as a potato towards my beast of burden. She was pretty enough to 
look at; but then she had given proof of dead stupidity, redeemed 
indeed by patience, but aggravated by flashes of sorry and ill-judged 
light-heartedness. And I own this new discovery seemed another 
point against her. What the devil was the good of a she-ass if she 
could not carry a sleeping-bag and a few necessaries? I saw the end 
of the fable rapidly approaching, when I should have to carry 
Modestine. ^Esop was the man to know the worldl I assure you 
I set out with heavy thoughts upon my short day’s march. 

It was not only heavy thoughts about Modestine that weighted 
me upon the way; it was a leaden business altogether. For first, the 
wind blew so rudely that I had to hold on the pack with one hand 
from Cheylard to Luc; and second, my road lay through one of the 
most beggarly countries in the world. It was like the worst of the 
Scotch Highlands, only worse; cold, naked, and ignoble, scant of 
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wood, scant o£ heather, scant o£ life. A road and some fences broke 

the unvarying waste, and the line o£ the road was marked by up- 

right pillars, to serve in time of snow. 

Why any one should desire to visit either Luc or Cheylard is 

more than my much-inventing spirit can suppose. For my pan, 1 
travel not to go anywhere, but to go. I travel for travel s sake. Th 
great affair is to move; to feel the needs and hitches of our 
more nearly; to come down off this feather-bed of civilisation and 
find the globe granite underfoot and strewn with cutting flints. 
Alas, as we get up in life, and are more preoccupied with our 
affairs, even a holiday is a thing that must be worked for. To hold 
a pack upon a pack-saddle against a gale out of the freezing north 
is no high industry, but it is one that serves to occupy and com¬ 
pose the mind. And when the present is so exacting, who can annoy 

himself about the future? 

I came out at length above the Allier. A more unsightly prospect 
at this season of the year it would be hard to fancy. Shelving hills 
rose round it on all sides, here dabbled with wood and fields, theie 
rising 10 peaks alternately naked and hairy with pines. The colour 
throughout was black or ashen, and came to a point in the ruins o 
the castle of Luc, which pricked up impudently from below my 
feet, carrying on a pinnacle a tall white statue of Our Lady, which, 
I heard with interest, weighed fifty quintals, and was to be ded¬ 
icated on the 6th of October. Through this sorry landscape 
trickled the Allier and a tributary of nearly equal size, which came 
down to join it through a broad nude valley in Vivarais. The 
weather had somewhat lightened, and the clouds massed in 
squadron; but the fierce wind still hunted them through heaven, 
and cast great ungainly splashes of shadow and sunlight over the 


scene. 

Luc itself was a straggling double file of houses wedged between 
hill and river. It had no beauty, nor was there any notable feature, 
save the old castle overhead with its fifty quintals of brand-new 
Madonna. But the inn was clean and large. The kitchen, with its 
two box-beds hung with clean check curtains, with its wide stone 
chimney, its chimney-shelf four yards long and garnished with 
lanterns and religious statuettes, its array of chests and pair of 
ticking clocks, was the very model of what a kitchen ought to be, 
a melodrama kitchen, suitable for bandits or noblemen in dis¬ 
guise. Nor was the scene disgraced by the landlady, a handsome. 
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silent, dark old woman, clothed and hooded in black like a nun. 
jven the public bedroom had a character of its own, with the Ions 
deal tables and benches, where fifty might have dined, set out as 
or a harvest-home, and the three box-beds along the wall. In one 
of these, lying on straw and covered with a pair of table-napkins, 
did I do penance all night long in goose-flesh and chattering teeth! 
and sigh from time to time as I awakened for my sheepskin sack 
and the lee of some great wood. 



Our Lady of the Snows 

“I behold 

The House, the Brotherhood austere 
And what am I, that I am he)el 

Matthew Arnold. 




Father Apollinaris 

x T EXT MORNING (THURSDAY, 26TH SEPTEMBER) I TOOK THE ROAD IN 

J\ a new order. The sack was no longer doubled, but hung at 
full length across the saddle, a green sausage six feet long with a 
tuft of blue wool hanging out of either end. It was more pictur¬ 
esque, it spared the donkey, and, as I began to see, it would insure 
stability, blow high, blow low. But it was not without a pang 
that I had so decided. For although I had purchased a new cord, 
and made all as fast as I was able, I was yet jealously uneasy lest 
the flaps should tumble out and scatter my effects along the line 

of march. 

My way lay up the bald valley of the river, along the march ot 
Vivarais and Gevaudan. The hills of Gevaudan on the right were 
a little more naked, if anything, than those of Vivarais upon the 
left, and the former had a monopoly of a low dotty underwood 
that grew thickly in the gorges and died out in solitary burrs upon 
the shoulders and the summits. Black bricks of fir-wood were 
plastered here and there upon both sides, and here and there were 
cultivated fields. A railway ran beside the river; the only bit of 
railway in Gevaudan, although there are many proposals afoot and 
surveys being made, and even, as they tell me, a station standing 
ready built in Mende. A year or two hence and this may be an¬ 
other world. The desert is beleaguered. Now may some Langue- 

959 
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• locian Wordsworth turn the sonnet into patois: "Mountains and 
'ales and Hoods, heard ye that whistle?” 

At a place called La Bastide I was directed to leave the river, 
and follow a road that mounted on the left among the hills of 
Yivarais, the modern Ardcche; for I was now come within a little 
way of my strange destination, the Trappist monastery of our 
Lady of the Snows. The sun came out as I left the shelter of a 
pine-wood, and I beheld suddenly a fine wild landscape to the 
south. High rocky hills, as blue as sapphire, closed the view, and 
between these lay ridge upon ridge, heathery, craggy, the sun glit- 
tciing on veins of rock, the underwood clambering in the hollows, 
as rude as God made them at the first. There was not a sign of 
man’s hand in all the prospect; and indeed not a trace of his 
passage, save where generation after generation had walked in 
twisted footpaths, in and out among the beeches, and up and 
down upon the channelled slopes. The mists, which had hitherto 
beset me, were now broken into clouds, and fled swiftly and shone 


brightly in the sun. I drew a long breath. It was grateful to come, 
after so long, upon a scene of some attraction for the human 
heart. I own I like definite form in what my eyes are to rest 
upon; and if landscapes were sold, like the sheets of characters of 
my boyhood, one penny plain and tw’opence coloured, I should 
go the length of two pence every day of my life. 

But if things had grown better to the south, it was still desolate 
and inclement near at hand. A spidery cross on every hill-top 
marked the neighbourhood of a religious house; and a quarter of 
a mile beyond, the outlook southward opening out and growing 
bolder with every step, a white statue of the Virgin at the corner 
of a young plantation directed the traveller to our Lady of the 
Snows. Here, then, I struck leftward, and pursued my way, driving 
my secular donkey before me, and creaking in my secular boots 
and gaiters, towards the asylum of silence. 

I had not gone very far ere the wind brought to me the clang¬ 
ing of a bell, and somehow, I can scarce tell why, my heart sank 
within me at the sound. I have rarely approached anything with 
more unaffected terror than the monastery of our Lady of the 
Snows. This it is to have had a Protestant education. And sud¬ 
denly, on turning a corner, fear took hold on me from head to 
foot—slavish superstitious fear; and though I did not stop in my 
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advance, yet I went on slowly, like a man who should have passed 
a bourne unnoticed, and strayed into the country of the dead. 
For there upon the narrow new-made road, between the stripling 
pines, was a mediaeval friar, fighting with a barrowful of turfs. 
Every Sunday of my childhood I used to study the Hermits of 
Marco Sadeler—enchanting prints, full of wood and field and 
mediaeval landscapes, as large as a country, for the imagination to 
go a travelling in; and here, sure enough, was one of Marco 
Sadeier’s heroes. He was robed in white like any spectre, and the 
hood falling back, in the instancy of his contention with the 
barrow, disclosed a pate as bald and yellow as a skull. He might 
have been buried any time these thousand years, and all the lively 
parts of him resolved into earth and broken up with the farmer s 

harrow. . T 

I was troubled besides in my mind as to etiquette. Durst 1 

address a person who was under a vow of silence? Clearly not. 
But drawing near, I doffed my cap to him with a far-away super¬ 
stitious reverence. He nodded back, and cheerfully addressed me. 
Was I going to the monastery? Who was I? An Englishman? Ah, 

an Irishman, then? 


“No,” I said, “a Scotsman.” 

A Scotsman? Ah, he had never seen a Scotsman before. And he 
looked me all over, his good, honest, brawny countenance shining 
with interest, as a boy might look upon a lion or an alligator. 
From him I learned with disgust that I could not be received at 
our Lady of the Snows; I might get a meal, perhaps, but that wac 
all. And then, as our talk ran on, and it turned out that I was not 
a pedlar, but a literary man, who drew landscapes and was going 
to write a book, he changed his manner of thinking as to my 
reception (for I fear they respect persons even in a Trappist 
monastery), and told me I must be sure to ask for the Father 
Prior, and state my case to him in full. On second thoughts he 
determined to go down with me himself; he thought he could 
manage for me better. Might he say that I was a geographer? 

No; I thought, in the interests of truth, he positively might not. 

“Very well, then” (with disappointment), “an author.” 

It appeared he had been in a seminary with six young Irishmen, 
all priests long since, who had received newspapers and kept him 
informed of the state of ecclesiastical affairs in England. And 
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he asked me eagerly after Dr. Pusey, for whose conversion the 
good man had continued ever since to pray night and morning. 

“I thought he was very near the truth," he said; "and he will 
reach it yet; there is so much virtue in prayer.” 

He must be a stiff ungodly Protestant who can take anything 
but pleasure in this kind and hopeful story. While he was thus 
near the subject, the good father asked me if I were a Christian; 

and when he found I was not, or not after his way, he glossed 
it over with great good-will. 

The road which we were following, and which this stalwart 
father had made with his own two hands within the space of a 
year, came to a corner, and showed us some white buildings a 
little further on beyond the wood. At the same time, the bell 
once more sounded abroad. We were hard upon the monastery. 
Father Apollinaris (for that was my companion’s name) stopped 
me. 

“I must not speak to you down there,” he said. "Ask for the 
Brother Porter, and all will be well. But try to see me as you 
go out again through the wood, where I may speak to you. I am 
charmed to have made your acquaintance.” 

And then suddenly raising his arms, flapping his fingers, and 
crying out twice, “I must not speak, I must not speak!” he ran 
away in front of me and disappeared into the monastery-door. 

I own this somewhat ghastly eccentricity went a good way to 
revive my terrors. But where one was so good and simple, why 
should not all be alike? I took heart of grace, and went forward 
to the gate as fast as Modestine, who seemed to have a disaffection 
for monasteries, would permit. It was the first door, in my ac¬ 
quaintance of her, which she had not shown an indecent haste 
to enter. I summoned the place in form, though with a quaking 
heart. Father Michael, the Father Hospitaller, and a pair of 
brown-robed brothers came to the gate and spoke with me 
awhile. I think my sack was the great attraction; it had already 
beguiled the heart of poor Apollinaris, who had charged me 
on my life to show it to the Father Prior. But whether it was my 
address, or the sack, or the idea speedily published among that 
part of the brotherhood who attended on strangers that I was 
not a pedlar after all, I found no difficulty as to my reception. 
Modestine was led away by a layman to the stables, and I and 
my pack were received into our Lady of the Snows. 
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The Monks 

Father Michael, a pleasant, fresh-faced, smiling man, perhaps 
of thirty-five, took me to the pantry, and gave me a glass of 
liqueur to stay me until dinner. We had some talk, or rather I 
should say he listened to my prattle indulgently enough, but with 
an abstracted air, like a spirit with a thing of clay. And truly 
when I remember that I descanted principally on my appetite, 
and that it must have been by that time more than eighteen hours 
since Father Michael had so much as broken bread, I can well 
understand that he would find an earthly savour in my conversa¬ 
tion. But his manner, though superior, was exquisitely gracious; 
and I find I have a lurking curiosity as to Father Michael’s past. 

The whet administered, I was left alone for a little in the 
monastery garden. This is no more than the main couit, laid out 
in sandy paths and beds of particoloured dahlias, and with a 
fountain and a black statue of the Virgin in the centre. The 
buildings stand around it four-square, bleak, as yet unseasoned 
by the years and weather, and with no other features than a belfry 
and a pair of slated gables. Brothers in white, brothers in brown, 
passed silently along the sanded alleys; and when I first came out, 
three hooded monks were kneeling on the terrace at their prayers. 
A naked hill commands the monastery upon one side, and the 
wood commands it on the other. It lies exposed to wind; the 
snow falls off and on from October to May, and sometimes lies 
six weeks on end; but if they stood in Eden, with a climate like 
heaven’s, the buildings themselves would offer the same wintry 
and cheerless aspect; and for my part, on this wild September day, 
before I was called to dinner, I felt chilly in and out. 

When I had eaten well and heartily, Brother Ambrose, a hearty 
conversible Frenchman (for all those who wait on strangers have 
the liberty to speak), led me to a little room in that part of the 
building which is set apart for MM. les retraitants. It was clean 
and whitewashed, and furnished with strict necessaries, a crucifix, 
a bust of the late Pope, the Imitation in French, a book of reli¬ 
gious meditations, and the life of Elizabeth Seton, evangelist, it 
would appear, of North America and of New England in particu¬ 
lar. As far as my experience goes, there is a fair field for some 
more evangelisation in these quarters; but think of Cotton 
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Mather! I should like to give him a reading of this little work in 
heaven, where I hope he dwells; but perhaps he knows all that 
already, and much more; and perhaps he and Mrs. Seton are the 
deaiest friends, and gladly unite their voices in the everlasting 
psalm. Over the table, to conclude the inventory of the room! 
hung a set of regulations for MM. les retraitants: what services 
they should attend, when they were to tell their beads or meditate, 
and when they were to rise and go to rest. At the foot was a nota! 
ble N.B.: Le temps libre est employe a Vexamen de conscience, a 
la confession, d faire de bonnes resolutions, &c.” To make good 
resolutions, indeed! You might talk as fruitfully of making the 
hair grow on your head. 

I had scarce explored my niche when Brother Ambrose re¬ 
turned. An English boarder, it appeared, would like to speak 
with me. I professed my willingness, and the friar ushered in a 
fresh, young, little Irishman of fifty, a deacon of the Church, 
arrayed in strict canonicals, and wearing on his head what, in 
default of knowledge, I can only call the ecclesiastical shako. He 
had lived seven years in retreat at a convent of nuns in Belgium, 
and now five at our Lady of the Snows; he never saw an English 
newspaper; he spoke French imperfectly, and had he spoken it 
like a native, there was not much chance of conversation where 
he dwelt. With this, he was a man eminently sociable, greedy of 
news, and simple-minded like a child. If I was pleased to have a 
guide about the monastery, he was no less delighted to see an 
English face and hear an English tongue. 

He showed me his own room, where he passed his time among 
breviaries, Hebrew Bibles, and the Waverley novels. Thence he 
led me to the cloisters, into the chapter-house, through the vestry, 
where the brothers’ gowns and broad straw hats were hanging up, 
each with his religious name upon a board—names full of leg¬ 
endary suavity and interests, such as Basil, Hilarion, Raphael, or 
Pacifique,* into the library, where were all the works of Veuillot 
and Chateaubriand, and the Odes et Ballades, if you please, and 
even Moliere* to say nothing of innumerable fathers and a great 
variety of local and general historians. Thence my good Irishman 
took me round the workshops, where brothers bake bread, and 
make cartwheels, and take photographs; where one superintends 
a collection of curiosities, and another a gallery of rabbits. For in 
a Trappist monastery each monk has an occupation of his own 
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choice, apart from his religious duties and the general labours o 
the house. Each must sing in the choir, if he has a voice and ear, 
and join in the haymaking if he has a hand to stir; but m his 
private hours, although he must be occupied, he may be occupie 
on what he likes. Thus I was told that one brother was engaged 
with literature; while Father Apollinaris busies himself in mak¬ 
ing roads, and the Abbot employs himself in binding books. It is 
not so long since this Abbot was consecrated, by the way; and on 
that occasion, by a special grace, his mother was permitted to 
enter the chapel and witness the ceremony of consecration A 
proud day for her to have a son a mitred abbot; it makes you glad 

to think they let her in. , 

In all these journeyings to and fro, many silent fathers an a 

brethren fell in our way. Usually they paid no more regard to our 
passage than if we had been a cloud; but sometimes the good 
deacon had a permission to ask of them, and it was granted by 
a peculiar movement of the hands, almost like that of a dog’s paws 
in swimming, or refused by the usual negative signs, and in either 
case with lowered eyelids and a certain air of contrition, as of a 

man who was steering very close to evil. 

The monks, by special grace of their Abbot, were still taking 

two meals a day; but it was already time for their grand fast, 
which begins somewhere in September and lasts till Easter, and 
during which they eat but once in the twenty-four hours, and that 
at two in the afternoon, twelve hours after they have begun the 
toil and vigil of the day. Their meals are scanty, but even of these 
they eat sparingly; and though each is allowed a small carafe of 
wine, many refrain from this indulgence. Without doubt, the 
most of mankind grossly overeat themselves; our meals serve not 
only for support, but as a hearty and natural diversion from the 
labour of life. Yet, though excess may be hurtful, I should have 
thought this Trappist regimen defective. And I am astonished, as 
I look back, at the freshness of face and cheerfulness of manner 
of all whom I beheld. A happier nor a healthier company I should 
scarce suppose that I have ever seen. As a matter of fact, on this 
bleak upland, and with the incessant occupation of the monks, 
life is of an uncertain tenure, and death no infrequent visitor, at 
our Lady of the Snows. This, at least, was what was told me. But 
if they die easily, they must live healthily in the mean time, for 
they seemed all firm of flesh and high in colour; and the only 
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morbid sign that I could observe, an unusual brilliancy of eye 

was one that served rather to increase the general impression of 
vivacity and strength. 

1 hose with whom I spoke were singularly sweet-tempered, with 
wiat I can only call a holy cheerfulness in air and conversation. 

teie is a note, in the direction to visitors, telling them not to be 
offended at the curt speech of those who wait upon them, since it 
is proper to monks to speak little. The note might have been 
spared; to a man the hospitallers were all brimming with innocent 
talk, and, in my experience of the monastery, it was easier to begin 
than to break off a conversation. With the exception of Father 
Michael, who was a man of the world, they showed themselves 
full of kind and healthy interest in all sorts of subjects—in poli¬ 
tics, in voyages, in my sleeping-sack—and not without a certain 
pleasure in the sound of their own voices. 

As for those who are restricted to silence, I can only wonder 
how they bear their solemn and cheerless isolation. And yet, apart 
from any view of mortification, I can see a certain policy, not only 
in the exclusion of women, but in this vow of silence. I have had 
some experience of lay phalansteries, of an artistic, not to say a 
bacchanalian, character; and seen more than one association easily 
formed and yet more easily dispersed. With a Cistercian rule, per¬ 
haps they might have lasted longer. In the neighbourhood of 
women it is but a touch-and-go association that can be formed 
among defenceless men; the stronger electricity is sure to triumph; 
the dreams of boyhood, the schemes of youth, are abandoned after 
an interview of ten minutes, and the arts and sciences, and pro¬ 
fessional male jollity, deserted at once for two sweet eyes and a 
caressing accent. And next after this, the tongue is the great divider. 

I am almost ashamed to pursue this worldly criticism of a reli¬ 
gious rule; but there is yet another point in which the Trappist 
order appeals to me as a model of wisdom. By two in the morning 
the clapper goes upon the bell, and so on, hour by hour, and 
sometimes quarter by quarter, till eight, the hour of rest; so in¬ 
finitesimally is the day divided among different occupations. The 
man who keeps rabbits, for example, hurries from his hutches to 
the chapel, the chapter-room, or the refectory, all day long: every 
hour he has an office to sing, a duty to perform; from two, when he 
rises in the dark, till eight, when he returns to receive the com- 
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Stable gift of sleep, he is upon his feet and occupied with mani¬ 
fold and changing business. I know many persons, worth severa 
thousands in the year, who are not so fortunate in the disposalof 
their lives. Into how many houses would not the note 
monastery-bell, dividing the day into manageable portions bring 
peace of mind and healthful activity of body! Wc speak o h 
ships, but the true hardship is to be a dull fool, and permittee 

mismanage life in our own dull and foolish manner. 

From this point of view, we may perhaps better understand the 
monk's existence. A long novitiate and every proof of constancy 
of mind and strength of body is required before admission to the 
order- but I could not find that many were discouraged. In the 
photographer's studio, which figures so strangely among the out¬ 
buildings, my eye was attracted by the portrait of a young fellow 
in the uniform of a private of foot. This was one of the notices 
who came of the age for service, and marched and drilled and 
mounted guard for the proper time among the garrison of Algiers 
Here was a man who had surely seen both sides of life before 
deciding; yet as soon as he was set free from service he returned 


to finsh his novitiate. 

This austere rule entitles a man to heaven as by right. When 
the Trappist sickens, he quits not his habit; he lies in the bed 
of death as he has prayed and laboured in his frugal and silent 
existence; and when the Liberator comes, at the very moment, 
even before they have carried him in his robe to lie his little last 
in the chapel among continual chantings, joy-bells break forth, 
as if for a marriage, from the slated belfry, and proclaim through¬ 
out the neighbourhood that another soul has gone to God. 

At night, under the conduct of my kind Irishman, I took my 
place in the gallery to hear compline and Salve Regina , with 
which the Cistercians bring every day to a conclusion. There were 
none of those circumstances which strike the Protestant as childish 
or as tawdry in the public offices of Rome. A stern simplicity, 
heightened by the romance of the surroundings, spoke directly to 
the heart. I recall the white-washed chapel, the hooded figures in 


the choir, the lights alternately occluded and revealed, the strong 
manly singing, the silence that ensued, the sight of cowled heads 
bowed in prayer, and then the clear trenchant beating of the bell, 
breaking in to show that the last office was over and the hour of 



travels with a donkey 

sleep had come; and when I remember, I am not surprised that I 

C nl> , “ Cape lnto the court " ith somewhat whirling fancies 
and stood like a man bewildered in the windy starry night 

But I was weary; and when I had quieted my spirits with 
Elizabeth Seton s memoirs-a dull work-the cold and the raving 
Of the wind among the pines-for my room was on that side of 
the monastery which adjoins the woods—disposed me readily to 
slumber. I was wakened at black midnight, as it seemed, though 
it uas really two in the morning, by the first stroke upon the bell. 
All the brothers were then hurrying to the chapel; the dead in 
life, at this untimely hour, were already beginning the uncom¬ 
forted labours of their day. The dead in life—there was a chill 
reflection. And the words of a French song came back into my 
memoiy, telling of the best of our mixed existence. 


“Que t’as dc belles filles. 
Giro fie! 

Girofla! 

Quc t’as de belles filles, 
L’Amour les eompteraV’ 


And I blessed God that I was free to wander free to hope, and 
free to love. 


The Boarders 

But there was another side to my residence at our Lady of the 
Snows. At this late season there were not many boarders; and yet 
I was not alone in the public part of the monastery. This itself is 
hard by the gate, with a small dining-room on the ground-floor, 
and a whole corridor of cells similar to mine up-stairs. I have 
stupidly forgotten the board for a regular retraitant; but it was 
somewhere between three and five francs a day, and I think most 
probably the first. Chance visitors like myself might give what 
they chose as a free-will offering, but nothing was demanded. I 
may mention that when I was going away, Father Michael refused 
twenty francs as excessive. I explained the reasoning which led me 
to offer him so much; but even then, from a curious point of 
honour, he would not accept it with his own hand. “I have no 
right to refuse for the monastery/' he explained, “but I should 
prefer if you would give it to one of the brothers.” 
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I had dined alone, because I arrived late; but at supper I found 
two other guests. One was a country parish priest, who had 
walked over that morning from the seal of his cure neai enc c 
enjoy four days of solitude and prayer. He was a grenadier 
person, with the hale colour and circular wrinkles of a pcasan 
and as he complained much of how he had been impeded by his 
skirts upon the march, I have a vivid fancy portrait of him 
striding along, upright, big-boned, with kilted cassock, through 
the bleak hills of Gevaudan. The other was a short, grizzling, 
thick-set man, from forty-five to fifty, dressed m tweed with a 
knitted spencer, and the red ribbon of a decoration in his button¬ 
hole. This last was a hard person to classify. He was an old soldier, 
who had seen service and risen to the rank of commandant; and 
he retained some of the brisk decisive manners of the camp. On 
the other hand, as soon as his resignation was accepted, he ha 
come to our Lady of the Snows as a boarder, and, after a brief 
experience of its ways, had decided to remain as a novice. Already 
the new life was beginning to modify his appearance; already he 
had acquired somewhat of the quiet and smiling air of the breth¬ 
ren; and he was as yet neither an officer nor a Trappist, but 
partook of the character of each. And certainly here was a man 
in an interesting nick of life. Out of the noise of cannon and 
trumpets, he was in the act of passing into this still country 
bordering on the grave, where men sleep nightly in their grave- 

clothes, and, like phantoms, communicate by signs. 

At supper we talked politics. I make it my business, when I am 
in France, to preach political good-will and moderation, and to 
dwell on the example of Poland, much as some alarmists in Eng¬ 
land dwell on the example of Carthage. The priest and the Com¬ 
mandant assured me of their sympathy with all I said, and made 
a heavy sighing over the bitterness of contemporary feeling. 

“Why, you cannot say anything to a man with which he does 
not absolutely agree,” said I, “but he flies up at you in a temper.” 

They both declared that such a state of things was antichristian. 

While we were thus agreeing, what should my tongue stumble 
upon but a word in praise of Gambetta’s moderation. The old 
soldier's countenance was instantly suffused with blood; with the 
palms of his hands he beat the table like a naughty child. 

" Comment, monsieur?” he shouted. “ Comment? Gambetta 
moderate? Will you dare to justify these words?” 
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But the priest had not forgotten the tenor of our talk. And 
suddenly, in the height of his fury, the old soldier found a warn¬ 
ing look directed on his face; the absurdity of his behaviour was 
brought home to him in a flash; and the storm came to an .abrupt 
end, without another word. 

I 1 was onl Y in the morning, over our coffee (Friday, September 
27th), that this couple found out I was a heretic. I suppose I had 
misled them by some admiring expressions as to the monastic life 
aiound us; and it was only by a point-blank question that the 
truth came out. I had been tolerantly used both by simple Father 
Apollinaris and astute Father Michael; and the good Irish deacon, 
when he heard of my religious weakness, had only patted me 
upon the shoulder and said, “You must be a Catholic and come to 
heaven.” But I was now among a different sect of orthodox. These 
two men were bitter and upright and narrow, like the worst of 
Scotsmen, and indeed, upon my heart, I fancy they were worse. 
The priest snorted aloud like a battle-horse. 

“Et vous pretendez mourir dans cette espece de croyance?” he 
demanded; and there is no type used by mortal printers large 
enough to qualify his accent. 

I humbly indicated that I had no design of changing. 

But he could not away with such a monstrous attitude. “No, 
no,” he cried; “you must change. You have come here, God has 
led you here, and you must embrace the opportunity.” 

I made a slip in policy; I appealed to the family affections, 
though I was speaking to a priest and a soldier, two classes of 
men circumstantially divorced from the kind and homely ties of 
life. 

“Your father and mother?” cried the priest. “Very well; you will 
convert them in their turn when you go home.” 

I think I see my father’s face! I would rather tackle the Gaetu- 
lian lion in his den than embark on such an enterprise against 
the family theologian. 

But now the hunt was up; priest and soldier were in full cry for 
my conversion; and the Work of the Propagation of the Faith, 
for which the people of Cheylard subscribed forty-eight francs ten 
centimes during 1877, was being gallantly pursued against myself. 
It was an odd but most effective proselytising. They never sought 
to convince me in argument, where I might have attempted some 
/lefence; but took it for granted that I was both ashamed and 
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terrified at my position, and urged me solely on the point of^me 
Now, they said, when God had led me to our Lady of the Snow , 

n °‘ W Do a not h be al wTheld by^alse shame,” observed the priest, for 

111 For onTwho^feel's very similarly to all sects of religion, and who 
has never been able, even for a moment, to weigh seriously the 
merit of this or that creed on the eternal side of things, however 
much he may see to praise or blame upon the secular and tem¬ 
poral side, the situation thus created was both unfair and painful. 

I committed my second fault in tact, and tried to plead that it was 
all the same thing in the end, and we were all drawing near by 
different sides to the same kind and undiscriminating Friend and 
Father. That, as it seems to lay-spirits, would be the only gospel 
worthy of the name. But different men think differently; and this 
revolutionary aspiration brought down the priest with all the 
terrors of the law. He launched into harrowing details of hell. 
The damned, he said—on the authority of a little book which he 
had read not a week before, and which, to add conviction to 
conviction, he had fully intended to bring along with him in his 
pocket—were to occupy the same attitude through all eternity in 
the midst of dismal tortures. And as he thus expatiated, he grew 

in nobility of aspect with his enthusiasm. 

As a result the pair concluded that I should seek out the Prior, 

since the Abbot was from home, and lay my case immediately be¬ 


fore him. 

“C’est mon conseil comme ancien militaire,” observed the Com¬ 
mandant; “et celui de monsieur comme petre” 

“Oui,” added the cure, sententiously nodding; “comme ancien 

militaire—et comme petre.” 

At this moment, whilst I was somewhat embarrassed how to 
answer, in came one of the monks, a little brown fellow, as lively 
as a grig, and with an Italian accent, who threw himself at once 
into the contention, but in a milder and more persuasive vein, as 
befitted one of these pleasant brethren. Look at him, he said. The 
rule was very hard; he would have dearly liked to stay in his own 
country, Italy—it was well known how beautiful it was, the beauti¬ 
ful Italy; but then there were no Trappists in Italy; and he had a 
soul to save; and here he was. 

I am afraid I must be at bottom, what a cheerful Indian critic 
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has dubbed me, “a faddling hedonist;” for this description of the 

iothers motives gave me somewhat of a shock. I should have 

preferred to think he had chosen the life for its own sake, and 

not for ulterior purposes; and this shows how profoundly I was 

out of sympathy with these good Trappists, even when I was do- 

tng my best to sympathise. But to the cure the argument seemed 
decisive. 

Hear thatl” he cried. “And I have seen a marquis here, a 
marquis, a marquis ’—he repeated the holy word three times over 
and other persons high in society; and generals. And here, at 
youi side, is this gentleman, who has been so many years in armies 

—decorated, an old warrior. And here he is, ready to dedicate 
himself to God.” 

I was by this time so thoroughly embarrassed that I pled cold 
feet, and made my escape from the apartment. It was a furious 
windy morning, with a sky much cleared, and long and potent 
intervals of sunshine; and I wandered until dinner in the wild 
country towards the east, sorely staggered and beaten upon by the 
gale, but rewarded with some striking views. 

At dinner the Work of the Propagation of the Faith was recom¬ 
menced, and on this occasion still more distastefully to me. The 
priest asked me many questions as to the contemptible faith of my 
fathers, and received my replies with a kind of ecclesiastical titter. 

“Your sect,” he said once; “for I think you will admit it would 
be doing it too much honour to call it a religion.” 

“As you please, monsieur,” said I. “La parole est a vous” 

At length I grew annoyed beyond endurance; and although he 
was on his own ground and, what is more to the purpose, an old 
man, and so holding a claim upon my toleration, I could not 
avoid a protest against this uncivil usage. He was sadly discounte¬ 
nanced. 

“I assure you,” he said, “I have no inclination to laugh in my 
heart. I have no other feeling but interest in your soul.” 

And there ended my conversion. Honest man I he was no 
dangerous deceiver; but a country parson, full of zeal and faith. 
Long may he tread G^vaudan with his kilted skirts—a man strong 
to walk and strong to comfort his parishioners in death 1 I daresay 
he would beat bravely through a snowstorm where his duty called 
him; and it is not always the most faithful believer who makes 
the ainningest apostle. 



Upper Gevaudan 

(Continued) 

“The bed xvas made, the room was fit , 

By punctual eve the stars were lit; 

The air was still, the water ran; 

No need there was for maid or man, 

When rue put up, my ass and I, 

At God’s preen caravanserai 

Old Play. 




Across the Goulet 

rtlHE WIND FELL DURING DINNER, AND THE SKY REMAINED CLEAR; 

1 so it was under better auspices that I loaded Modestine be¬ 
fore the monastery-gate. My Irish friend accompanied me so far 
on the way. As we came through the wood, there was Pere Apolli¬ 
naire hauling his barrow; and he too quitted his labours to go 
with me for perhaps a hundred yards, holding my hand between 
both of his in front of him. I parted first from one and then from 
the other with unfeigned regret, but yet with the glee of the 
traveller who shakes off the dust of one stage before hurrying 
forth upon another. Then Modestine and I mounted the course 
of the Allier, which here led us back into Gevaudan towards its 
sources in the forest of Mercoire. It was but an inconsiderable 
burn before we left its guidance. Thence, over a hill, our way lay 
through a naked plateau, until we reached Chasserades at sun¬ 
down. 

The company in the inn-kitchen that night were all men em¬ 
ployed in survey for one of the projected railways. They were 
intelligent and conversible, and we decided the future of France 
over hot wine, until the state of the clock frightened us to rest. 

973 
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I here were four beds in the little up-stairs room; and we slept 

mx. But I had a bed to myself, and persuaded them to leave the 
window open. 

He, bourgeois; il est cinq heures!” was the cry that wakened 
me in the morning (Saturday, September 28th). The room was 
full of a transparent darkness, which dimly showed me the other 
three beds and the five different nightcaps on the pillows. But out 
of the window the dawn was growing ruddy in a long belt over 
the hill-tops, and day was about to flood the plateau. The hour 
was inspiriting; and there seemed a promise of calm weather, 
which was perfectly fulfilled. I was soon under way with Modes- 
tine. The road lay for awhile over the plateau, and then de¬ 
scended through a precipitous village into the valley of the 
Chassezac. This stream ran among green meadows, well hidden 
fiom the woi Id by its steep banks; the broom was in flower, and 
hei e and there was a hamlet sending up its smoke. 

At last the path crossed the Chassezac upon a bridge, and, for¬ 
saking this deep hollow, set itself to cross the mountain of La 
Goulet. It wound up through Lestampes by upland fields and 
woods of beech and birch, and with every corner brought me 
into an acquaintance with some new interest. Even in the gully 
of the Chassezac my ear had been struck by a noise like that of 
a great bass bell ringing at the distance of many miles; but this, 
as I continued to mount and draw nearer to it, seemed to change 


in character, and I found at length that it came from some one 
leading flocks afield to the note of a rural horn. The narrow street 
of Lestampes stood full of sheep, from wall to wall—black sheep 
and white, bleating with one accord like the birds in spring, and 
each one accompanying himself upon the sheep-bell round his 
neck. It made a pathetic concert, all in treble. A little higher, and 
I passed a pair of men in a tree with pruning-hooks, and one of 
them was singing the music of a bourree. Still further, and when I 
was already threading the birches, the crowing of cocks came 
cheerfully up to my ears, and along with that the voice of a flute 
discoursing a deliberate and plaintive air from one of the upland 
villages. I pictured to myself some grizzled, apple-cheeked, coun¬ 
try schoolmaster fluting in his bit of a garden in the clear autumn 
sunshine. All these beautiful and interesting sounds filled my 
heart with an unwonted expectation; and it appeared to me that, 
once past this range which I was mounting, I should descend into 
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the garden of the world. Nor was I deceived for I was now one 

with rains and winds and a bleak country. The rs p 
journey ended here; and this was like an induction of 

sounds into the other and more beautiful. hesides 

There are other degrees of fey ness, as of punishment, besides 

the capital; and I was now led by my good spirits into an adven¬ 
ture which I relate in the interest of future donkey-drivers. The 
road zigzagged so widely on the hillside, that I chose a short cut 
by map and compass, and struck through the dwarf woods to 
catch the road again upon a higher level. It was my one serious 

conflict with Modestine. She would none of my short c " t ' she 
turned in my face, she backed, she reared; she, whom I had hith¬ 
erto imagined to be dumb, actually brayed with a loud hoarse 
flourish, like a cock crowing for the dawn. I plied the goad with 
one hand; with the other, so steep was the ascent, I had to hold 
on the pack-saddle. Half a dozen times she was nearly over back¬ 
wards on the top of me; half a dozen times, from sheer weariness 
of spirit, I was nearly giving it up, and leading her down again to 
follow the road. 3ut I took the thing as a wager, and fought it 
through. It was surprised, as I went on my way again, by what 
appeared to be chill rain-drops falling on my hand, and more 
than once looked up in wonder at the cloudless sky. But it was 

only sweat which came dropping from my brow. 

Over the summit of the Goulet there was no marked road— 
only upright stones posted from space to space to guide the dro¬ 
vers. The turf underfoot was springy and well scented. I had no 
company but a lark or two, and met but one bullock-cart between 
Lestampes and Bleymard. In front of me I saw a shallow valley, 
and beyond that the range of the Lozere, sparsely wooded and 
well enough modelled in the flanks, but straight and dull in out¬ 
line. There was scarce a sign of culture; only about Bleymard, 
the white high-road from Villefort to Mende traversed a range of 
meadows, set with spiry poplars, and sounding from side to side 
with the bells of flocks and herds. 


A Night among the Pines 

From Bleymard after dinner, although it was already late, I set 
out to scale a portion of the Lozere. An ill-marked stony drove 
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road guided me forward; and I met nearly half a dozen bullock- 
carts descending from the woods, each laden with a whole pine- 
uee for the winter’, bring. At the top of the woods, which do not 
climb very high upon this cold ridge, I struck leftward by a path 
among the pines, until I hit on a dell of green turf, where a 
streamlet made a little spout over some stones to serve me for a 
water-tap. “In a more sacred or sequestered bower . . . nor 
mmph, nor faunus, haunted.” The trees were not old, but they 
grew thickly round the glade: there was no outlook, except north¬ 
eastward upon distant hill-tops, or straight upward to the sky; and 
the encampment felt secure and private like a room. By the time 
I had made my arrangements and fed Modestine, the day was 
already beginning to decline. I buckled myself to the knees into 
my sack and made a hearty meal; and as soon as the sun went 
down, I pulled my cap over my eyes and fell asleep. 

Night is a dead monotonous period under a roof; but in the 
open world it passes lightly, with its stars and dews and perfumes, 
and the hours are marked by changes in the face of Nature. What 
seems a kind of temporal death to people choked between walls 
and curtains, is only a light and living slumber to the man who 
sleeps a-field. All night long he can hear Nature breathing deeply 
and freely; even as she takes her rest, she turns and smiles; and 
there is one stirring hour unknown to those who dwell in houses, 
when a wakeful influence goes abroad over the sleeping hemi¬ 
sphere, and all the outdoor world are on their feet. It is then that 
the cock first crows, not this time to announce the dawn, but like a 
cheerful watchman speeding the course of night. Cattle awake on 
the meadows; sheep break their fast on dewy hillsides; and change 
to a new lair among the ferns; and houseless men, who have lain 
down with the fowls, open their dim eyes and behold the beauty 
of the night. 

At what inaudible summons, at what gentle touch of Nature, 
are all these sleepers thus recalled in the same hour to life? Do the 
stars rain down an influence, or do we share some thrill of mother 
earth below our resting bodies? Even shepherds and old country¬ 
folk, who are the deepest read in these arcana, have not a guess as 
to the means or purpose of this nightly resurrection. Towards two 
in the morning they declare the thing takes place; and neither 
know nor inquire further. And at least it is a pleasant incident. 
We are disturbed in our slumber only, like the luxurious Mon- 
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taiene “that we may the better and more sensibly relish it.” We 
have a moment to look upon the stars. And there ts a special 
pleasure for some minds in the reflection that we share the im¬ 
pulse with all outdoor creatures in our neighbourhood, that we 
have escaped out of the Bastille of civilisation, and are become 
for the time being, a mere kindly animal and a sheep o ature 


When that hour came to me among the pines, I wakened 
thirsty. My tin was standing by me half full of water. I emptie 
it at a draught; and feeling broad awake after this internal cold 
aspersion, sat upright to make a cigarette. The stars were cleat, 
coloured, and jewel-like, but not frosty. A faint silvery vapour 
stood for the Milky Way. All around me the black fir-points stood 
upright and stock-still. By the whiteness of the pack-saddle, I 
could see Modestine walking round and round at the length o 
her tether; I could hear her steadily munching at the sward; but 
there was not another sound, save the indescribable quiet talk of 
the runnel over the stones. I lay lazily smoking and studying the 
colour of the sky, as we call the void of space, from where it 
showed a reddish gray behind the pines to where it showed a 
glossy blue-black between the stars. As if to be more like a pedlar, 
I wear a silver ring. This I could see faintly shining as I raised oi 
lowered the cigarette; and at each whiff the inside of my hand was 
illuminated, and became for a second the highest light in the 


landscape. . 

A faint wind, more like a moving coolness than a stream ot air, 

passed down the glade from time to time; so that even in my great 
chamber the air was being renewed all night long. I thought with 
horror of the inn at Chasserades and the congregated nightcaps; 
with horror of the nocturnal prowesses of clerks and students, of 
hot theatres and pass-keys and close rooms. I have not often en¬ 
joyed a more serene possession of myself, nor felt more independ¬ 
ent of material aids. The outer world, from which we cower into 
our houses, seemed after all a gentle habitable place; and night 
after night a man’s bed, it seemed, was laid and waiting for him 
in the fields, where God keeps an open house. I thought I had 
rediscovered one of those truths which are revealed to savages and 
hid from political economists: at the least, I had discovered a new 
pleasure for myself. And yet even while I was exulting in my 
solitude I became aware of a strange lack. I wished a companion 
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to he near me in the starlight, silent and not moving, but ever 

tvthni touch. For there is a fellowship more quiet even than 

solitude and which, rightly understood, is solitude made perfect 

And to live out of doors with the woman a man loves is of all lives 
the most complete and free. 

As I thus lay, between content and longing, a faint noise stole 
touards me through the pines. I thought, at first, it was the crow¬ 
ing of cocks or the barking of dogs at some very distant farm- but 
Steadily and gradually it took articulate shape in my ears, until 
became aware that a passenger was going by upon the high-road 
in the valley, and singing loudly as he went. There was more of 
good-will than grace in his performance; but he trolled with 
ample lungs; and the sound of his voice took hold upon the 
hillside and set the air shaking in the leafy glens. I have heard 
people passing by night in sleeping cities; some of them sang; 
one, I remember, played loudly on the bagpipes. I have heard 
the rattle of a cart or carriage spring up suddenly after hours of 
stillness, and pass, for some minutes, within the range of my hear¬ 
ing as I lay abed. There is a romance about all who are abroad 


in the black hours, and with something of a thrill we try to guess 
their business. But here the romance was double: first, this glad 
passenger, lit internally with wine, who sent up his voice in music 
through the night; and then I, on the other hand, buckled into 
my sack, and smoking alone in the pine-woods between four and 
five thousand feet towards the stars. 

When I awoke again (Sunday, 29th September), many of the 
stars had disappeared; only the stronger companions of the night 
still burned visibly overhead; and away towards the east I saw a 
faint haze of light upon the horizon, such as had been the Milky 
Way when I was last awake. Day was at hand. I lit my lantern, 
and by its glowworm light put on my boots and gaiters; then I 
broke up some bread for Modestine, filled my can at the water- 
tap, and lit my spirit-lamp to boil myself some chocolate. The 
blue darkness lay long in the glade where I had so sweetly slum¬ 
bered; but soon there was a broad streak of orange melting into 
gold along the mountain-tops of Vivarais. A solemn glee possessed 
my mind at this gradual and lovely coming in of day. I heard the 
runnel with delight; I looked round me for something beautiful 
and unexpected; but the still black pine-trees, the hollow glade, 
vthe munching ass, remained unchanged in figure. Nothing had 
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altered but the light, and that, indeed, shed over all a spirit o 
lie and of breathing peace, and moved me to a strange exhilara 

“T'drank my water chocolate, which was hot if it was not_«<£ 
and strolled .here and there, and up and down about the glade^ 
While I was thus delaying, a gush of steady wind, as long as a 
heavy sigh, poured direct out of the quarter of the morning. I 
was^old and set me sneezing. The trees near at hand tossed their 
black plumes in its passage; and I could see the thin distant spire 
of pine along the edge of the hill rock slightly to and fro against 
thegolden east. Ten minutes after, the sunlight spread at a gallop 
along the hillside, scattering shadows and sparkles, and the ay rac 

come completely. . . 

I hastened to prepare my pack, and tackle the steep ascent hat 

lay before me; but I had something on my mind. It was only a 

fancy yet a fancy will sometimes be importunate. I had been 

most hospitably received and punctually served in my green 

caravanserai. The room was airy, the water excellent, and the 

dawn had called me to a moment. I say nothing of the tapestries 

or the inimitable ceiling, nor yet of the view which I commanded 

from the windows; but I felt I was in some one’s debt for all this 

liberal entertainment. And so it pleased me, in a half-laughing 

way, to leave pieces of money on the turf as I went along, until 

I had left enough for my night’s lodging. I trust they did not fall 

to some rich and churlish drover. 




The Country of the Camisards 

"We travelled in the print of olden wars; 

Yet all the land was green; 

And love we found, and peace. 
Where fire and war had been. 

They pass and smile, the children of the sword — 
No more the sword they wield; 

And O, how deep the corn 
Along the battlefield!” 

W. P. Bannatyne. 

- * - - 


Across the Lozere 

T he track that i had followed in the evening soon died 
out, and I continued to follow over a bald turf ascent a row 
of stone pillars, such as had conducted me across the Goulet. It 
was already warm. I tied my jacket on the pack, and walked in 
my knitted waistcoat. Modestine herself was in high spirits, and 
broke of her own accord, for the first time in my experience, into 
a jolting trot that set the oats swashing in the pocket of my coat. 
The view, back upon the northern G^vaudan, extended with 
every step; scarce a tree, scarce a house, appeared upon the fields 
of wild hill that ran north, east, and west, all blue and gold in 
the haze and sunlight of the morning. A multitude of little birds 
kept sweeping and twittering about my path; they perched on 
the stone pillars, they pecked and strutted on the turf, and I saw 
them circle in volleys in the blue air, and show, from time to time, 
translucent flickering wings between the sun and me. 

Almost from the first moment of my march, a faint large noise, 
like a distant surf, had filled my ears. Sometimes I was tempted to 
think it the voice of a neighbouring waterfall, and sometimes a 
subjective result of the utter stillness of the hill. But as I con- 

980 
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tinued to advance, the noise increased and became like the h.ss.ng 
of an enormous tea-urn. and at the same time breaths of cool 
began to reach me from the direction of the summit At leng h I 
understood. It was blowing stiffly from the south upon the other 
slope of the Lozere, and every step that I took I was drawi g 

nearer to the wind. , n 

Although it had been long desired, it was quite unexpectedly at 

last that my eyes rose above the summit. A step that rented 

way more decisive than many other steps that had preceded 

and "like stout Cortez when, with eagle eyes, he stared on the 

Pacific,” I took possession, in my own name, of a new quarter o 

the world. For behold, instead of the gross turf rampart I had 

been mounting for so long, a view into the hazy air of heaven, an 

a land of intricate blue hills below my feet. . 

The Lozere lies nearly east and west, cutting Gevaudan into 

two unequal parts; its highest point, this Pic de Fimels, on which 
I was then standing, rises upwards of five thousand six hundred 
feet above the sea, and in clear weather commands a view over 
all lower Languedoc to the Mediterranean Sea. I have spoken 
with people who either pretend or believe that they had seen, 
from the Pic de Finiels , white ships sailing by Montpellier and 
Cette. Behind was the upland northern country through which 
my way had lain, peopled by a dull race, without wood, without 
much grandeur of hill-form, and famous in the past for little 
beside wolves. But in front of me, half veiled in sunny haze, lay 
a new Gevaudan, rich, picturesque, illustrious for stirring events. 
Speaking largely, I was in the Cevennes at Monastier, and during 
all my journey; but there is a strict and local sense in which only 
this confused and shaggy country at my feet has any title to the 
name, and in this sense the peasantry employ the word. These are 
the Cevennes with an emphasis: the Cevennes of the Cevennes. 
In that undecipherable labyrinth of hills, a war of bandits, a war 
of wild beasts, raged for two years between the Grand Monarch 
with all his troops and marshals on the one hand, and a few 
thousand Protestant mountaineers upon the other. A hundred 


and eighty years ago, the Camisards held a station even on the 
Lozere, where I stood; they had an organisation, arsenals, a mili 
tary and religious hierarchy; their affairs were “the discourse of 
every coffee-house” in London; England sent fleets in their sup¬ 
port; their leaders prophesied and murdered; with colours and 
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chums, and the singing of old French psalms, their bands some¬ 
times affronted daylight, marched before walled cities, and dis¬ 
persed the generals of the king; and sometimes at night, or in 
masquerade, possessed themselves of strong castles, and avenged 
treachery upon their allies and cruelty upon their foes. There, a 
hundred and eighty years ago, was the chivalrous Roland, “Count 
and Lord Roland, generalissimo of the Protestants in France,” 
grave, silent, imperious, pock-marked ex-dragoon, whom a lady 
followed in his wanderings out of love. There was Cavalier, a 
baker’s apprentice with a genius for war, elected brigadier of 
Camisards at seventeen, to die at fifty-five the English governor of 
Jersey. There again was Castanet, a partisan leader in a volu¬ 


minous peruke and with a taste for controversial divinity. Strange 
generals, who moved apart to take counsel with the God of Hosts, 
and fled or offered battle, set sentinels or slept in an unguarded 
camp, as the Spirit whispered to their hearts! And there, to follow 
these and other leaders, was the rank and file of prophets and 
disciples, bold, patient, indefatigable, hardy to run upon the 
mountains, cheering their rough life with psalms, eager to fight, 
eager to pray, listening devoutly to the oracles of brainsick chil¬ 
dren, and mystically putting a grain of wheat among the pewter 
balls with which they charged their muskets. 

I had travelled hitherto through a dull district, and in the 
track of nothing more notable than the child-eating Beast of 
G^vaudan, the Napoleon Buonaparte of wolves. But now I was to 
go down into the scene of a romantic chapter—or, better, a 
romantic footnote—in the history of the world. What was left of 
all this bygone dust and heroism? I was told that Protestantism 
still survived in this head seat of Protestant resistance; so much 
the priest himself had told me in the monastery parlour. But I 
had yet to learn if it were a bare survival, or a lively and generous 
tradition. Again, if in the northern Cevennes the people are 
narrow in religious judgments, and more filled with zeal than 
charity, what was I to look for in this land of persecution and 
reprisal—in a land where the tyranny of the Church produced the 
Camisards rebellion, and the terror of the Camisards threw the 
Catholic peasantry into legalised revolt upon the other side, so 
that Camisard and Florentin skulked for each other’s lives among 


the mountains? 

Just on the brow of the hill, where I paused to look before me, 
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the series o£ stone pillars came abruptly to an end; and only a 
little below, a sort o£ track appeared and began to go down a 
breakneck slope, turning like a corkscrew as it went. It led in to a 
valley between falling hills, stubbly with rocks like a reaped hel 
of corn, and floored further down with green meadows. I follow 
the track with precipitation; the steepness of the slope, the con¬ 
tinual agile turning of the line of the descent, and the old urn 
wearied hope o£ finding something new in a new country, a 
conspired to lend me wings. Yet a little lower and a stream began, 
collecting itself together out of many fountains, and soon making 
a glad noise among the hills. Sometimes it would cross the track 
in a bit of waterfall, with a pool, in which Modestine rcfieshed 


her feet. • 

The whole descent is like a dream to me, so rapidly was it 

accomplished. I had scarcely left the summit ere the valley had 
closed round my path, and the sun beat upon me, walking in a 
stagnant lowland atmosphere. The track became a road, and went 
upland down in easy undulations. I passed cabin after cabin, but 
all seemed deserted; and I saw not a human creature, nor heard 
any sound except that of the stream. I was, however, in a differ¬ 
ent country from the day before. The stony skeleton of the world 
was here vigorously displayed to sun and air. The slopes were 
steep and changeful. Oak-trees clung along the hills, well grown 
wealthy in leaf, and touched by the autumn with strong and 
luminous colours. Here and there another stream would fall in 
from the right or the left, down a gorge of snow-white and tu¬ 
multuary boulders. The river in the bottom (for it was rapidly 
growing a river, collecting on all hands as it trotted on its way) 
here foamed awhile in desperate rapids, and there lay in pools of 
the most enchanting sea-green shot with watery browns. As far as 
I have gone, I have never seen a river of so changeful and delicate 
a hue; crystal was not more clear, the meadows were not by half 
so green; and at every pool I saw I felt a thrill of longing to be 
out of these hot, dusty, and material garments, and bathe my 
naked body in the mountain air and water. All the time as I went 
on I never forgot it was the Sabbath; the stillness was a perpetual 
reminder; and I heard in spirit the church-bells clamouring all 
over Europe, and the psalms of a thousand churches. 

At length a human sound struck upon my ear—a cry strangely 
modulated between pathos and derision; and looking across the 
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valley I saw a little urchin sitting in a meadow, with his hands 
about h.s knees and dwarfed to almost comical smallness by the 
distance. But the rogue had picked me out as I went down the 
road, from oak-wood on to oak-wood, driving Modestine; and he 

iTiS'okrh d 6 C r PllmemS ° f ' he neW C ° Untry in this ‘emulous 
gh-pitched salutation. And as all noises are lovely and natural 

at a sufficient distance, this also, coming through so much clean 

ill air and ciossing all the green valley, sounded pleasant to my 

car, and seemed a thing rustic, like the oaks or the river. 

A little after, the stream that I was following fell into the Tarn 
at I ont de Montvert of bloody memory. 


Pont de Montvert 

One of the first things I encountered in Pont de Montvert was, if 
I remember rightly, the Protestant temple; but this was but the 
type of other novelties. A subtle atmosphere distinguishes a town 
in England from a town in France, or even in Scotland. At 
Carlisle you can see you are in one country; at Dumfries, thirty 
miles away, you are as sure that you are in the other. I should find 
it difficult to tell in what particulars Pont de Montvert differed 
from Monastier or Langogne, or even Bleymard; but the differ¬ 
ence existed, and spoke eloquently to the eyes. The place, with its 
houses, its lanes, its glaring river-bed, wore an indescribable air of 
the South. 

All was Sunday bustle in the streets and in the public-house, as 
all had been Sabbath peace among the mountains. There must 
have been near a score of us at dinner by eleven before noon; and 
after I had eaten and drunken, and sat writing up my journal, 
I suppose as many more came dropping in one after another, or 
by twos and threes. In crossing the Lozere I had not only come 
among new natural features, but moved into the territory of a 
different race. These people, as they hurriedly despatched their 
viands in an intricate sword-play of knives, questioned and an¬ 
swered me with a degree of intelligence which excelled all that I 
had met, except among the railway folk at Chasserad£s. They had 
open telling faces, and were lively both in speech and manner. 
They not only entered thoroughly into the spirit of my little trip, 
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but more than one declared, if he were rich enough, he won d 

like to set forth on such another. 

Even physically there was a pleasant change. I had not seen 

a pretty woman since I left Monastier, and there but one. Now 
of the three who sat down with me to dinner, one was certainly 
not beautiful—a poor timid thing of forty, quite troubled at this 
roaring table d’hote, whom I squired and helped to wine, and 
pledged and tried generally to encourage, with quite a contrary 
effect; but the other two, both married, were both more han - 
some than the average of women. And Clarisse? What s a say 
of Clarisse? She waited the table with a heavy placable non¬ 
chalance, like a performing cow; her great gray eyes were steeped 
in amorous langour; her features, although fleshy were of an 
original and accurate design; her mouth had a curl; her nostri 
spoke of dainty pride; her cheek fell into strange and interesting 
lines. It was a face capable of strong emotion, and, with training, 
it offered the promise of delicate sentiment. It seemed pitiful to 
see so good a model left to country admirers and a country way 
of thought. Beauty should at least have touched society; then, 
in a moment, it throws off a weight that lay upon it, it becomes 
conscious of itself, it puts on an elegance, learns a gait and! a car¬ 
riage of the head, and, in a moment, patet dea. Before I left I as¬ 
sured Clarisse of my hearty admiration. She took it like milk, 
without embarrassment or wonder, merely looking at me steadi y 
with her great eyes; and I own the result upon myself was some 
confusion. If Clarisse could read English, I should not dare to 
add that her figure was unworthy of her face. Hers was a case for 
stays; but that may perhaps grow better as she gets up in years. 

Pont de Montvert, or Greenhill Bridge, as we might say at 
home, is a place memorable in the story of the Camisards. It was 
here that the war broke out; here that these southern Covenanters 
slew their Archbishop Sharpe. The persecution on the one hand, 
the febrile enthusiasm on the other, are almost equally difficult 
to understand in these quiet modern days, and with our easy mod¬ 
ern beliefs and disbeliefs. The Protestants were one and all beside 
their right minds with zeal and sorrow. They were all prophets 
and prophetesses. Children at the breast would exhort their par¬ 
ents to good works. “A child of fifteen months at Quissac spoke 
from it’s mother’s arms, agitated and sobbing, distinctly and with 
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a loud voice -" Villars has seen a town where all the 

"omen seemed possessed by the devil,” and had trembling fits 

and uttered prophecies publicly upon the streets. A prophetess of 

tvaiais was hanged at Montpellier because blood flowed from 
her eyes and nose, and she declared that she was weeping tears 
of blood lor the misfortunes of the Protestants. And it was not 
only women and children. Stalwart dangerous fellows, used to 
string the sickle or to wield the forest axe, were likewise shaken 
with strange paroxysms, and spoke oracles with sobs and streaming 
tears. A persecution unsurpassed in violence had lasted near a 
score of years, and this was the result upon the persecuted; hang¬ 
ing, burning, breaking on the wheel, had been in vain; the 
dragoons had left their hoofmarks over all the country-side; there 
weie men rowing in the galleys, and women pining in the prisons 
of the Church; and not a thought was changed in the heart of any 
upright Protestant. 

Now the head and forefront of the persecution—after Lamoig- 
non de Bavile—Francois de Langlade du Chayla (pronounce 
C he'll a), Archpriest of the Cevennes and Inspector of Missions in 
the same country, had a house in which he sometimes dwelt in the 
town of Pont de Montvert. He was a conscientious person, who 
seems to have been intended by nature for a pirate, and now fifty- 
five, an age by which a man has learned all the moderation of 
which he is capable. A missionary in his youth in China, he there 
suffered martyrdom, was left for dead, and only succoured and 
brought back to life by the charity of a pariah. We must suppose 
the pariah devoid of second sight, and not purposely malicious in 
this act. Such an experience, it might be thought, would have 
cured a man of the desire to persecute; but the human spirit is a 
thing strangely put together; and, having been a Christian martyr, 
Du Chayla became a Christian persecutor. The Work of the 
Propagation of the Faith went roundly forward in his hands. His 
house in Pont de Montvert served him as a prison. There he 
plucked out the hairs of the beard, and closed the hands of his 
prisoners upon live coal, to convince them that they were deceived 
in their opinions. And yet had not he himself tried and proved 
the inefficacy of these carnal arguments among the Boodhists in 
China? 

Not only was life made intolerable in Languedoc, but flight was 
rigidly forbidden. One Massip, a muleteer, and well acquainted 
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with the mountain-paths, had already guided several troops of 
fugitives in safety to Geneva; and on him, with another convoy, 
consisting mostly of women dressed as men, Du Chayla, in an 
evil hour for himself, laid his hands. The Sunday following, 
there was a conventicle of Protestants in the woods of Altefage 
upon Mount Bouges; where there stood up one Seguier Spirit 
Seguier, as his companions called him—a woolcarder, tall, black¬ 
faced, and toothless, but a man full of prophecy. He declared, in 
the name of God, that the time for submission had gone by, and 
they must betake themselves to arms for the deliverance of their 

brethren and the destruction of the priests. 

The next night, 24th July 1702, a sound disturbed the In¬ 
spector of Missions as he sat in his prison-house at Pont de Mont- 
vert; the voices of many men upraised in psalmody drew nearer 
and nearer through the town. It was ten at night; he had his 
court about him, priests, soldiers, and servants, to the number of 
twelve or fifteen; and now dreading the insolence of a conventicle 
below his very windows, he ordered forth his soldiers to report. 
But the psalm-singers were already at his door, fifty strong, led by 
the inspired Seguier, and breathing death. To their summons, 
the archpriest made answer like a stout old persecutor, and bade 
his garrison fire upon the mob. One Camisard (for, according to 
some, it was in this night’s work that they came by the name) fell 
at this discharge; his comrades burst in the door with hatchets 
and a beam of wood, overran the lower storey of the house, set 
free the prisoners, and finding one of them in the vine, a sort of 
Scavenger’s Daughter of the place and period, redoubled in fury 
against Du Chayla, and sought by Repeated assaults to carry the 
upper floors. But he, on his side, had given absolution to his 
men, and they bravely held the staircase. 

“Children of God,” cried the prophet, “hold your hands. Let 
us burn the house, with the priest and the satellites of Baal.” 

The fire caught readily. Out of an upper window Du Chayla 
and his men lowered themselves into the garden by means of 
knotted sheets; some escaped across the river under the bullets of 
the insurgents; but the archpriest himself fell, broke his thigh, and 
could only crawl into the hedge. What were his reflections as this 
second martyrdom drew near? A poor, brave, besotted, hateful 
man, who had done his duty resolutely according to his light both 
in the Cevennes and China. He found at least one telling word 
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to say in his defence; for when the roof fell in and the upbursting 
flames discovered his retreat, and they came and dragged him to 
the public place of the town, raging and calling him damned— 

f 1 be damned,” said he, “why should you also damn your¬ 
selves? 

Here was a good reason for the last; but in the course of his 
inspectorship he had given many stronger which all told in a 
contrary direction; and these he was now to hear. One by one, 
Seguier first, the Camisards drew near and stabbed him. “This,” 
they said, “is for my father broken on the wheel. This for my 
bi other in the galleys. That for my mother or my sister im¬ 
prisoned in your cursed convents.” Each gave his blow and his 
reason; and then all kneeled and sang psalms around the body 
till the dawn. With the dawn, still singing, they defiled away 
towards Frugeres, further up the Tarn, to pursue the work of 
vengeance, leaving Du Chayla’s prison-house in ruins, and his 
body pierced with two-and-fifty wounds upon the public place. 

’Tis a wild night’s work, with its accompaniment of psalms; and 
it seems as if a psalm must always have a sound of threatening in 
that town upon the Tarn. But the story does not end, even so far 
as concerns Pont de Montvert, with the departure of the Cami¬ 
sards. The career of Seguier was brief and bloody. Two more 
priests and a whole family at Ladeveze, from the father to the 
servants, fell by his hand or by his orders; and yet he was but a 
day or two at large, and restrained all the time by the presence 
of the soldiery. Taken at length by a famous soldier of fortune, 
Captain Poul, he appeared unmoved before his judges. 

“Your name?” they asked. 

“Pierre Siguier.” 

“Why are you called Spirit?” 

“Because the Spirit of the Lord is with me.” 

“Your domicile?” 

“Lately in the desert, and soon in heaven.” 

“Have you no remorse for your crimes?” 

“I have committed none. My soul is like a garden full of shelter 
and of fountains 

At Pont de Montvert, on the 12th of August, he had his right 
hand stricken from his body, and was burned alive. And his soul 
was like a garden? So perhaps was the soul of Du Chayla, the 
Christian martyr. And perhaps if you could read in my soul, or I 
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could read in yours, our own composure might seem little less 

SU Du Chav la's house still stands, with a new roof, beside one of 
the bridges of the town; and if you are curious you may see the 
terrace-garden into which he dropped. 


In the Valley of the Tarn 

A new road leads from Pont de Montvert to Florae by the valley 
of the Tarn; a smooth sandy ledge, it runs about half-way between 
the summit of the cliffs and the river in the bottom of the valley, 
and I went in and out, as I followed it, from bays of shadow into 
promontories of afternoon sun. This was a pass like that of Killie- 
crankie; a deep turning gully in the hills, with the Tarn making 
a wonderful hoarse uproar far below, and craggy summits stand¬ 
ing in the sunshine high above. A thin fringe of ash-trees ran 
about the hilltops, like ivy on a ruin; but on the lower slopes, an 
far up every glen, the Spanish chestnut-trees stood each four¬ 
square to heaven under its tented foliage. Some were planted, 
each on its own terrace no larger than a bed; some, trusting in 
their roots, found strength to grow and prosper and be straight 
and large upon the rapid slopes of the valley; others, where there 
was a margin to the river, stood marshalled in a line and mighty 
like cedars of Lebanon. Yet even where they grew most thickly 
they were not to be thought of as a wood, but as a herd of stalwart 
individuals; and the dome of each tree stood forth separate and 
large, and as it were a little hill, from among the domes of its 
companions. They gave forth a faint sweet perfume which per¬ 
vaded the air of the afternoon; autumn had put tints of gold and 
tarnish in the green; and the sun so shone through and kindled 
the broad foliage, that each chestnut was relieved against another, 
not in shadow, but in light. A humble sketcher here laid down 

his pencil in despair. 

I wish I could convey a notion of the growth of these noble 
trees; of how they strike out boughs like the oak, and trail sprays 
of drooping foliage like the willow; of how they stand on up¬ 
right fluted columns like the pillars of a church; or like the olive, 
from the most shattered bole can put out smooth and youthful 
shoots, and begin a new life upon the ruins of the old. Thus they 
partake of the nature of many different trees; and even their 
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prickly topknots, seen near at hand against the sky, have a certain 
palm-like air that impresses the imagination. But their individual¬ 
ity, although compounded of so many elements, is but the richer 
and the more original. And to look down upon a level filled with 
these knolls of foliage, or to see a clan of old unconquerable 
chestnuts cluster like herded elephants” upon the spur of a 

mountain, is to rise to higher thoughts of the powers that are in 
Nature. 

Between Modestine’s laggard humour and the beauty of the 
scene, we made little progress all that afternoon; and at last find¬ 
ing the sun, although still far from setting, was already beginning 
to desert the narrow valley of the Tarn, I began to cast about for 
a place to camp in. This was not easy to find; the terraces were 
too narrow, and the ground, where it was unterraced, was usually 
too steep for a man to lie upon. I should have slipped all night, 
and awakened towards morning with my feet or my head in the 
river. 

After perhaps a mile, I saw, some sixty feet above the toad, a 
little plateau large enough to hold my sack, and securely parapeted 
by the trunk of an aged and enormous chestnut. Thither, with 
infinite trouble, I goaded and kicked the reluctant Modestine, 
and there I hastened to unload her. There was only room for 
myself upon the plateau, and I had to go nearly as high again 
before I found so much as standing room for the ass. It was on a 
heap of rolling stones, on an artificial terrace, certainly not five 
feet square in all. Here I tied her to a chestnut, and having 
given her corn and bread and made a pile of chestnut-leaves, of 
which I found her greedy, I descended once more to my own en¬ 
campment. 

The position was unpleasantly exposed. One or two carts went 
by upon the road; and as long as daylight lasted I concealed 
myself, for all the world like a hunted Camisard, behind my 
fortification of vast chestnut trunk; for I was passionately afraid 
of discovery and the visit of jocular persons in the night. More¬ 
over, I saw that I must be early awake; for these chestnut gardens 
had been the scene of industry no farther gone than on the day 
before. The slope was strewn with lopped branches, and here 
and there a great package of leaves was propped against a trunk; 
for even the leaves are serviceable, and the peasants use them in 
winter by way of fodder for their animals. I picked a meal in fear 
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and trembling, hall lying down to hide rnyrnH irotn 'be^oadt an 
T daresav I was as much concerned as i£ I had been a scou 

Joani's band above upon the Lozerc, or £rom /blood" Or indeed. 
Tarn in the old times o£ psalm-singing and blood. , 

Irhaos more- for the Camfsards had a remarkable confidence m 
God- and a tale comes back into my memory of how the Count ° 
Sudan riding with a party of dragoons and a notary at h.s 
saddlebow to enforce the oath of fidelity in all the country ham 
ets entered a valley in the woods, and found Cavalier and h.s 
men at dinner, gaily' seated on the grass, and then hats crown d 
with box-tree garlands, while fifteen women ^hed th r hnen 
in the stream. Such was a field festival in 1703, at that date 

Antony Watteau would be painting similar subjects. 

Thi was a very different camp from that of the ntght before in 
the «ol and silent pine-woods. It was warm and even stifling m 
the valley. The shrill song of frogs, like the tremolo not o a 
whistle with a pea in it, rang up from the riverside before 
sun was down. In the growing dusk, faint rustlings egan to run 
to and fro among the fallen leaves; from time to time a faint 
chirping or cheeping noise would fall upon my ear; and from time 
to time I thought I could see the movement of something sw 
and indistinct between the chestnuts. A profusion of large ants 
swarmed upon the ground; bats whisked by, and mosquitoes 
droned overhead. The long boughs with their bunches of leaves 
hung against the sky like garlands; and those immediately above 
and around me had somewhat the air of a trellis which should 

have been wrecked and half overthrown in a gale of wind. 

Sleep for a long time fled my eyelids; and just as I was be¬ 
ginning to feel quiet stealing over my limbs, and settling densely 
on my mind, a noise at my head startled me broad awake again, 
and I will frankly confess it, brought my heart into my mouth, 
was such a noise as a person would make scratching loudly with 
a fingernail, it came from under the knapsack which served mt 
for a pillow, and it was thrice repeated before I had time to sit up 
and turn about. Nothing was to be seen, nothing more was to be 
heard, but a few of these mysterious rustlings far and near, and 
the ceaseless accompaniment of the river and the frogs. I learned 
next day that the chestnut gardens are infested by rats; rustling, 
chirping, and scraping were probably all due to these; but the 
puzzle, for the moment, was insoluble, and I had to compose 
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myself for sleep, as best I could, in wondering uncertainly about 
my neighbours. 

I was wakened in the gray of the morning (Monday, 30th Sep- 
tembei) by the sound of footsteps not far off upon the stones, and 
opening my eyes, I beheld a peasant going by among the chest¬ 
nuts by a footpath that I had not hitherto observed. He turned 
his head neither to the right nor to the left, and disappeared in a 
few strides among the foliage. Here was an escape! But it was 
plainly more than time to be moving. The peasantry were abroad; 
scarce less terrible to me in my nondescript position than the 
soldiers of Captain Poul to an undaunted Camisard. I fed Modes- 
tine with what haste I could; but as I was returning to my sack, I 
saw a man and a boy come down the hillside in a direction cross¬ 
ing mine. They unintelligibly hailed me, and I replied with in¬ 
articulate but cheerful sounds, and hurried forward to get into 
my gaiters. 

The pair, who seemed to be father and son, came slowly up to 
the plateau, and stood close beside me for some time in silence. 
The bed was open, and I saw with regret my revolver lying pat¬ 
ently disclosed on the blue wool. At last, after they had looked me 
all over, and the silence had grown laughably embarrassing, the 
man demanded in what seemed unfriendly tones: 

“You have slept here?” 

“Yes,” said I. “As you see.” 

“Why?” he asked. 

“My faith,” I answered lightly, “I was tired.” 

He next inquired where I was going and what I had had for 
dinner; and then, without the least transition, “C’est bien” he 
added, “come along.” And he and his son, without another word, 
turned off to the next chestnut-tree but one, which they set to 
pruning. The thing had passed off more simply than I hoped. He 
was a grave respectable man; and his unfriendly voice did not 
imply that he thought he was speaking to a criminal, but merely 
to an inferior. 

I was soon on the road, nibbling a cake of chocolate and seri¬ 
ously occupied with a case of conscience. Was I to pay for my 
night’s lodging? I had slept ill, the bed was full of fleas in the 
shape of ants, there was no water in the room, the very dawn had 
neglected to call me in the morning. I might have missed a train, 
had there been any in the neighbourhood to catch. Clearly, I was 



TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY 993 

dissatisfied with my entertainment; and I decided I should not 

pay unless I met a beggar. *hp road 

The valley looked even lovelier by morning; and soon the toa 

descended to the level of the river. Here, in a place where Y 
straight and prosperous chestnuts stood together ma in S “ n a 
upon a swarded terrace, I made my morning to. ette in 
of the Tarn. It was marvellously clear, thnllingly c , 1 

su<ls disappeared as if by magic in the swift current, and the 
White boulders gave one a model for cleanliness. To wash in one 
of God's rivers in the open air seems to me a sort of cheerful 
rikni., cr semi-pagan •« o! «o,.hi P - To d.bU. among d„he, 
in a bedroom may perhaps make clean the body; but the im¬ 
agination takes no share in such a cleansing. I went on with a 
light and peaceful heart, and sang psalms to the spiritual ear as 1 

Suddenly up came an old woman, who point-blank demanded 


“Good,” thought I; "here comes the waiter with the bill. 

And I paid for my night’s lodging on the spot. Take it how you 
please, but this was the first and the last beggar that I met with 

during all my tour. 

A step or two farther I was overtaken by an old man in a 
brown nightcap, clear-eyed, weather-beaten, with a faint excited 
smile. A little girl followed him, driving two sheep and a goat; but 
she kept in our wake, while the old man walked beside me an 
talked about the morning and the valley. It was not much past 
six; and for healthy people who have slept enough, that is the 
hour of expansion and of open and trustful talk. 

“Connaissez-vous le Seigneur ?” he said at length. 

I asked him what Seigneur he meant; but he only repeated the 
question with more emphasis and a look in his eyes denoting hope 


and interest. 

“Ah,” said I, pointing upwards, “I understand you now. Yes, 

I know Him; He is the best of acquaintances. 

The old man said he was delighted. “Hold,” he added, striking 
his bosom; “it makes me happy here.” There were a few who 
knew the Lord in these valleys, he went on to tell me; not many, 
but a few. “Many are called,” he quoted, “and few chosen.” 

“My father,” said I, ‘‘it is not easy to say who know the Lord; 
and it is none of our business. Protestants and Catholics, and even 
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th°se "h° worship stones, may know Him and be known by Him- 
for He has made all.” y ' 

X did not know I was so good a preacher. 

The old man assured me he thought as I did, and repeated his 

^ ^ ^ T 1 ^ • a _ 1 1 Tfc ^ a are so few,” he said. 

T hey call us Moravians here; but down in the department of 

ai , where there are also a good number, they are called Der- 
bists, after an English pastor.” 

I began to understand that I was figuring, in questionable taste, 
as a member of some sect to me unknown; but I was more pleased 
with the pleasure of my companion than embarrassed by my own 
equivocal position. Indeed I can see no dishonesty in not avowing 
a difference; and especially in these high matters, where we have 
all a sufficient assurance that, whoever may be in the wrong, we 
ourselves are not completely in the right. The truth is much 
talked about; but this old man in a brown nightcap showed him¬ 
self so simple, sweet, and friendly that I am not unwilling to 
profess myself his convert. He was, as a matter of fact, a Plymouth 
Brother. Of what that involves in the way of doctrine I have no 
idea nor the time to inform myself; but I know right well that 
we are all embarked upon a troublesome world, the children of 
one Father, striving in many essential points to do and to become 
the same. And although it was somewhat in a mistake that he 
shook hands with me so often and showed himself so ready to 
receive my words, that was a mistake of the truth-finding sort. 
For charity begins blindfold; and only through a series of similar 
misapprehensions rises at length into a settled principle of love 
and patience, and a firm belief in all our fellowmen. If I deceived 
this good old man, in the like manner I would willingly go on to 
deceive others. And if ever at length, out of our separate and 
sad ways, we should all come together into one common house, I 
have a hope, to which I cling dearly, that my mountain Plymouth 
Brother will hasten to shake hands with me again. 

Thus, talking like Christian and Faithful by the way, he and I 
came down upon a hamlet by the Tarn. It was but a humble place, 
called La Vernede, with less than a dozen houses, and a Protestant 
chapel on a knoll. Here he dwelt; and here, at the inn, I ordered 
my breakfast. The inn was kept *by an agreeable young man, a 
stone-breaker on the road, and his sister, a pretty and engaging 
girl. The village schoolmaster dropped in to speak with the 
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stranger. And these were all Protestants-a fact which pleased ™ 

Ire 8 than I should have expected; and, what pleased^ ” 

more, they seemed all upright and s.mple P C °P ,C . ^ j ^ 

Brother hung round me with a sort of yearning mteresL and^ 

turned at least thrice to make sure I was enjoytng my rne.L H 

behaviour touched me deeply at the time and even now move 

me in recollection. He feared to intrude, but he would not 

ingly forego one moment of my society, and ie seem 

weary of shaking me by the hand. , . T f 

When all the rest had drifted off to their day s work, I sat for 

near half an hour with the young mistress of the house who 

talked pleasantly over her seam of the chestnut harvest, and the 

beauties of the Tarn, and old family affections, broken up when 

young folk go from home, yet still subsisting. Hers, Iam sure 

was a sweet nature, with a country plainness and much delicacy 

underneath; and he who takes her to his heart will doubtless be a 


fortunate young man. 

The valley below La Vernede pleased me more and more as 1 
went forward. Now the hills approached from either hand, naked 
and crumbling, and walled in the river between cliffs; and now 
the valley widened and became green. The road led me past the 
old castle of Miral on a steep; past a battlemented monastery, long 
since broken up and turned into a church and parsonage; and 
past a cluster of black roofs, the village of Cocures, sitting among 
vineyards and meadows and orchards thick with red apples, an 
where, along the highway, they were knocking down walnuts from 
the roadside trees, and gathering them in sacks and baskets. The 
hills, however much the vale might open, were still tall and bare, 
with cliffy battlements and here and there a pointed summit; and 
the Tarn still rattled through the stones with a mountain noise. I 
had been led, by bagmen of a picturesque turn of mind, to expect 
a horrific country after the heart of Byron; but to my Scotch eyes 
it seemed smiling and plentiful, as the weather still gave an im¬ 
pression of high summer to my Scotch body; although the chest¬ 
nuts were already picked out by the autumn, and the poplars, that 
here began to mingle with them, had turned into pale gold 
against the approach of winter. 

There was something in this landscape, smiling although wild, 
that explained to me the spirit of the Southern Covenanters. 
Those who took to the hills for conscience’ sake in Scotland had 
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all gloomy and bedevilled thoughts; for once that they received 
God s comfort they would be twice engaged with Satan; but the 
Camisards had only bright and supporting visions. They dealt 
much more in blood, both given and taken; yet I find no obsession 
of the Evil One in their records. With a light conscience, they 
pursued their life in these rough times and circumstances. The 
soul of Seguier, let us not forget, was like a garden. They knew 
they were on God’s side, with a knowledge that has no parallel 
among the Scots; for the Scots, although they might be certain of 
the cause, could never rest confident of the person. 

We flew,” says one old Camisard, “when we heard the sound 
of psalm-singing, we flew as if with wings. We felt within us an 
animating ardour, a transporting desire. The feeling cannot be 
expressed in words. It is a thing that must have been experienced 
to be understood. However weary we might be, we thought no 
more of our weariness and grew light, so soon as the psalms fell 
upon our ears.” 

The valley of the Tarn and the people whom I met at La 
Vern&de not only explain to me this passage, but the twenty 
years of suffering which those, who were so stiff and so bloody 
when once they betook themselves to war, endured with the meek¬ 
ness of children and the constancy of saints and peasants. 


Florae 

On a branch of the Tarn stands Florae, the seat of a subprefecture, 
with an old castle, an alley of planes, many quaint street-corners, 
and a live fountain welling from the hill. It is notable, besides, for 
handsome women, and as one of the two capitals, Alais being the 
other, of the country of the Camisards. 

The landlord of the inn took me, after I had eaten, to an adjoin¬ 
ing caf£, where I, or rather my journey, became the topic of the 
afternoon. Every one had some suggestion for my guidance; and 
the subprefectorial map was fetched from the subprefecture itself, 
and much thumbed among coffee-cups and glasses of liqueur. Most 
of these kind advisers were Protestant, though I observed that 
Protestant and Catholic intermingled in a very easy manner; and 
it surprised me to see what a lively memory still subsisted of the 
religious war. Among the hills of the south-west, by Mauchline, 
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Cumnock or Carsphairn, in isolated farms or in the manse, serious 
Presbyterian people still recall the days of the great persecu ’ 
and the graves of local martyrs are still piously regaided. But 
"owns and among the so-called better classes, I fear that these old 
doings have become an idle tale. If you met a mixed company 
in the Kind's Arms at Wigton, it is not likely that the talk would 
™ Sf-Int S,. N„ 8 « Muirkirk o£ Gl.n.uc, I <o™ d ^he 

beadle’s wife had not so much as heard of Prophe e • 

Cells were proud of their ancestors in qu.te another 

sense- the war was their chosen topic; its exploits were their own 
patent of nobility; and where a man or a race has “ ° 
adventure, and that heroic, we must expect and P ard ° n s °™ 
prolixity of reference. They told me the country was «dl f u> o 
legends hitherto uncollected; I heard from them about Cavaliers 
descendants—not direct descendants, be it understood but on y 
cousins or nephews-who were still prosperous people m he 
scene of the boy-general’s exploits; and one farmer had seen the 
bones of old combatants dug up into the air of an afternoon 
the nineteenth century, in a field where the ancestors had fought, 
and the great-grandchildren were peaceably ditching. 

Later in the day one of the Protestant pastors was so good as to 
visit me: a young man, intelligent and polite, with whom I passed 
an hour or two in talk. Florae, he told me, is part Protestant, part 
Catholic; and the difference in religion is usually doubled by a 
difference in politics. You may judge of my surprise, coming as 1 
did from such a babbling purgatorial Poland of a place as 
Monastier, when I learned that the population lived together on 
very quiet terms; and there was even an exchange of hospitalities 
between households thus doubly separated. Black Camisard and 
White Camisard, militiaman and Miquelet and dragoon, Prot¬ 
estant prophet and Catholic cadet of the White Cross, they had 
all been sabreing and shooting, burning, pillaging, and murder¬ 
ing, their hearts hot with indignant passion; and here, after a 
hundred and seventy years, Protestant is still Protestant, Catholic 
still Catholic, in mutual toleration and mild amity of life. But 
the race of man, like that indomitable nature whence it sprang, 
has medicating virtues of its own; the years and seasons bring 
various harvests; the sun returns after the rain; and mankind 
outlives saecular animosities, as a single man awakens from the 
passions of a day. We judge our ancestors from a more divine 
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position; and the dust being a little laid with several centuries 

we can see both sides adorned with human virtues and fighting 
with a show of right. ® ® 

I have never thought it easy to be just, and find it daily even 
harder than I thought. I own I met these Protestants with delight 
and a sense of coming home. I was accustomed to speak their 
language, in another and deeper sense of the word than that which 
distinguishes between French and English; for the true babel is a 
divergence upon morals. And hence I could hold more free com¬ 
munication with the Protestants, and judge them more justly, than 
the Catholics. Father Apollinaris may pair off with my mountain 
Plymouth Brother as two guileless and devout old men; yet I ask 
myself if I had as ready a feeling for the virtues of the Trappist; 
01 had I been a Catholic, if I should have felt so warmly to the 
dissenter of La Vernede. With the first I was on terms of mere 
forbearance; but with the other, although only on a misunder¬ 
standing and by keeping on selected points, it was still possible 
to hold converse and exchange some honest thoughts. In this 
world of imperfection we gladly welcome even partial intimacies. 
And if we find but one to whom -we can speak out of our heart 
freely, with whom we can walk in love and simplicity without dis¬ 
simulation, we have no ground of quarrel with the world or God. 


In the Valley of the Mimente 

On Tuesday, 1st October, we left Florae late in the afternoon, a 
tired donkey and tired donkey-driver. A little way up the Tarnon, 
a covered bridge of wood introduced us into the valley of the 
Mimente. Steep rocky red mountains overhung the stream; great 
oaks and chestnuts grew upon the slopes or in stony terraces; here 
and there was a red field of millet or a few apple-trees studded 
with red apples; and the road passed hard by two black hamlets, 
one with an old castle atop to please the heart of the tourist. 

It was difficult here again to find a spot fit for my encampment. 
Even under the oaks and chestnuts the ground had not only a 
very rapid slope, but was heaped with loose stones; and where 
there was no timber the hills descended to the stream in a red 
precipice tufted with heather. The sun had left the highest peak 
in front of me, and the valley was full of the lowing sound of 
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herdsmen’s horns as they recalled the flocks into the stable, when 
I spied a bight of meadow some way below the roadway in a 
ang P le of SJ river. Thither I descended, and, tying Modestme 
provisionally to a tree, proceeded to investigate the neighbour- 
hood. A gray pearly evening shadow filled the glen; ° l ects a 
little distance grew indistinct and melted bafllingly into each 
other; and the darkness was rising steadily like an exhalation. 
I approached a great oak which grew in the meadow, hard by the 
river's brink; when to my disgust the voices of children fell upon 
my ear, and I beheld a house round the angle on the other bank I 
had half a mind to pack and begone again, but the growing ar 
ness moved me to remain. I had only to make no noise until the 
night was fairly come, and trust to the dawn to call me early m 
the morning. But it was hard to be annoyed by neighbours m 


such a great hotel. , r , 

A hollow underneath the oak was my bed. Before I ^ ad £ed 
Modestine and arranged my sack, three stars were already brig t y 
shining and the others were beginning dimly to appear. I slipped 
down to the river, which looked very black among its rocks, to hi 
my can; and dined with a good appetite in the dark, for I scrupled 
to light a lantern while so near a house. The moon, which I had 
seen, a pallid crescent, all afternoon, faintly illuminated the 
summit of the hills, but not a ray fell into the bottom of the 
glen where I was lying. The oak rose before me like a pillar of 
darkness; and overhead the heartsome stars were set in the face of 
the night. No one knows the stars who has not slept, as the French 
happily put it, a la belle etoile. He may know all their names 
and distances and magnitudes, and yet be ignorant of what alone 
concerns mankind, their serene and gladsome influence on the 
mind. The greater part of poetry is about the stars; and very 
justly, for they are themselves the most classical of poets. These 
same far-away worlds, sprinkled like tapers or shaken together 
like a diamond dust upon the sky, had looked not otherwise to 
Roland or Cavalier, when, in the words of the latter, they had 
“no other tent but the sky, and no other bed than my mother 


earth.” 

All night a strong wind blew up the valley, and the acorns fell 
pattering over me from the oak. Yet, on this first night of October, 
the air was as mild as May, and I slept with the fur thrown back. 
I was much disturbed by the barking of a dog, an animal that I 
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fear more than any wolf. A dog is vastly braver, and is besides 
supported by the sense of duty. If you till a wolf, you meet with 
encouragement and praise; but if you kill a dog, the sacred rights 
Of property and the domestic affections come clamouring round 
vou for redress. At the end of a fagging day, the sharp cruel note 
oi a (logs bark is in itself a keen annoyance; and to a tramp like 
myself, he represents the sedentary and respectable world in its 
most hostile form. 1 here is something of the clergyman or the 
lawyer about this engaging animal; and if he were not amenable 
to stones, the boldest man would shrink from travelling aloof. I 
respect dogs much in the domestic circle; but on the highway or 
sleeping a-ficld, I both detest and fear them. 


I was wakened next morning (Wednesday, October 2d) by the 
same dog for I knew his bark—making a cjiarge down the bank, 
and then, seeing me sit up, retreating again with great alacrity. 
The stars were not yet quite extinguished. The heaven was of that 
enchanting mild gray-blue of the early morn. A still clear light 
began to fall, and the trees on the hillside were outlined sharply 
against the sky. The wind had veered more to the north, and no 
longer reached me in the glen; but as I was going on with my 
preparations, it drove a white cloud very swiftly over the hill¬ 
top; and looking up, I was surprised to see the cloud dyed with 
gold. In these high regions of the air, the sun was already shining 
as at noon. If only the clouds travelled high enough, we should 
see the same thing all night long. For it is always daylight in the 
fields of space. 

As I began to go up the valley, a draught of wind came down it 
out of the seat of the sunrise, although the clouds continued to 
run overhead in an almost contrary direction. A few steps farther, 
and I saw a whole hillside gilded with the sun; and still a little 
beyond, between two peaks, a centre of dazzling brilliancy ap¬ 
peared floating in the sky, and I was once more face to face with 
the big bonfire that occupies the kernel of our system. 

I met but one human being that forenoon, a dark military¬ 
looking wayfarer, who carried a gamebag on a baldric; but he 
made a remark that seems worthy of record. For when I asked 
him if he were Protestant or Catholic— 

“Oh,” said he, “I make no shame of my religion. I am a 

Catholic.” 

He made no shame of itl The phrase is a piece of natural sta- 
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tistics* for it is the language of one in a minority. I thought wit 
a smile o£ Bavile and his dragoons, and how you may ride roug 
Shod over a religion for a century, and leave it only the more 1 vely 
for the friction. Ireland is still Catholic; the Cevennes still Pro 
estant. It is not a basketful of law-papers, nor the hoofs and1 piste- 
butts of a regiment of horse, that can change one tittle °f a ploug 
man’s thoughts. Outdoor rustic people have not many ideas, b 
such as they have are hardy plants and thrive flourishingly in 

on. who h« grown , long while in .he o 

laborious noons, and under the stars at night, a frequenter of hil s 
and forests, an old honest countryman, has, in the end, a sense o 
communion with the powers of the universe and amicable r - 

lat ions towards his God. Like my mountain Plymouth Brothel 
he knows the Lord. His religion does not repose upon a choice of 
logic; it is the poetry of the man’s experience, the philosophy of 
the history of his life. God, like a great power, like a great shining 
sun has appeared to this simple fellow in the course of years and 
become the ground and essence of his least reflections; and you 
may change creeds and dogmas by authority, or proclaim a new 
religion with the sound of trumpets, if you will; but here is a man 
who has his own thoughts, and will stubbornly adhere to them in 
good and evil. He is a Catholic, a Protestant, or a Plymouth 
Brother, in the same indefeasible sense that a man is not a woman, 
or a woman not a man. For he could not vary from his faith, un¬ 
less he could eradicate all memory of the past, and, in a strict and 
not a conventional meaning, change his mind. 


The Heart of the Country 

I was now drawing near to Cassagnas, a cluster of black roofs 
upon the hillside, in this wild valley, among chestnut gardens, and 
looked upon in a clear air by many rocky peaks. The road along 
the Mimente is yet new, nor have the mountaineers recovered 
their surprise when the first cart arrived at Cassagnas. But al¬ 
though it lay thus apart from the current of men’s business, this 
hamlet had already made a figure in the history of France. Hard 
by, in caverns of the mountain, was one of the five arsenals of the 
Camisards; where they laid up clothes and corn and arms against 
necessity, forged bayonets and sabres, and made themselves gun- 
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powder with willow charcoal and saltpetre boiled in kettles. To 

t te same caves, amid this multifarious industry, the sick and 

wounded were brought up to heal; and there they were visited by 

the two surgeons, Chabrier and Tavan, and secretly nursed by 
women of the neighbourhood. 

Of the five legions into which the Camisards were divided, it 
was the oldest and the most obscure that had its magazines by 
Cassagnas. This was the band of Spirit Seguicr; men who had 
joined their voices with his in the 68th Psalm as they marched 
down by night on the archpriest of the Cevennes. Seguier, pro¬ 
moted to heaven, was succeeded by Salomon Couderc, whom 
Cavalier treats in his memoirs as chaplain-general to the whole 
army of the Camisards. He was a prophet; a great reader of the 
heart, who admitted people to the sacrament or refused them by 
“intentively viewing every man” between the eyes; and had the 
most of the Scriptures off by rote. And this was surely happy; 
since in a surprise in August 1703, he lost his mule, his portfolios, 
and his Bible. It is only strange that they were not surprised more 
often and more effectually; for this legion of Cassagnas was truly 
patriarchal in its theory of war, and camped without sentries, 
leaving that duty to the angels of the God for whom they fought. 
This is a token, not only of their faith, but of the trackless 
country where they harboured. M. de Caldon, taking a stroll one 
fine day, walked without warning into their midst, as he might 
have walked into “a flock of sheep in a plain,” and found some 
asleep and some awake and psalm-singing. A traitor had need of 
no recommendation to insinuate himself among their ranks, 
beyond “his faculty of singing psalms;” and even the prophet 
Salomon “took him into a particular friendship.” Thus, among 
their intricate hills, the rustic troop subsisted; and history can at¬ 
tribute few exploits to them but sacraments and ecstasies. 

People of this tough and simple stock will not, as I have just 
been saying, prove variable in religion; nor will they get nearer 
to apostasy than a mere external conformity like that of Naaman 
in the house of Rimmon. When Louis XVI., in the words of the 
edict, “convinced by the uselessness of a century of persecutions, 
and rather from necessity than sympathy,” granted at last a royal 
grace of toleration, Cassagnas was still Protestant; and to a man, it 
is so to this day. There is, indeed, one family that is not Protestant, 
but neither is it Catholic. It is that of a Catholic cur£ in revolt. 
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who has taken to his bosom a schoolmistress. And his conduct, it s 
worth noting, is disapproved by the Protestant villagers. 

“It is a bad idea for a man,” said one, “to go back from his en 

§ The villagers whom I saw seemed intelligent after a countrified 
fashion, and were all plain and dignified in manner. As a Pro - 

estant myself, I was well looked upon, and my acquaintance 
history gained me farther respect. For we had someth g 
unlike a religious controversy at table, a gendarme and a merchant 
with whom I dined being both strangers to the place and Catho¬ 
lics. The young men of the house stood round and supported me 
and the whole discussion was tolerantly conducted, and surprised 
a man brought up among the infinitesimal and contentious differ¬ 
ences of Scotland. The merchant, indeed, grew a little warm, and 
was far less pleased than some others with my historical acquire¬ 
ments. But the gendarme was mighty easy over it all. 

‘‘It’s a bad idea for a man to change,” said he; and the remar 


was generally applauded. # 

That was not the opinion of the priest and soldier at our La y 

of the Snows. But this is a different race; and perhaps the same 

great-heartedness that upheld them to resist, now enables them 

to differ in a kind spirit. For courage respects courage; but where 

a faith has been trodden out, we may look for a mean and narrow 

population. The true work of Bruce and Wallace was the union 

of the nations; not that they should stand apart a while longer, 

skirmishing upon their borders; but that, when the time came, 

they might unite with self-respect. 

The merchant was much interested in my journey, and thought 


it dangerous to sleep a-field. 

“There are the wolves,” said he; “and then it is known you are 
an Englishman. The English have always long purses, and it might 
very well enter into some one’s head to deal you an ill blow some 


night.” 

I told him I was not much afraid of such accidents; and at any 
rate judged it unwise to dwell upon alarms or consider small perils 
in the arrangement of life. Life itself, I submitted, was a far too 
risky business as a whole to make each additional particular of 
danger worth regard. “Something,” said I, “might burst in your 
inside any day of the week, and there would be an end of you, if 
you were locked into your room with three turns of the key.” 
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Ccpcndant, said he, “coucher dehors!” 

God, said I, “is everywhere.” 

Cependant, coucher dehors!'’ he repeated, and his voice was 
eloquent o£ terror. 

He was the only person, in all my voyage, who saw anything 

hardy in so simple a proceeding; although many considered it 

superfluous. Only one, on the other hand, professed much delight 

in the idea; and that was my Plymouth Brother, who cried out, 

when I told him I sometimes preferred sleeping under the stars 

to a close and noisy alehouse, “Now I see that you know die 
Lord!” 

I he merchant asked me for one of my cards as I was leaving, for 
he said I should be something to talk of in the future, and desired 
me to make a note of his request and reason; a desire with which 
I have thus complied. 

A little after two I struck across the Mimente, and took a rugged 
path southward up a hillside covered with loose stones and tufts 
of heather. At the top, as is the habit of the country, the path dis¬ 
appeared; and I left my she-ass munching heather, and went 
forward alone to seek a road. 

I was now on the separation of two vast watersheds; behind me 
all the streams were bound for the Garonne and the Western 
Ocean; before me was the basin of the Rhone. Hence, as from the 
Lozere, you can see in clear weather the shining of the Gulf of 
Lyons; and perhaps from here the soldiers of Salomon may have 
watched for the topsails of Sir Cloudesley Shovel, and the long- 
promised aid from England. You may take this ridge as lying in 
the heart of the country of the Camisards; four of the five legions 
camped all round it and almost within view—Salomon and Joani 
to the north, Castanet and Roland to the south; and when Julien 
had finished his famous work, the devastation of the High Ceven- 
nes, which lasted all through October and November 1703, and 
during which four hundred and sixty villages and hamlets were, 
with fire and pickaxe, utterly subverted, a man standing on this 
eminence would have looked forth upon a silent, smokeless, and 
dispeopled land. Time and man’s activity have now repaired these 
ruins; Cassagnas is once more roofed and sending up domestic 
smoke; and in the chestnut gardens, in low and leafy comers, 
many a prosperous farmer returns, when the day’s work is done, 
to his children and bright hearth. And still it was perhaps the 
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wildest view of all my journey. Peak upon peak chain upon chain 
of hills ran surging southward, channelled and sculptured by the 
winter streams'feathered from head to foot with chestnuts, and 
here and there breaking out into a coronal of cliffs. The sun, w 
was still far from setting, sent a drift of misty gold across the 
hill tops, but the valleys were already plunged in a profound an 


quiet shadow. . , , ■ 

A very old shepherd, hobbling on a pair of sticks and wearing 

black cap of liberty, as if in honour of his nearness to the grave, 
directed me to the road for St. Germain de Calberte. There was 
something solemn in the isolation of this infirm and ancient crea¬ 
ture. Where he dwelt, how he got upon this high ridge, or how he 
proposed to get down again, were more than I could fancy. Not 
far off upon my right was the famous Plan de Font Morte, where 
Poul with his Armenian sabre slashed down the Camisards of 
Seguier. This, methought, might be some Rip van Winkle of the 
war, who had lost his comrades, fleeing before Poul, and wandered 
ever since upon the mountains. It might be news to him that 
Cavalier had surrendered, or Roland had fallen fighting with 
his back against an olive. And while I was thus working on my 
fancy, I heard him hailing in broken tones, and saw him waving 
me to come back with one of his two sticks. I had already got 
some way past him; but, leaving Modestine once more, retraced 

my steps. , 

Alas, it was a very commonplace affair. The old gentleman had 

forgot to ask the peddler what he sold, and wished to remedy this 
neglect. 

I told him sternly, “Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” cried he. 

I repeated “Nothing,” and made off. 

It’s odd to think of, but perhaps I thus became as inexplicable 

to the old man as he had been to me. 

The road lay under chestnuts, and though I saw a hamlet or two 
below me in the vale, and many lone houses of the chestnut 
farmers, it was a very solitary march all afternoon; and the 
evening began early underneath the trees. But I heard the voice 
of a woman singing some sad, old, endless ballad not far off. It 
seemed to be about love and a bel amoureux, her handsome sweet¬ 
heart; and I wished I could have taken up the strain and an¬ 
swered her, as I went on upon my invisible woodland way, weav- 
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ing like Pippa in the poem, my own thoughts with hers. What 
could I have told her? Little enough; and yet all the heart re¬ 
quires. How the world gives and takes away, and brings sweet- 
leal is near, only to separate them again into distant and strange 
lands; but to love is the great amulet which makes the world a 
garden; and “hope, which comes to all,” outwears the accidents 
of life, and reaches with tremulous hand beyond the grave and 
death. Easy to say: yea, but also, by God’s mercy, both easy and 
grateful to believe! 

\\e struck at last into a wide white high road carpeted with 
noiseless dust. The night had come; the moon had been shining 
for a long while upon the opposite mountain; when on turning a 
corner my donkey and I issued ourselves into her light. I had 
emptied out my brandy at Florae, for I could bear the stuff no 
longer, and replaced it with some generous and scented Volnay, 
and now I drank to the moon’s sacred majesty upon the road. It 
was but a couple of mouthfuls; yet I became thenceforth un¬ 
conscious of my limbs, and my blood flowed with luxury. Even 
Modcstine was inspired by this purified nocturnal sunshine, and 
bestirred her little hoofs as to a livelier measure. The road wound 
and descended swiftly among masses of chestnuts. Hot dust rose 
from our feet and flowed away. Our two shadows—mine deformed 
with the knapsack, hers comically bestridden by the pack—now 
lay before us clearly outlined on the road, and now, as we turned 
a corner, went off into the ghostly distance, and sailed along the 
mountain like clouds. From time to time a warm wind rustled 
down the valley, and set all the chestnuts dangling their bunches 
of foliage and fruit; the ear was filled with whispering music, and 
the shadows danced in tune. And next moment the breeze had 
gone by, and in all the valley nothing moved except our travelling 
feet. On the opposite slope, the monstrous ribs and gullies of the 
mountain were faintly designed in the moonshine; and high over¬ 
head, in some lone house, there burned one lighted window, one 
square spark of red in the huge field of sad nocturnal colouring. 

At a certain point, as I went downward, turning many acute 
angles, the moon disappeared behind the hill; and I pursued my 
way in great darkness, until another turning shot me without 
preparation into St. Germain de Calberte. The place was asleep 
and silent, and buried in opaque night. Only from a single open 
door, some lamplight escaped upon the road to show me that I 
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was come among men’s habitations. The two last gossips of the 
evening, stiil talking by a garden wall, directed me to the inn. The 
landlady was getting her chicks to bed; the fire was already out 
and had, not without grumbling, to be rekindled, half an hour 
later, and I must have gone supperless to roost. 


The hast Day 

When I awoke (Thursday, 2d October), and, hearing a great 
flourishing of cocks and chuckling of contented hens, betook me 
to the window of the clean and comfortable room where I h 
slept the night, I looked forth on a sunshiny morning in a deep 
vale of chestnut gardens. It was still early, and the cockcrows and 
the slanting lights, and the long shadows encouraged me to e 

out and look round me. 

St. Germain de Calberte is a great parish nine leagues round 
about. At the period of the wars, and immediately e ore t e 
devastation, it was inhabited by two hundred and seventy-five 
families, of which only nine were Catholic; and it took the cure 
seventeen September days to go from house to house on horseback 
for a census. But the place itself, although capital of a canton, is 
scarce larger than a hamlet. It lies terraced across a steep slope in 
the midst of mighty chestnuts. The Protestant chapel stands below 
upon a shoulder; in the midst of the town is the quaint old 

Catholic church. 

It was here that poor Du Chayla, the Christian martyr, kept his 
library and held a court of missionaries; here he had built his 
tomb, thinking to lie among a grateful population whom he had 
redeemed from error; and hither on the morrow of his death 
they brought the body, pierced with two-and-fifty wounds, to be 
interred. Clad in his priestly robes, he was laid out in state in the 
church. The cure, taking his text from Second Samuel, twentieth 
chapter and twelfth verse, “And Amasa wallowed in his blood in 
the highway,” preached a rousing sermon, and exhorted his 
brethren to die each at his post, like their unhappy and illustrious 
superior. In the midst of this eloquence there came a breeze that 
Spirit Sequier was near at hand; and beholdl all the assembly 
took to their horses’ heels, some east, some west, and the cure 
himself a6 far as Alais. 
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thmThW C ,"Tp the POSiti ° n ° f this Htt,e Catholic metropolis, a 

On h °, T'' 1,1 SUCh 3 " ild and cont rary neighbourhood, 

the one hand, the legion of Salomon overlooked it from Cas- 

sagnas; on the other, it was cut off from assistance by the legion 
of Roland at Mialet. The cure, Louvrelenil, although he took a 
panic at the archpriest’s funeral, and so hurriedly decamped to 
A la is, stood well by his isolated pulpit, and thence uttered ful 
minations against the crimes of the Protestants. Salomon besieged 
the village for an hour and a half, but was beat back. The militia¬ 
men, on guard before the cure’s door, could be heard, in the black 
hours, singing Protestant psalms and holding friendly talk with 
the insurgents. And in the morning, although not a shot had been 
fired, there would not be a round of powder in their flasks. Where 
was it gone? All handed over to the Camisards for a consideration. 
Untrusty guardians for an isolated priest! 

1 hat these continual stirs were once busy in St. Germain de 
Calberte, the imagination with difficulty receives; all is now so 
quiet, the pulse of human life now beats so low and still in this 
hamlet of the mountains. Boys followed me a great way off, like a 
timid sort of lion-hunters; and people turned round to have a 


second look, or came out of their houses, as I went by. My passage 
was the first event, you would have fancied, since the Camisards. 
I here was nothing rude or forward in this observation; it was but 
a pleased and wondering scrutiny, like that of oxen or the human 
infant; yet it wearied my spirits, and soon drove me from the 
street. 

I took refuge on the terraces, which are here greenly carpeted 
with sward, and tried to imitate with a pencil the inimitable at¬ 
titudes of the chestnuts as they bear up their canopy of leaves. 
Ever and again a little wind went by, and the nuts dropped all 
around me, with a light and dull sound, upon the sward. The 
noise was as of a thin fall of great hailstones; but there went 
with it a cheerful human sentiment of an approaching harvest and 
farmers rejoicing in their gains. Looking up, I could see the brown 
nut peering through the husk, which was already gaping; and 
between the stems the eye embraced an amphitheatre of hill, sun¬ 
lit and green with leaves. 

I have not often enjoyed a place more deeply. I moved in an 
atmosphere of pleasure, and felt light and quiet and content. 
But perhaps it was not the place alone that so disposed my spirit.. 
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Perhaps some one was thinking of me in another COUI ] t ^' ° r 
perhaps some thought of my own had come and gone unnouced 
and yet done me good. For some thoughts, which sure woul 
the most beautiful, vanish before we can rightly scan their fe^ 
tures- as though a god, travelling by our green highways, should 
but ope the door, § give one smiling look into the house and 
again for ever. Was it Apollo, or Mercury, or Lore with folded 
wings? Who shall say? But we go the lighter about our business, 

and feel peace and pleasure in our hearts. 

I dTned with a pair of Catholics. They agreed in the con¬ 
demnation of a young man, a Catholic, who had marriedL aJrotes- 
tant girl and gone over to the religion of his wife. A Protesta 
born^they could understand and respect; indeed, they seemed to 
be of the mind of an old Catholic woman, who told me that same 
dav there was no difference between the two sects, save that wrong 
was more wrong for the Catholic,” who had more light and guid¬ 
ance; but this of a man’s desertion filled them with contempt. 

"It is a bad idea for a man to change,” said one. 

It may have been accidental, but you see how this phrase pur¬ 
sued me; and for myself, I believe it is the current philosophy in 
these parts. I have some difficulty in imagining a better. It s not 
only a great flight of confidence for a man to change his creed and 
go out of his family for heaven’s sake; but the odds are—nay, and 
the hope is—that, with all this great transition in the eyes of 
man, he has not changed himself a hair’s-breadth to the eyes o 
God. Honour to those who do so, for the wrench is sore. But it 
argues something narrow, whether of strength or weakness, 
whether of the prophet or the fool, in those who can take a sut- 
ficient interest in such infinitesimal and human operations, or 
who can quit a friendship for a doubtful process of the mind. And 
I think I should not leave my old creed for another, changing 
only words for other words; but by some brave reading, embrace 
it in spirit and truth, and find wrong as wrong for me as for the 

best of other communions. . 

The phylloxera was in the neighbourhood; and instead of wine 

we drank at dinner a more economical juice of the grape—La 
Parisienne, they call it. It is made by putting the fruit whole into 
a cask with water; one by one the berries ferment and burst; what 
is drunk during the day is supplied at night in water; so, with 
ever another pitcher from the well, and ever another grape ex- 
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F a ° a " d ?;. vin S. OUt its stren gth, one cask of Parisienne may 
last a family till spring. It is, as the reader will anticipate, a feeble 
beverage, but very pleasant to the taste 

What with dinner and coffee, it was long past three before I 

o/ 1U 1 ° E CaIberte - 1 went d °"-n beside the Garden 

of Mialet, a great glaring watercourse devoid of water and 

through St. Etienne de Vallee France, or Val Francesquc as 

t iey used to call it; and towards evening began to ascend the hill 

of St. Pierre. It was a long and steep ascent. Behind me an empty 

carriage returning to St. Jean du Card kept hard upon my tracks 

and near the summit overtook me. The driver, like the rest of the 

wcndd was sure I was a pedlar; but, unlike others, he was sure of 

lvhat I had to sell. He had noticed the blue wool which hung out 

of my pack at either end; and from this he had decided, beyond 

my power to alter his decision, that I dealt in blue-wool collars, 

such as decorate the neck of the French draught-horse. 

I had hurried to the topmost powers of Modestine, for I dearly 
desired to see the view upon the other side before the day had 
faded. But it was night when I reached the summit; the moon 
was riding high and clear; and only a few gray streaks of twilight 
lingered in the west. A yawning valley, gulfed in blackness, lay 
like a hole in created nature at my feet; but the outline of the 
hills was sharp against the sky. There was Mount Aigoal, the 
stronghold of Castanet. And Castanet, not only as an active under¬ 
taking leader, deserves some mention among Camisards; for there 
is a spray of rose among his laurel; and he showed how, even in a 
public tragedy, love will have its way. In the high tide of war he 
married, in his mountain citadel, a young and pretty lass called 
Mariette. There were great rejoicings; and the bridegroom re¬ 
leased five-and-twenty prisoners in honour of the glad event. Seven 


months afterwards Mariette, the Princess of the Cevennes, as they 
called her in derision, fell into the hands of the authorities, where 
it was like to have gone hard with her. But Castanet was a man of 
execution, and loved his wife. He fell on Valleraugue, and got a 
lady there for a hostage; and for the first and last time in that war 
there was an exchange of prisoners. Their daughter, pledge of 
some starry night upon Mount Aigoal, has left descendants to this 
day. 

Modestine and I—it was our last meal together—had a snack 
upon the top of St. Pierre, I on a heap of stones, she standing by 
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me in the moonlight and decorously eating bread out^of: my an ^ 
The poor brute would eat more hearttly m thts manner, for she 
had a sort of affection for me, which I was soon to betray. 

It was a long descent upon St. Jean du Gard, and we met no oi 
but I carter, visible afar off by the glint of the moon on hts ex- 


anguished lantern. 

Before ten o’clock we had got in and were at supper 
miles and a stiff hill in little beyond six hours! 


; fifteen 


Farewell , Modestine 


On examination, on the morning of October 3d, Modestme was 
pronounced unfit for travel. She would need at least two days 
repose according to the ostler; but I was now eager to reach Alais 
for my letters; and, being in a civilised country of stage-coaches, I 
determined to sell my lady-friend and be off by the diligence that 
afternoon. Our yesterday’s march, with the testimony of the driver 
who had pursued us up the long hill of St. PietTe, spread a 
favourable notion of my donkey’s capabilities. Intending pur_ 
chasers were aware of an unrivalled opportunity. Before ten 
had an offer of twenty-five francs; and before noon, after a 
desperate engagement, I sold her, saddle and all for five-and- 
thirty. The pecuniary gain is not obvious, but I had bought free¬ 


dom into the bargain. . 

St. Jean du Gard is a large place and largely Protestant. The 

maire, a Protestant, asked me to help him in a small matter which 
is itself characteristic of the country. The young women of the 
Cevennes profit by the common religion and the difference of the 
language to go largely as governesses into England; and here was 
one, a native of Mialet, struggling with English circulars from 
two different agencies in London. I gave what help I could, and 
volunteered some advice, which struck me as being excellent. 

One thing more I note. The phylloxera has ravaged the vine¬ 
yards in this neighbourhood; and in the early morning, unde* 
some chestnuts by the river, I found a party of men working with 
a cider-press. I could not at first make out what they were after, 

and asked one fellow to explain. 

“Making cider,” he said. “Oui, c'est comme fa. Comme dans le 


nord!” 
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There was a ring of sarcasm in his 
to the devil. 


A DONKEY 

voice: the country was going 


It Uas not until I was fairly seated by the driver, and rattling 
through a rocky valley with dwarf olives, that I became aware of 
my bereavement. I had lost Modestine. Up to that moment I had 
thought I hated her; but now she was gone, 


“And, O, 

The difference to me!” 

For twelve days we had been fast companions; we had travelled 
upwards of a hundred and twenty miles, crossed several re¬ 
spectable ridges, and jogged along with our six legs by many a 
rocky and many a boggy by-road. After the first day, although 
sometimes I was hurt and distant in manner, I still kept my 
patience; and as for her, poor soul! she had come to regard me 
as a god. She loved to eat out of my hand. She was patient, elegant 
in form, the colour of ajn ideal mouse, and inimitably small. Her 
faults were those of her race and sex; her virtues were her own. 
Farewell, and if for ever— 

Father Adam wept when he sold her to me; after I had sold her 
in my turn, I was tempted to follow his example; and being 
alone with a stage-driver and four or five agreeable young men, 
I did not hesitate to yield to my emotion. 



The Royal Sport Nautique* 



n^HE RAIN TOOK OFF NEAR LAEKEN. BUT THE SUN WAS ALREADY 

1 down; the air was chill; and we had scarcely a dry stitch be¬ 
tween the pair of us. Nay, now we found ourselves near the end 
rfthe Allee Verte, and on the very threshold of Brussels we were 
confronted by a serious difficulty. The shores were closely lined 
by canal boats waiting their turn at the lock. Nowhere was there 
any convenient landing-place; nowhere so much as a stable-yard 
to leave the canoes in for the night. We scrambled ashore and 
entered an estaminet where some sorry fellows were drinking with 
the landlord. The landlord was pretty round with us; he knew o 
no coach-house or stable-yard, nothing of the sort; and seeing we 
had come with no mind to drink, he did not conceal his impa¬ 
tience to be rid of us. One of the sorry fellows came to the rescue. 
Somewhere in the corner of the basin there was a slip, he informed 
us, and something else besides, not very clearly defined by him. 


but hopefully construed by his hearers. . 

Sure enough there was the slip in the corner of the basin; and 

at the top of it two nice-looking lads in boating-clothes. The 
Arethusa addressed himself to these. One of them said there would 
be no difficulty about a night’s lodging for our boats; and the 
other, taking a cigarette from his lips, inquired if they were made 
by Searle 8c Son. The name was quite an introduction. Hall-a- 
dozen other young men came out of a boat-house bearing the 
superscription Royal Sport Nautique, and joined in the talk. 


* Typical of the casual chronicle of their canoe trip through Belgium is this 
commentary on the reception given Cigarette, Sir Walter Gr.ndley Simpson 
and his companion Arethusa, Robert Louis Stevenson, as recorded in An Inland 

Voyage. —Ed. 
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A. hey were all very polite, voluble, and enthusiastic; and their 
discourse was interlarded with English boating-terms, and the 
names of English boat-builders and English clubs. I do not know, 
to my shame, any spot in my native land, where I should have 
been so warmly received by the same number of people. We wer 
English boating-men, and the Belgian boating-men fell upon our 
necks. I wonder if French Huguenots were as cordially greeted by 
English Protestants when they came across the Channel out of 
great tribulation. But, after all, what religion knits people so 
closely as common sport? 

The canoes were carried into the boat-house; they were washed 
down for us by the club servants, the sails were hung out to dry, 
and everything made as snug and tidy as a picture. And in the 
meanwhile we were led upstairs by our new-found brethren, for so 
more than one of them stated the relationship, and made free of 
their lavatory. This one lent us soap, that one a towel, a third and 
fourth helped us to undo our bags. And all the time such ques¬ 
tions, such assurances of respect and sympathy! I declare I never 
knew what glory was before. 

“Yes, yes, the Royal Sport Nautique is the oldest club in Bel¬ 
gium.” 

“We number two hundred.” 

“We”—this is not a substantive speech, but an abstract of many 
speeches, the impression left upon my mind after a great deal ol 
talk; and very youthful, pleasant, natural, and patriotic it seems to 
me to be—“We have gained all races, except those where we were 
cheated by the French.” 

“You must leave all your wet things to be dried.” 

“O! entre freres! In any boat-house in England we should find 
the same.” (I cordially hope they might.) 

“En Angleterre, vous employez des sliding-seats, n’est-ce pas?” 

“We are all employed in commerce during the day; but in the 
evening, voyez-vous, nous sommes serieux.” 

These were the words. They were all employed over the frivo¬ 
lous mercantile concerns of Belgium during the day; but in the 
evening they found some hours for the serious concerns of life. I 
may have a wrong idea of wisdom, but I think that was a very 
wise remark. People connected with literature and philosophy are 
busy all their days in getting rid of second-hand notions and false 
standards. It is their profession, in the sweat of their brows, by 
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Sportsmen had the distinction still quite legible in the,r ’ 

T P hey had still those clean perceptions of what is nice and nasty 
wliat is interesting and what is dull, which .envwusold gendeme 
refer to as illusions. The nightmare illusion o middle a e^ t 
bear's hug of custom gradually squeezing the life out of a man - 
soul had not yet begun for these happy-star d young Belgians. 

trilling affair compared to their spontaneous, long-suffern af 
fection for nautical sports. To know what you prefer, instead of 
humbly saying Amen to what the world tells you you ought to 
prefer is to have kept your soul alive. Such a man may e g 
erous- he may be honest in something more than the commercial 
sense-’ he may love his friends with an elective, personal sympathy, 
and not accept them as an adjunct of the station to which he has 
been called. He may be a man, in short, acting on his own in 
stincts keeping in his own shape that God made him in; and not 
a mere crank in the social engine-house, welded on principles that 
he does not understand, and for purposes that he does not cate 

for • 

For will any one dare to tell me that business is more entertain¬ 
ing than fooling among boats? He must have never seen a boat, or 
never seen an office, who says so. And for certain the one is a great 
deal better for the health. There should be nothing so much a 
man’s business as his amusements. Nothing but money-grubbing 
can be put forward to the contrary; no one but 

Mammon, the least erected spirit that fell 

From Heaven, 


durst risk a word in answer. It is but a lying cant that would 
represent the merchant and the banker as people disinterestedly 
toiling for mankind, and then most useful when they are most 
absorbed in their transactions; for the man is more important 
than his services. And when my Royal Nautical Sportsman shall 
have so far fallen from his hopeful youth that he cannot pluck up 
an enthusiasm over anything but his ledger, I venture to doubt 
whether he will be near so nice a fellow, and whether he would 
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welcome, with so good a grace, a couple of drenched Englishmen 
paddling into Brussels in the dusk. 

When we had changed our wet clothes and drunk a glass of 
pale ale to the club’s prosperity, one of their number escorted us 
to a hotel. He would not join us at our dinner, but he had no ob¬ 
jection to a glass of wine. Enthusiasm is very wearing; and I begin 
to understand why prophets were unpopular in Judaea, where 
they were best known. For three stricken hours did this excellent 
young man sit beside us to dilate on boats and boat-races; and 
before he left, he was kind enough to order our bedroom candles. 

We endeavoured now and again to change the subject; but 
the diversion did not last a moment: the Royal Nautical Sports¬ 
man bridled, shied, answered the question, and then breasted 
once more into the swelling tide of his subject. I call it his subject; 
but I think it was he who was subjected. The Arethusa, who holds 
all racing as a creature of the devil, found himself in a pitiful 
dilemma. He durst not own his ignorance for the honour of old 
England, and spoke away about English clubs and English oars¬ 
men whose fame had never before come to his ears. Several times, 
and once, above all, on the question of sliding-seats, he was within 
an ace of exposure. As for the Cigarette, who has rowed races in 
the heat of his blood, but now disowns these slips of his wanton 
youth, his case was still more desperate; for the Royal Nautical 
proposed that he should take an oar in one of their eights on the 
morrow, to compare the English with the Belgian stroke. I could 
see my friend perspiring in his chair whenever that particular 
topic came up. And there was yet another proposal which had the 
same effect on both of us. It appeared that the champion canoeist 
of Europe (as well as most other champions) was a Royal Nautical 
Sportsman. And if we would only wait until the Sunday, this in¬ 
fernal paddler would be so condescending as to accompany us on 
our next stage. Neither of us had the least desire to drive the 
coursers of the sun against Apollo. 

When the young man was gone, we countermanded our can¬ 
dles, and ordered some brandy and water. The great billows had 
gone over our head. The Royal Nautical Sportsmen were as nice 
young fellows as a man would wish to see, but they were a trifle too 
young and a thought too nautical for us. We began to see that we 
were old and cynical; we liked ease and the agreeable rambling of 
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the human mind about this and the other subject; we did not 
want to disgrace our native land by messing at eight, or toning 
pitifully in the wake of the champion canoeist. In short, we hat 
recourse to flight. It seemed ungrateful, but we tried to make tha 
good on a card loaded with sincere compliments. And indeed it 
was no time for scruples; we seemed to feel the hot breath of t le 

champion on our necks. 
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“Vixerunt nonrulli in agris, delectati re sua familiari. His idem pro¬ 
position fuit quod regibus, ut ne qua re agerent, ne cui parerenl, libertate 
uterentur: cujus proprium est sic vivere ut velis.” 

Cic., De Off., I. xx. 
To 

Virgil Williams 
and 

Dora Norton Williams 

These sketches are affectionately 
dedicated by their friend 

THE AUTHOR 

■ -K - 


T he scene of this little book is on a high mountain, there 
are, indeed, many higher; there are many of a nobler outline. 
It is no place of pilgrimage for the summary globe-trotter; but to 
one who lives upon its sides. Mount Saint Helena soon becomes a 
centre of interest. It is the Mont Blanc of one section of the 
Californian Coast Range, none of its near neighbours rising to 
one-half its altitude. It looks down on much green, intricate 
country. It feeds in the spring-time many splashing brooks. From 
its summit you must have an excellent lesson of geography: seeing, 
to the south, San Francisco Bay, with Tamalpais on the one hand 
and Monte Diablo on the other; to the west and thirty miles 
away, the open ocean; eastward, across the cornlands and thick 
tule swamps of Sacramento Valley, to where the Central Pacific 
Railroad begins to climb the sides of the Sierras; and northward, 

1C* 
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for what I know, the white head of Shasta looking down on 

Oregon. Three counties, Napa County, Lake County, an 
County march across its cliffy shoulders. Its naked peak stand, 
nearly four thousand five hundred feet above the sea; Us sides -■ 
fringed with forest; and the soil, where it is bare, glows warm with 

"lifein its shadow goes rustically forward. Bucks, and bears, and 

rattlesnakes, and former mining operations, are lh ^ ta P le o£ m ^ 
talk Agriculture has only begun to mount above the valley. And 
though in a few years from now the whole district may be sm.li g 
with farms, passing trains shaking the mountain to the heart, 
many-windowed hotels lighting up the night like factories, and a 
prosperous city occupying the site of sleepy Calistoga; yet m 
meantime, around the foot of that mountain the silence of nature 
reigns in a great measure unbroken, and the people of hill and 
valley go sauntering about their business as in the days before 


the flood. . . 

To reach Mount Saint Helena from San Francisco, the travelle 

has twice to cross the bay: once by the busy Oakland Ferry, and 

again, after an hour or so of the railway, from Vallejo Junction to 

Vallejo. Thence he takes rail once more to mount the long gieen 

In all the contractions and expansions of that inland sea, the 
Bay of San Francisco, there* can be few drearier scenes than the 
Vallejo Ferry. Bald shores and a low, bald islet enclose the sea, 
through the narrows the tide bubbles, muddy like a river. When 
we made the passage (bound, although yet we knew it not, for 
Silverado) the steamer jumped, and the black buoys were dancing 
in the jabble; the ocean breeze blew killing chill; and, although 
the upper sky was still unflecked with vapour, the sea-fogs were 
pouring in from seaward, over the hilltops of Marin County, in 

one great, shapeless, silver cloud. 

South Vallejo is typical of many Californian towns. It was a 
blunder; the site has proved untenable; and although it is still 
such a young place by the scale of Europe, it has already begun to 
be deserted for its neighbour and namesake, North Vallejo. A long 
pier, a number of drinking-saloons, a hotel of a great size, marshy 
pools where the frogs keep up their croaking, and even at high 
noon the entire absence of any human face or voice these are 
the marks of South Vallejo. Yet there was a tall building beside 
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the pier, labelled the Star Flour Mills; and sea-going, full-rigged 

ships lay c ose alongshore, waiting for their cargo. Soon these 

'™" ld be P lu,, ging round the Horn, soon the flour from the Star 
Houi Mills would be landed on the wharves of Liverpool. For 
that, too, is one of England’s outposts; thither, to this gaunt mill 
across the Atlantic and Pacific deeps and round about the icy 
Horn, this crowd of great, three-masted, deep-sea ships come, 
bringing nothing, and return with bread. 

The Frisby House, for that was the name of the hotel, was a 
place of fallen fortunes, like the town. It was now given up to 
labourers, and partly ruinous. At dinner there was the ordinary 
display of what is called in the west a two-bit house: the tablecloth 
checked led and white, the plague of flies, the wire hencoops over 
the dishes, the great variety and invariable vileness of the food 
and the rough coatless men devouring it in silence. In our bed¬ 


room, the stove would not burn, though it would smoke; and 
while one window would not open, the other would not shut. 
There was a view on a bit of empty road, a few dark houses, a 
donkey wandering with its shadow on a slope, and a blink of sea, 
with a tall ship lying anchored in the moonlight. All about that 
dreary inn frogs sang their ungainly chorus. 

Early the next morning we mounted the hill along a wooden 
footway, bridging one marish spot after another. Here and there, 
as we ascended, we passed a house embowered in white roses. 
More of the bay became apparent, and soon the blue peak of 
Tamalpais rose above the green level of the island opposite. It told 
us we were still but a little way from the city of the Golden 
Gates, already, at that hour, beginning to awake among the sand¬ 
hills. It called to us over the waters as with the voice of a bird. Its 
stately head, blue as a sapphire on the paler azure of the sky, 
spoke to us of wider outlooks and the bright Pacific. For Tamalpais 
stands sentry, like a lighthouse, over the Golden Gates, between 
the bay and the open ocean, and looks down indifferently on both. 
Even as we saw and hailed it from Vallejo, seamen, far out at sea, 
were scanning it with shaded eyes; and, as if to answer to the 


thought, one of the great ships below began silently to clothe her¬ 


self with white sails, homeward bound for England. 

For some way beyond Vallejo the railway led us through bald 
green pastures. On the west the rough highlands of Marin shut 
off the ocean; in the midst, in long, straggling, gleaming arms, the 
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bay died out among the grass; there were few trees and few 
Closures- the sun shone wide over open uplands, the d splume 
hills stood clear against the sky. But by-and-by these hills begat 
to draw nearer on either hand, and first thicket and then wood 
began to clothe their sides; and soon we were away ^om all signs 
of the sea's neighbourhood, mounting an inland, irrigated valley^ 
? great variety^ oaks stood, now severally, now in a becoming 
grove among the fields and vineyards. The towns were compact, in 
about equal proportions, of bright new wooden houses and gre 
and growing^ forest trees; and the chapel bell on the engine 

sounded most festally that sunny Sunday, as we drew “P at ° 
green town after another, with the townsfolk trooping in their 

Sunday’s best to see the strangers, with the sun sparkling on 
clean houses, and great domes of foliage humming overhead in 

This pleasant Napa Valley is, at its north end, blockaded by our 
mountain. There, at Calistoga, the railroad ceases, and the travel¬ 
ler who intends faring farther, to the Geysers or to the springs inf 
Lake County, must cross the spurs of the mountain by stage. Thus, 
Mount Saint Helena is not only a summit, but a frontier; and up 
to the time of writing it has stayed the progress of the iron horse. 


IN THE VALLEY 

— -x — 


1 . Calistoga 

I T IS DIFFICULT FOR A EUROPEAN TO IMAGINE CALISTOGA, THE 

whole place is so new, and of such an occidental pattern - , the 
very name, I hear, was invented at a supper-party by the man who 
found the springs. 

The railroad and the highway come up the valley about par¬ 
allel to one another. The street of Calistoga joins them, perpen- 
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dicular to both—a wide street, with bright, dean, low houses, 
hete and there a veranda over the sidewalk, here and there a 
torse-post, here and there lounging townsfolk. Other streets are 
marked out, and most likely named; for these towns in the New 
\ \ or Id began with a firm resolve to grow larger, Washington and 
Broadway, and then First and Second, and so forth, being boldly 
plotted out as soon as the community indulges in a plan. But, in 
the meanwhile, all the life and most of the houses of Calistoga are 
concentrated upon that street between the railway station and 
the load. I never heard it called by any name, but I will hazard 
a guess that it is either Washington or Broadway. Here are the 
blacksmith’s, the chemist’s, the general merchant’s, and Kong 
Sam Kee, the Chinese laundryman’s; here, probably, is the office 
of the local paper (for the place has a paper—they all have 
papers); and here certainly is one of the hotels, Cheeseborough’s, 
whence the daring Foss, a man dear to legend, starts his horses 
for the Geysers. 

It must be remembered that we are here in a land of stage- 
drivers and highwaymen: a land, in that sense, like England a 
hundred years ago. The highway robber—road-agent, he is 
quaintly called—is still busy in these parts. The fame of Vasquez 
is still young. Only a few years ago, the Lakeport stage was robbed 
a mile or two from Calistoga. In 1879, the dentist of Mendocino 
City, fifty miles away upon the coast, suddenly threw off the 
garments of his trade, like Grindoff, in The Miller and His Men, 
and flamed forth in his second dress as a captain of banditti. A 
great robbery was followed by a long chase, a chase of days if not 
of weeks, among the intricate hill-country; and the chase was 
followed by much desultory fighting, in which several—and the 
dentist, I believe, amongst the number—bit the dust. The grass 
was springing for the first time, nourished upon their blood, when 
I arrived in Calistoga. I am reminded of another highwayman of 
that same year. “He had been unwell,” so ran his humourous 
defence, “and the doctor told him to take something, so he took the 
express box.” 

The cultus of the stage-coachman always flourishes highest 
where there are thieves on the road, and where the guard travels 
armed, and the stage is not only a link between country and city, 
and the vehicle of news, but has a faint warfaring aroma, like a 
man who should be brother to a soldier. California boasts her 
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famous stage-drivers, and among the famous Foss'."^SchM 
Along the unfenced, abominable mountain roads, he launchc 

h s team with small regard to human life or the doctrine of prob¬ 
abilities. Flinching travellers, who beho'd themselves coasting 
eternity at every corner, look with natural admiration at the 
driver's huge, impassive, fleshy countenance. He has the very f 
for the driver in Sam Weller's anecdote, who upset the elect 
party at the required point. Wonderful tales are curren of h 
readiness and skill. One in particular, of how one o£ 1 18 ” 

fell at a ticklish passage of the road, and how Foss let slip the 

reins and, driving over the fallen animal, arrived at the next 
stage with only three. This I relate as I heard it, without guaran- 


I only saw Foss once, though, strange as it may sound, I have 
twice talked with him. He lives out of Calistoga, at a ranc te 
called Fossville. One evening, after he was long gone home I 
dropped into Cheeseborough's, and was asked if I should like to 
speak with Mr. Foss. Supposing that the interview was impossible, 
and that I was merely called upon to subscribe the general senti¬ 
ment, I boldly answered "Yes.'' Next moment, I had one instru¬ 
ment at my car, another at my mouth, and found myself, wit i 
nothing in the world to say, conversing with a man several miles 
off among desolate hills. Foss rapidly and somewhat plaintively 
brought the conversation to an end; and he returned to h.s night s 
grog at Fossville, while I strolled forth again on Calistoga high 
street. But it was an odd thing that here, on what we ^ accus¬ 
tomed to consider the very skirts of civilisation, I should have 
used the telephone for the first time in my civilised career. So it. 
goes in these young countries; telephones, and telegraphs, and 
newspapers, and advertisements running far ahead among the 

Indians and the grizzly bears. . 

Alone, on the other side of the railway, stands the Springs 

Hotel, with its attendant cottages. The floor of the valley is ex¬ 
tremely level to the very roots of the hills; only here and there 
a hillock, crowned with pines, rises like the barrow of some 
chieftain famed in war; and right against one of these hilllocks of 
the Springs Hotel—is or was; for since I was there the place has 
been destroyed by fire, and has risen again from its ashes. A lawn 
runs about the house, and the lawn is in its turn surrounded by 
a system of little five-roomed cottages, each with a veranda and 
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a weedy palm before the door. Some of the cottages are let to 
regents, and these are wreathed in flowers. The rest are occupied 
b> ordinary visitors to the hotel; and a very pleasant way this 

s, by which you have a little country cottage o£ your own, without 
domestic burthens, and by the day or week. 

The whole neighbourhood of Mount Saint Helena is full of 
sulphur and of boiling springs. The Geysers are famous; they were 
the great health resort of the Indians before the coming of the 
whites. Lake County is dotted with spas; Hot Springs and White 
Sulphur Springs are the names of two stations on the Napa Valley 
Railroad; and Calistoga itself seems to repose on a mere film 
above a boiling, subterranean lake. At one end of the hotel en¬ 
closure are the springs from which it takes its name, hot enough 
to scald a child seriously while I was there. At the other end, the 
tenant of a cottage sank a well, and there also the water came up 
boiling. It keeps this end of the valley as warm as a toast. I have 


gone across to the hotel a little after five in the morning, when a 
sea-fog from the Pacific was hanging thick and grey, and dark and 
dirty overhead, and found the thermometer had been up before 
me, and had already climbed among the nineties; and in the stress 
of the day it was sometimes too hot to move about. 

But in spite of this heat from above and below, doing one on 
both sides, Calistoga was a pleasant place to dwell in; beautifully 
green, for it was then that favoured moment in the Californian 
year, when the rains are over and the dusty summer has not yet 
set in; often visited by fresh airs, now from the mountain, now 
across Sonoma from the sea; very quiet, very idle, very silent but 
for the breezes and the cattle bells afield. And there was some¬ 
thing satisfactory in the sight of that great mountain that en¬ 
closed us to the north: whether it stood, robed in sunshine, quak¬ 
ing to its topmost pinnacle with the heat and brightness of the 
day; or whether it set itself to weaving vapours, wisp after wisp 
growing, trembling, fleeting, and fading in the blue. 

The tangled, woody, and almost trackless foothills that enclose 
the valley, shutting it off from Sonoma on the west, and from 
Yolo on the east—rough as they were in outline, dug out by 
winter streams, crowned by cliffy bluffs and nodding pine-trees— 
were dwarfed into satellites by the bulk and bearing of Mount 
Saint Helena. She over-towered them by two-thirds of her own 
stature. She excelled them by the boldness of her profile. Her 
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cn-eat bald summit, clear of trees and pasture, a cairn of quartz 
L‘l cinnabar, rejected kinship with the dark and shaggy wild - 

ness of lesser hilltops. 


The Petrified Forest 


We drove oft from the Springs Hotel about three n the after 
noon. The sun warmed me to the heart. A broad cool wind 
streamed pauselessly down the valley, laden with perfume. Up at 
the top stood Mount Saint Helena, a bulk of mountain, bare atop, 
with free-fringed spurs, and radiating warmth. Once we saw it 
framed in a grove of tall and exquisitely graceful white oaks, 
in line and colour a finished composition. We passed a cow 
stretched by the roadside, her bell slowly beating time to the 
movement If her ruminating jaws, her big red face crawled over 


bv half-a-dozen flies, a monument of content. 

A little farther, and we struck to the left up a mountain road, 
and for two hours threaded one valley after another, green, 
tangled, full of noble timber, giving us every now and again a 
sight of Mount Saint Helena and the blue hilly distance, and 
crossed by many streams, through which we splashed to the 
carriage-step. To the right or the left, there was scarce any 
trace of man but the road we followed; I think we passed but one 
ranchero’s house in the whole distance, and that was closed and 
smokeless. But we had the society of these bright streams—daz- 
zlingly clear, as is their wont, splashing from the wheels in 
diamonds, and striking a lively coolness through the sunshine 
And what with the innumerable variety of greens, the masses of 
foliage tossing in the breeze, the glimpses of distance, the descents 
into seemingly impenetrable thickets, the continual dodging of 
the road, which made haste to plunge again into the covert, we 
had a fine sense of woods, and spring-time, and the open air. 

Our driver gave me a lecture by the way on Californian trees 
a thing I was much in need of, having fallen among painters 
who know the name of nothing, and Mexicans who know the 
name of nothing in English. He taught me the madrona, the man- 
zanita, the buckeye, the maple; he showed me the crested moun¬ 
tain quail; he showed me where some young redwoods were al¬ 
ready spiring heavenwards from the ruins of the old; for in this 
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; ; c : all . had a,read >' P e ™hed: redwoods and redskins, the two 

noblest indigenous living things, alike condemned. 

„ . 1 ength ’ ln f loneI y del1 ’ we came on a huge wooden gate with 
a sign upon it like an inn. "The Petrified Forest. Proprietor C 

Nans, ian the legend. Within, on a knoll of sward, was the 
house of the proprietor, and another smaller house hard by to 

SC ‘ Ve , “ a museum . "'here photographs and petrifactions were 
retailed. It was a pure little isle of touristry among these solitary 

The proprietor was a brave old white-faced Swede. He had 
wandered this way, Heaven knows how, and taken up his acres— 
I forget how many years ago—all alone, bent double with sciatica, 
and with six bits in his pocket and an axe upon his shoulder. 
Long, useless years of seafaring had thus discharged him at the 
end, penniless and sick. Without doubt he had tried his luck at 
the diggings, and got no good from that; without doubt he had 
loved the bottle, and lived the life of Jack ashore. But at the 
end of these adventures, here he came; and, the place hitting his 
fancy, down he sat to make a new life of it, far from crimps 
and the salt sea. And the very sight of his ranche had done him 
good. It was the handsomest spot in the Californy mountains.” 

Isn t it handsome, now?” he said. Every penny he makes goes 
into that ranche to make it handsomer. Then the climate, with 
the sea-breeze every afternoon in the hottest summer weather, had 
gradually cured the sciatica; and his sister and niece were now 
domesticated with him for company—or, rather, the niece came 
only once in the two days, teaching music the meanwhile in the 
valley. And then, for a last piece of luck, “the handsomest spot 
in the Californy mountains” had produced a petrified forest, 
which Mr. Evans now shows at the modest figure of half a dollar 
a head, or two-thirds of his capital when he first came there with 
an axe and a sciatica. 

This tardy favourite of fortune—hobbling a little, I think, as 
if in memory of the sciatica, but with not a trace that I can 
remember of the sea—thoroughly ruralised from head to foot, 
proceeded to escort us up the hill behind his house. 

‘‘Who first found the forest?” asked my wife, 

‘‘The first? I was that man,” said he. ‘‘I was cleaning up the 
pasture for my beasts, when I found this ”—kicking a great red¬ 
wood, seven feet in diameter, that lay there on its side, hollow 
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heart clinging lumps o£ bark, all changed into grey stone, wit 
veins' of quanz between what had been the layers of the wood. 

“Were you surprised?” did 

“Surprised? No! What would I be surprised abo 
I kn ow about petrifactions-following the sea? Petrifac on. 
There was no such word in my language! I knew about p 
faction, though! I thought it was a stone; so would you, y 

'lntnow g h U e P had theory of his own, which I did not quite 
* except that the trees had not “grewed” there. But he 
mentioned P with evident pride, that he differed from all the 
scientific people who had visited the spot; and he flung about 
such words as “tufa" and “silica” with careless freedom. 

When I mentioned I was from Scotland, “My old country he 
said- “my old country”—with a smiling look and a tone of real 
affection in his voice. I was mightily surprised, for he was obv - 
ously Scandinavian, and begged him to explain. It seemed he had 

learned his English and done nearly all his saill "« m 

“Out of Glasgow,” said he, “or Greenock; but that s all the 

same-they all hail from Glasgow.” And he was so pleased with 

me for being a Scotsman, and his adopted compatriot that he 

made me a present of a very beautiful piece of petnfaction-I 

believe the most beautiful and portable he had. 

Here was a man, at least, who was a Swede, a Scot, and an 
American, acknowledging some kind allegiance to three lands 
Mr Wallace's Scoto-Circassian will not fail to come before the 
reader. I have myself met and spoken with a Fifeshire German 
whose combination of abominable accents struck me dumb. But 
indeed, I think we all belong to many countries. And perhaps this 
habit of much travel, and the engendering of scattered friend¬ 
ships, may prepare the euthanasia of ancient nations. 

And the forest itself? Well, on a tangled, briery hillside-for 
the pasture would bear a little further cleaning up, to my eyes 
—there lie scattered thickly various lengths of petrified trunk, 
such as the one already mentioned. It is very curious, of course, 
and ancient enough, if that were all. Doubtless, the heart of the 
geologist beats quicker at the sight; but, for my part, I was 
mightily unmoved. Sight-seeing is the art of disappointment. 

“There’s nothing under heaven so blue 
That’s fairly worth the travelling to.” 
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But, fortunately, Heaven rewards us with many agreeable pros¬ 
pects and adventures by the way; and sometimes, when we go out 
to see a petrified forest, prepares a far more delightlul curiosity in 

the form of Mr. Evans, whom may all prosperity attend through¬ 
out a long and green old age. 


3. J\Tapa Wine 

I was interested in Californian wine. Indeed, I am interested in 
all wines, and have been all my life, from the raisin wine that a 
school-fellow kept secreted in his play-box up to my last discovery, 
those notable Valtellines that once shone upon the board of 
Caesar. 

Some of us, kind old Pagans, watch with dread the shadows 
falling on the age: how the unconquerable worm invades the 
sunny terraces of France, and Bordeaux is no more, and the 
Rhone a mere Arabia Petraea. Chateau Neuf is dead, and I have 
never tasted it; Hermitage—a hermitage indeed from all life's 
sorrows—lies expiring by the river. And in the place of these 
imperial elixirs, beautiful to every sense, gem-hued, flower- 
scented, dream-compellers:—behold upon the quays at Cette the 
chemicals arrayed; behold the analyst at Marseilles, raising hands 
in obsecration, attesting god Lyceus, and the vats staved in, and 
the dishonest w'ines poured forth among the sea. It is not Pan 
only; Bacchus, too, is dead. 

If wine is to withdraw its most poetic countenance, the sun 
of the white dinner-cloth, a deity to be invoked by two or three, 
all fervent, hushing their talk, degusting tenderly, and storing 
reminiscences—for a bottle of good wine, like a good act, shines 
ever in the retrospect—if wine is to desert us, go thy ways, old 
Jack I Now we begin to have compunctions, and look back at the 
brave bottles squandered upon dinner-parties, where the guests 
drank grossly, discussing politics the while, and even the schoolboy 
“took his whack,” like liquorice water. And at the same time, we 
look timidly forward, with a spark of hope, to where the new lands, 
already weary of producing gold, begin to green with vineyards. 
A nice point in human history falls to be decided by Californian 
and Australian wines. 

Wine in California is still in the experimental stage; and when 





THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS l ? 29 

-ou taste a vintage, grave ec 

* * r in i n i n o" f t li e 

beginning of vine-planting is like the beginning of mining lor tnc 

Si. L winegrower .1,. “pro,pec,,One corner o! 

(and afie, >no,he, i, tried with one kind oi p,. *« 

This is a failure; that is better; a third best. So, bit by bit, y 
grope'about .or .heir dot Voug.o, and Larne. Those ode, and 
nockets of earth, more precious than the precious ores, that yield 
illimitable fragrance and soft fire; whose virtuous Bonanzas where 
the soil has sublimated under sun and stars to something finer and 
the wine is bottled poetry; these still he undiscovered, chaparra 
conceals thicket embowers them; the miner chips the rock and 
wanders farther, and the grizzly muses undisturbed. But there t^ey 
bide their hour, awaiting their Columbus; and nature nurses and 

prepares them. The smack of Californian earth shall linger on 

'*£££ fft is -eeei, . good wine; ^ ■ 

have tasted better than a Beanjolais. and not nnl.ke But the 
trade is poor; it lives from hand to mouth, putting us all into ex 
periments, and forced to sell its vintages. To find one properly 
matured, and bearing its own name, is to be fortune s favourite. 
Bearing its own name, I say, and dwell upon the innuendo 
“You want to know why California wine is not drunk in the 
States?” a San Francisco wine merchant said to me, after he ha 
shown me through his premises. “Well, here's the reason. 

And opening a large cupboard, fitted with many little drawers 
he proceeded to shower me all over with a great variety of 
gorgeously tinted labels, blue, red, or yellow, stamped with crown 
or coronet, and hailing from such a profusion of clos and ch “- 
teaux, that a single department could scarce have furnished forth 
the names. But it was strange that all looked unfamiliar. 

“Chateau X-?” said I. “I never heard of that.” 

"I dare say not,” said he. “I had been reading one of X-s 


novels.” . , 

They were all castles in Spain! But that sure enough is the rea¬ 
son why California wine is not drunk in the States. 

Napa Valley has been long a seat of the wine-growing industry. 
It did not here begin, as it does too often, in the low valley lands 
along the river, but took at once to the rough foot-hills, where 
alone it can expect to prosper. A basking inclination, and stones, 
to be a reservoir of the day’s heat, seem necessary to the soil for 
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7" e; lh f e:° ssncss o£ the must be evaporated, its marrow 

daily melted and refined for ages; until at length these clods that 

break below our footing, and to the eye appear but common 
earth, are truly and to the perceiving mind, a masterpiece of 
nature. The dust of Richebourg, which the wind carries away, 
what an apotheosis of the dust! Not man himself can seem a 
sti anger child of that brown, friable powder, than the blood 
and sun in that old flask behind the faggots. 

A Californian vineyard, one of man's outposts in the wilderness, 
has features of its own. There is nothing here to remind you 
of the Rhine or Rhone, of the low cote d'or, or the infamous and 
scabby deserts of Champagne; but all is green, solitary, covert. 
We visited two of them, Mr. Schram’s and Mr. M'Eckron’s, shar¬ 
ing the same glen. 

Some way down the valley below Calistoga, we turned sharply 
to the south and plunged into the thick of the wood. A rude trail 
rapidly mounting; a little stream tinkling by on the one hand, 
big enough perhaps after the rains, but already yielding up its 
life; overhead and on all sides a bower of green and tangled 
thicket, still fragrant and still flower-bespangled by the early 
season, where thimble-berry played the part of our English haw¬ 
thorn, and the buckeyes were putting forth their twisted horns of 
blossom: through all this, we struggled toughly upwards, canted 
to and fro by the roughness of the trail, and continually switched 
across the face by sprays of leaf or blossom. The last is no great 
inconvenience at home; but here in California it is a matter of 
some moment. For in all woods and by every wayside there pros¬ 
pers an abominable shrub or weed, called poison oak, whose very 
neighbourhood is venomous to some, and whose actual touch is 
avoided by the most impervious. 

The two houses, with their vineyards, stood each in a green 
niche of its own in this steep and narrow forest dell. Though 
they were so near, there was already a good difference in level; 
and Mr. M'Eckron’s head must be a long way under the feet of 
Mr. Schram. No more had been cleared than was necessary for 
cultivation; close around each oasis ran the tangled wood; the 
glen enfolds them; there they lie basking in sun and silence, con¬ 
cealed from all but the clouds and the mountain birds. 

Mr. M'Eckron’s is a bachelor establishment; a little bit of a 
•wooden house, a small cellar hard by in the hillside, and a patch 
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of vines planted and tended single-handed by himself. He had but 
c»” b= 8 »- bi, vines were ,nung. his business 1™* > ~ 

but I thought he had the look of the man who succeeds He halted 

from Greenock: he remembered his fathet putting 

Mons Meg, and that touched me home; and we exchanged a 

word or two of Scotch, which pleased me more than you would 

fa Mr. Schram's, on the other hand, is the oldest vineyard in the 
valley, eighteen years old, I think; yet he began a penniless barbery 
and even after he had broken ground up here with h,s black 
malvoisies, continued for long to tramp the valley with his razo . 
Now his place is the picture of prosperity: stuffed birds in the 
veranda, cellars far dug into the hillside, and resting on pillars 
like a bandit’s cave:—all trimness, varnish, flowers and sun¬ 
shine among the tangled wildwood. Stout, smiling Mrs Schram, 
who kas been to Europe and apparently all about the States for 
pleasure, entertained Fanny in the veranda, while I warLuting 
wines in the cellar. To Mr. Schram this was a solemn office his 
serious gusto warmed my heart; prosperity had not yet wholly 
banished a certain neophite and girlish trepidation, and he fol¬ 
lowed every sip and read my face with proud anxiety. I tasted alb 
I tasted every variety and shade of Schramberger, red and white 
Schramberger, Burgundy Schramberger, Schramberger Hock, 
Schramberger Golden Chasselas, the latter with a notable bou¬ 
quet and I fear to think how many more. Much of it goes to 
London-most, I think; and Mr. Schram has a great notion of 

the English taste. . . ^ 

In this wild spot, I did not feel the sacredness of ancient cultiva¬ 
tion It was still raw, it was no Marathon, and no Johanmsberg; 
yet the stirring sunlight, and the growing vines, and the vats and 
bottles in the cavern, made a pleasant music for the mind. Here, 
also, earth’s cream was being skimmed and garnered; and the 
London customers can taste, such as it is, the tang of the earth in 
this green valley. So local, so quintessential is a wine, that it seems 
the very birds in the veranda might communicate a flavour, and 
that romantic cellar influence the bottle next to be uncorked in 
Pimlico, and the smile of jolly Mr. Schram might mantle in the 

gl ass . ... 

But these are but experiments. All things in this new land are 

moving farther on: the wine-vats and the miner’s blasting tools 
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.... p.ckc t for a "igm, like Bedouin pavilions; and to-morrow to 

‘ 00ds! f s stlr of change and these perpetual echoes of 
c moung footfall, haunt the land. Men more eternally still 
h s„,g fortune; and, fortune found, still wander. As weVove 
>.tck to Cahstoga. the road lay empty of mere passengers, but its 
gieen side was dotted with the camps of travelling families: one 
tmbcied with a great waggonful of household stuff, settlers go- 
mg to occupy a ranche they had taken up in Mendocino, or per¬ 
haps Tehama County; another, a party in dust-coats, men and 
women, whom we found camped in a grove on the roadside, all 
on pleasure bent, with a Chinaman to cook for them, and who 
a\ ccl their hands to us as we drove bv. 


4. The Scot Abroad 

A few pages back, I wrote that a man belonged in these days, to 
a variety of countries; but the old land is still the true love, the 
others are but pleasant infidelities. Scotland is indefinable; it 
has no unity except upon the map. Two languages, many dialects, 
innumerable forms of piety, and countless local patriotisms and 
prejudices, part us among ourselves more widely than the ex¬ 
treme east and west of that great continent of America. When I 
am at home, I feel a man from Glasgow to be something like a 
rival, a man from Barra to be more than half a foreigner. Yet 
let us meet in some far country, and, whether we hail from the 
braes of Manor or the braes of Mar, some ready-made affection 
joins us on the instant. It is not race. Look at us. One is Norse, 
one Celtic, and another Saxon. It is not community of tongue. We 
have it not among ourselves; and we have it almost to perfection, 
with English, or Irish, or American. It is no tie of faith, for we 
detest each other’s errors. And yet somewhere, deep down in the 
heart of each one of us, something yearns for the old land, and the 
old kindly people. 

Of all mysteries of the human heart, this is perhaps the most 
inscrutable. There is no special loveliness in that grey country, 
With its rainy, sea-beat archipelago; its fields of dark mountains; 
its unsightly places, black with coal; its treeless, sour, unfriendly¬ 
looking corn-lands; its quaint, grey, castled city, vdiere the bells 
clash of a Sunday, and the wind squalls, and the salt showers 
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fly and beat. I do not even know if X desire to live^^h why 
Je hear, in some far land, a kindred voice sing out, Oh t 
left I my hamc?” and it seems at once as it no beauty un ^ 

kind heavens, and no society of the wise and goo ’/would 
for my absence from my country. And though I th 
rather die elsewhere, yet in my heart of hearts I long: to be bur:cd 
among good Scots clods. I will say it fairly, it grows on me wi 
every year: there are no stars so lovely as Edinburgh streetdamps 
When I forget thee, auld Reekie, may my right hand forget 

" The"Sappiest lot on earth is to be born a Scotchman. You must 
pay for it in many ways, as for all other advantages on earth. You 
have to learn the paraphrases and the shorter catechism y 

generally take to drink; your youth, as far as I can find out ’ 
a time of louder war against society, of more outcry and tears 
and turmoil, than if you had been born, for instance, in En 0 land. 

But somehow life is warmer and closer; the hearth burns m e 

redly; the lights of home shine softer on the rainy street 
very names, endeared in verse and music, cling nearer round ou 
hearts. An Englishman may meet an Englishman to-morrow upon 
Chimborazo, and neither of them care; but when the Scotch wine- 
grower told me of Mons Meg, it was like magic. 

“From the dim shieling on the misty island 
Mountains divide us, and a world of seas; 

Yet still our hearts are true, our hearts are Highland, 

And we, in dreams, behold the Hebrides. 


And, Highland and Lowland, all our hearts are Scotch. 

Only a few days after I had seen M'Eckron, a message reached 
me in my cottage. It was a Scotchman who had come down a long 
way from the hills to market. He had heard there was a u COUn 'J 
man in Calistoga, and came round to the hotel to see him. We 
said a few words to each other; we had not much to say should 
never have seen each other had we stayed at home, separated 
alike in space and in society; and then we shook hands, and e 
went his way again to his ranche among the hills, and that was all. 

Another Scotchman there was, a resident, who for the mere love 
of the common country, douce, serious, religious man, drove me 
all about the valley, and took as much interest in me as if I had 
been his son; more, perhaps; for the son has faults too keenly felt. 
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while the abstract countryman is perfect—like a whiff of peats 

And there was yet another. Upon him I came suddenly, as he 
was calmly entering my cottage, his mind quite evidently bent on 
plunder: a man of about fifty, filthy, ragged, roguish, with a 
chimney-pot hat and a tail coat, and a pursing of his mouth that 
might have been envied by an elder of the kirk. He had just such 
a face as I have seen a dozen times behind the plate. 

Hullo, sir! I cried. ‘‘Where are you going?” 

He turned round without a quiver. 

\ou are a Scotchman, sir?” he said gravely. “So am I; I come 
from Aberdeen. This is my card,” presenting me with a piece of 
pasteboard which he had raked out of some gutter in the period 
of the rains. “I was just examining this palm,” he continued, in¬ 
dicating the misbegotten plant before our door, “which is the 
largest specimen I have yet observed in Califoarnia.” 

There were four or five larger within sight. But where was the 
use of argument? He produced a tape-line, made me help him 
to measure the tree at the level of the ground, and entered the 
figures in a large and filthy pocket-book, all with the gravity of 
Solomon. He then thanked me profusely, remarking that such 
little services were due between countrymen; shook hands with 
me, “for auld lang syne,” as he said; and took himself solemnly 
away, radiating dirt and humbug as he went. 

A month or two after this encounter of mine, there came a 
Scot to Sacramento—perhaps from Aberdeen. Anyway, there 
never was any one more Scotch in this wide world. He could sing 
and dance, and drink, I presume; and he played the pipes with 
vigour and success. All the Scotch in Sacramento became in¬ 
fatuated with him, and spent their spare time and money, driving 
him about in an open cab, between drinks, while he blew himself 
scarlet at the pipes. This is a very sad story. After he had bor¬ 
rowed money from every one, he and his pipes suddenly disap¬ 
peared from Sacramento, and when I last heard, the police were 
looking for him. 

I cannot say how this story amused me, when I felt myself so 


thoroughly ripe on both sides to be duped in the same way. 

It is at least a curious thing, to conclude, that the races which 
wander widest, Jews and Scotch, should be the most clannish 
in the world. But perhaps these two are cause and effect: “For 
ye were strangers in the land of Egypt.” 
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WITH THE CHILDREN OF 

ISRAEL 




1 . To Introduce Mr- Kelmar 

ANE thing in this new country very particularly strikes 
CJ a stranger, and that is the number of antiquities. Already 
there have been many cycles of population succeeding each othei, 
and passing away and leaving behind them relics. These standing 
on into changed times, strike the imagination as forcibly as any 
pyramid or feudal tower. The towns, like the vineyards, are ex¬ 
perimentally founded: they grow great and prosper by passing 
occasions; and when the lode comes to an end, and the miners 
move elsewhere, the town remains behind them, like Palmyra in 
the desert. I suppose there are, in no country in the world, so 

many deserted towns as here in California. 

The whole neighbourhood of Mount Saint Helena, now so 
quiet and sylvan, was once alive with mining camps and villages. 
Here there would be two thousand souls under canvas; there one 
thousand or fifteen hundred ensconced, as if for ever/ in a town 
of comfortable houses. But the luck had failed, the mines petered 
out; and the army of miners had departed, and left this quarter 
of the world to the rattlesnakes and deer and grizzlies, and to the 

slower but steadier advance of husbandry. 

It was with an eye on one of these deserted places. Pine Flat, 
on the Geysers road, that we had come first to Calistoga. There 
is something singularly enticing in the idea of going, rent-free, 
into a ready-made house. And to the British merchant, sitting 
at home at ease, it may appear that, with such a roof over your 
head and a spring of clear water hard by, the whole problem of 
the squatter's existence would be solved. Food, however, has yet 
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to be considered. I will go as far as most people on tinned meats; 
some of the brightest moments of my life were passed over 
tinned mulligatawney in the cabin of a sixteen-ton schooner, 
storm-stayed in Portree Bay; but after suitable experiments, I 
pionounce authoritatively that man cannot live by tins alone. 
Fresh meat must be had on an occasion. It is true that the great 
Foss, driving by along the Geysers road, wooden-faced, but glorified 
with legend, might have been induced to bring us meat, but the 
great Foss could hardly bring us milk. To take a cow would have 
involved taking a field of grass and a milkmaid; after which it 
would have been hardly worth while to pause, and we might have 
added to our colony a flock of sheep and an experienced butcher. 

It is really very disheartening how we depend on other people 
in this life. “Mihi est proposition,” as you may see by the motto, 
“id quod regibus”; and behold it cannot be carried out, unless 
I find a neighbour rolling in cattle. 

Now, my principal adviser in this matter was one whom I will 
call Kelmar. That was not what he called himself, but as soon as 
I set eyes on him, I knew it was or ought to be his name; I am 
sure it will be his name among the angels. Kelmar was the store¬ 
keeper, a Russian Jew, good-natured, in a very thriving way of 
business, and, on equal terms, one of the most serviceable of men. 
He also had something of the expression of a Scotch country elder, 
who, by some peculiarity, should chance to be a Hebrew. He had 
a projecting under lip, with which he continually smiled, or 
rather smirked. Mrs. Kelmar was a singularly kind woman; and 
the oldest son had quite a dark and romantic bearing, and might 
be heard on summer evenings playing sentimental airs on the 
violin. 

I had no idea, at the time I made his acquaintance, what an 
important person Kelmar was. But the Jew store-keepers of Cali¬ 
fornia, profiting at once by the needs and habits of the people, 
have made themselves in too many cases the tyrants of the rural 
population. Credit is offered, is pressed on the new customer, 
and when once he is beyond his depth, the tune changes, and he 
is from thenceforth a white slave. I believe, even from the little 
I saw, that Kelmar, if he choose to put on the screw, could send 
half the settlers packing in a radius of seven or eight miles round 
Calistoga. These are continually paying him, but are never suf- 
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fered to get out of debt. He palms dull goods upon them, for they 
S„ot g refuse to buy; he goes and dines with them when he; .son 
an outing, and no man is loudlier welcomed; he is their tami y 
Weni the director of their business, and, to a degree elsewhere 

unknown in modern days, their king. • 

For some reason, Kelmar always shook his head at the mem 
Of Pine Flat, and for some days I thought he disapproved of the 
whole scheme and was proportionately sad. One fine mom g, 
however, he met me, wreathed in smiles. He had found the very 
place for me— Silverado, another old mining town, right up the 
mountain. Rufe Hanson, the hunter, could take care of us hne 
people, the Hansoms; we should be close to the Toll House where 
the Lakeport stage called daily; it was the best place for my 
health, besides. Rufe had been consumptive, and was now quite a 
strong man, ain’t it? In short, the place and all its accompam- 


merits seemed made for us on purpose. 

He took me to his back door, whence, as from every point of 

Calistoga, Mount Saint Helena could be seen towering m the air. 
There in the nick, just where the eastern foot-hills joined the 
mountain, and she herself began to rise above the zone of forest 
—there was Silverado. The name had already pleased me, the 
high station pleased me still more. I began to inquire with some 
eagerness. It was but a little while ago that Silverado was a great 
place. The mine—a silver mine, of course—had promised great 
things. There was quite a lively population, with several hotels 
and boarding-houses; and Kelmar himself had opened a branch 
store, and done extremely well—"Ain't it?” he said, appealing to 
his wife. And she said, “Yes; extremely well.” Now there was no 
one living in the town but Rufe the hunter; and once more I 
heard Rufe’s praises by the yard, and this time sung in chorus. 

I could not help perceiving at the time that there was some¬ 
thing underneath; that no unmixed desire to have us comfortably 
settled had inspired the Kelmars with this flow of words. But I 
was impatient to be gone, to be about my kingly project; and 
when we were offered seats in Kelmar’s waggon, I accepted on 
the spot. The plan of their next Sunday’s outing took them, by 
good fortune, over the border into Lake County. They would 
carry us so far, drop us at the Toll House, present us to the 
Hansons, and call for us again on Monday morning early. 
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2 . First Impressions of Silverado 

Wc were to leave by six precisely; that was solemnly pledged on 
both sides; and a messenger came to us the last thing at night, to 
remind us of the hour. But it was eight before we got clear of 
Calistoga: Kelmar, Mrs. Kelmar, a friend of theirs whom we 
named Abramina, her little daughter, my wife, myself, and, 
stowed away behind us, a cluster of ship’s coffee-kettles. These last 
were highly ornamental in the sheen of their bright tin, but I 
could invent no reason for their presence. Our carriageful reck¬ 
oned up, as near as we could get at it, some three hundred years 
to the six of us. Four of the six, besides, were Hebrews. But I 
never, in all my life, was conscious of so strong an atmosphere of 
holiday. No word was spoken but of pleasure; and even when we 
drove in silence, nods and smiles went round the party like re¬ 
freshments. 

The sun shone out of a cloudless sky. Close at the zenith rode 
the belated moon, still clearly visible, and, along one margin, 
even bright. The wind blew a gale from the north; the trees 
roared; the corn and the deep grass in the valley fled in whiten¬ 
ing surges; the dust towered into the air along the road and dis¬ 
persed like the smoke of battle. It was clear in our teeth from 
die first, and for all the windings of the road it managed to 
keep clear in our teeth until the end. 

For some two miles we rattled through the valley, skirting the 
eastern foot-hills; then we struck off to the right, through haugh- 
land, and presently, crossing a dry watercourse, entered the Toll 
road, or, to be more local, entered on “the grade.” The road 
mounts the near shoulder of Mount Saint Helena, bound north¬ 
ward into Lake County. In one place it skirts along the edge of a 
narrow and deep canon, filled with trees, and I was glad, indeed, 
not to be driven at this point by the dashing Foss. Kelmar, with 
his unvarying smile, jogging to the motion of the trap, drove for 
all the world like a good, plain, country clergyman at home; and 
I profess I blessed him unawares for his timidity. 

Vineyards and deep meadows, islanded and framed with thicket, 
gave place more and more as we ascended to woods of oak and 
madrona, dotted with enormous pines. It was these pines, as they 
shot above the lower wood, that produced that pencilling of 
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single trees I had so olten remarked from the valley. Thence, 
looking up and from however far, each fir stands separate against 
the sky no bigger than an eyelash; and all together lend a quaint, 
fringed aspecf to the hills. The oak is no baby; even the madrona 
upon these spurs of Mount Saint Helena, comes to a fine bulk and 
ranks with forest trees; but the pines look down upon the restTor 
underwood. As Mount Saint Helena among her foot-hills, so these 
dark giants out-top their fellow-vegetables. Alas! if they had left 
the redwoods, the pines, in turn, would have been dwarfed. But 
the redwoods, fallen from their high estate, are serving as family 
bedsteads, or yet more humbly as field fences, along a apa 

^A^rough smack of resin was in the air, and a crystal mountain 
purity. It came pouring over these green slopes by the oceanful. 
The woods sang aloud, and gave largely of their healthful breath. 
Gladness seemed to inhabit these upper zones, and we had left 
indifference behind us in the valley. "I to the hills will lift mine 
eyes!” There are days in a life when thus to climb out of the low- 

lands seems like scaling heaven. . 

As we continued to ascend, the wind fell upon us with in¬ 
creasing strength. It was a wonder how the two stout horses man¬ 
aged to pull us up that steep incline and still face the athletic op¬ 
position of the wind, or how their great eyes were able to endure 
the dust. Ten minutes after we went by, a tree fell, blocking the 
road; and even before us leaves were thickly strewn, and boughs 
had fallen, large enough to make the passage difficult. But now we 
were hard by the summit. The road crosses the ridge, just in the 
nick that Kelmar showed me from below, and then, without 
pause, plunges down a deep, thickly wooded glen on the farther 
side. At the highest point a trail strikes up the main hill to the 
leftward; and that leads to Silverado. A hundred yards beyond, 
and in a kind of elbow of the glen, stands the Toll House Hotel. 
We came up the one side, were caught upon the summit by the 
whole weight of the wind as it poured over into Napa Valley, and 
a minute after had drawn up in shelter, but all buffeted and 

breathless, at the Toll House door. 

A water-tank, and stables, and a grey house of two stories, with 
gable ends and a veranda, are jammed hard against the hillside, 
just where a stream has cut for itself a narrow canon, filled with 
pines. The pines go right up overhead; a little more and the 
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stream might have played, like a fire-hose, on the Toll House 
roof. In front the ground drops as sharply as it rises behind. 
1 here is just room for the road and a sort of promontory of 
croquet ground, and then you can lean over the edge and look 
deep below you through the wood. I said croquet ground, not 
grec?i; for the surface was of brown, beaten earth. The toll-bar 
itself was the only other note of originality: a long beam, turning 
on a post, and kept slightly horizontal by a counterweight of 
stones. Regularly about sundown this rude barrier was swung, 
like a derrick, across the road and made fast, I think, to a tree 
upon the farther side. 

On our arrival there followed a gay scene in the bar. I was pre¬ 
sented to Mr. Corwin, the landlord; to Mr. Jennings, the engineer, 
who lives there for his health; to Mr. Hoddy, a most pleasant 
little gentleman, once a member of the Ohio legislature, again 
the editor of a local paper, and now, with undiminished dignity, 
keeping the Toll House bar. I had a number of drinks and cigars 
bestowed on me, and enjoyed a famous opportunity of seeing 
Kelmar in his glory, friendly, radiant, smiling, steadily edging 
one of the ship’s kettles on the reluctant Corwin. Corwin, plainly 
aghast, resisted gallantly, and for that bout victory crowned his 
arms. 

At last we set forth for Silverado on foot. Kelmar and his jolly 
Jew girls were full of the sentiment of Sunday outings, breathed 
geniality and vagueness, and suffered a little vile boy from the 
hotel to lead them here and there about the woods. For three 
people all so old, so bulky in body, and belonging to a race so 
venerable, they could not but surprise us by their extreme and al¬ 
most imbecile youthfulness of spirit. They were only going to 
stay ten minutes at the Toll House; had they not twenty long 
miles of road before them on the other side? Stay to dinner? Not 
they! Put up the horses? Never. Let us attach them to the ve¬ 
randa by a wisp of straw rope, such as would not have held a 
person’s hat on that blustering day. And with all these protesta¬ 
tions of hurry, they proved irresponsible like children. Kelmar 
himself, shrewd old Russian Jew, with a smirk that seemed just 
to have concluded a bargain to its satisfaction, intrusted himself 
and us devoutly to that boy. Yet the boy was patently fallacious; 
and for that matter a most unsympathetic urchin, raised ap¬ 
parently on gingerbread. He was bent on his own pleasure, noth- 
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ing else; and Kelmar followed him to his ruin with the same 

shrewd mirk. If the boy said there was “a hole there - " 

La hole pure and simple, neither more nor less-Kelmar and 
his Jew girls would follow him a hundred yards to look com¬ 
placently down that hole. For two hours we looked for house , 
and for uvo hours they followed us, smelling trees, picking 

foisting false botany on the unwary. Had we taken fi , 

vile lad to head them off on idle divagations, for five they would 

have smiled and stumbled through the woods. 

Hoover, we came forth at length, and as by accident. upon 

a lawn, sparse planted like an orchard, but with forest instead o 
fruit trees. That was the site of Silverado mining town. A piece 
of ground was levelled up, where Kelmar’s store had been, and 
faefng that we saw Rufe Hanson's house, still bearing on its front 
the legend Silverado Hotel. Not another sign of habitation Sil¬ 
verado town had all been carted from the scene; one of th 
houses was now the schoolhouse far down the road; one was gone 
here, one there, but all were gone away. It was now a sylvan so 
tude, and the silence was unbroken but by the great, vague voice 
of the wind. Some days before our visit, a grizzly bear had been 

sporting round the Hansons’ chicken-house. 

Mrs. Hanson was at home alone, we found. Rufe had een o 
after a "bar,” had risen late, and was now gone, it did not clearly 
appear whither. Perhaps he had had wind of Kelmar s coming, 
and was now ensconced among the underwood, or watching us 
from the shoulder of the mountain. We, hearing there were no 
houses to be had, were for immediately giving up all hopes of 
Silverado. But this, somehow, was not to Kelmar’s fancy. He first 
proposed that we should “camp someveres around, am t it? 
waving his hand cheerily as though to weave a spell; and when 
that was firmly rejected, he decided that we must take up house 
with the Hansons. Mrs. Hanson had been, from the first, flustered, 
subdued, and a little pale; but from this proposition she recoiled 
with haggard indignation. So did we, who would have preferred, 
in a manner of speaking, death. But Kelmar was not to be put by. 
He edged Mrs. Hanson into a corner, where for a long time he 
threatened her with his forefinger, like a character in Dickens; and 
the poor woman, driven to her entrenchments, at last remembered 
with a shriek that there were still some houses at the tunnel. 

Thither we went; the Jews, who should already have been miles 
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■mo Lake County, still cheerily accompanying us. For about a 
tn long we followed a good road along the hUls.de through the 
fo est. untd suddenly that road widened out and came abruptly to 
an end. A canon, woody below, red, rocky, and naked overhead 

s'teen TVf 30055 b> ' 3 d " mp ° f rollin S dangerously 

steep, and from twenty to thirty feet in height. A rusty iron chute 

on "oocen legs came flying, like a monstrous gargoyle, across the 

parapet. It was down this that they poured the precious ore; and 

below here the carts stood to wait their lading, and carry it mill- 
ward down the mountain. 

The whole canon was so entirely blocked, as if by some rude 
guerrilla fortification, that we could only mount by lengths of 
wooden ladder, fixed in the hillside. These led us round the 
farther corner of the dump; and when they were at an end, we 
still peisevered over loose rubble and wading deep in poison oak, 
till we struck a triangular platform, filling up the whole glen, and 
shut in on either hand by bold projections of the mountain. Only 
in front the place was open like the proscenium of a theatre, and 
we looked forth into a great realm of air, and down upon treetops 
and hilltops, and far and near on wild and varied country. The 
place still stood as on the day it was deserted: a line of iron rails 
with a bifurcation; a truck in working order; a world of lumber, 
old wood, old iron; a blacksmith’s forge on one side, half buried 
in the leaves of dwarf madronas; and on the other, an old brown 
wooden house. 

Fanny and I dashed at the house. It consisted of three rooms, 
and was so plastered against the hill, that one room was right atop 
of another, that the upper floor was more than twice as large as 
the lower, and that all three apartments must be entered from a 
different side and level. Not a window-sash remained. The door 
of the lower room was smashed, and one panel hung in splinters. 
We entered that, and found a fair amount of rubbish: sand and 
gravel that had been sifted in there by the mountain winds; straw, 
sticks, and stones; a table, a barrel; a plate-rack on the wall; two 
home-made boot-jacks, signs of miners and their boots; and a pair 
of papers pinned on the boarding, headed respectively “Funnel 
No. 1,” and “Funnel No. 2,” but with the tails torn away. The 
window, sashless of course, was choked with the green and sweetly 
smelling foliage of a bay; and through a chink in the floor, a 
spray of poison oak had shot up and was handsomely prospering 
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; n t he interior It was my first care to cut away that poison oak, 
Fanny standing by at a respectful distance. That was our first nn- 

nrovement by which we took possession. , t 

The room immediately above could only be entere y P 
propped against the threshold, along which the intruder :m 
foot it gingerly, clutching for support to sprays of poison oak * e 
proper product of the country. Herein was on either^ hand, a 

triple tier of beds, where miners had once lam, an 
gable was pierced by a sashless window and a doorless doorway 
opening on the air of heaven, five feet above the ground. As for 
the third room, which entered squarely from the ground le e , 
but higher up the hill and further up the canon, it contained only 
rubbish and the uprights for another triple tier of beds. 

The whole building was overhung by a bold, lion-like, re 
rock. Poison oak, sweet bay trees, calycanthus brush, and chap^ 
arral, grew freely but sparsely all about it. In front, in the strong 
sunshine, the platform lay overstrewn with busy litter, as tho g 
the labours of the mine might begin again to-morrow in the 

m Following back into the canon, among the mass of rotting plant 
and through the flowering bushes, we came to a great crazy stag¬ 
ing with a wry windlass on the top; and clambering up, we could 
look into an open shaft, leading edgeways down into the bowels of 
the mountain, trickling with water, and lit by some stray sun- 
gleams, whence I know not. In that quiet place the still, far-away 
tinkle of the water-drops was loudly audible. Close by, another 
shaft led edgeways up into the superincumbent shoulder of the 
hill. It lay partly open; and sixty or a hundred feet above our 
head, we could see the strata propped apart by solid wooden 
wedges, and a pine, half undermined, precariously nodding on the 
verge. Here also a rugged, horizontal tunnel ran straight into the 
unsunned bowels of the rock. This secure angle in the mountain s 
flank was, even on this wild day, as still as my lady’s chamber. But 
in the tunnel a cold, wet draught tempestuously blew. Nor have I 

ever known that place otherwise than cold and windy. 

Such was our first prospect of Juan Silverado. I own I had 
looked for something different: a clique of neighbourly houses on 
a village green, we shall say, all empty to be sure, but swept and 
varnished; a trout stream brawling by; great elms or chestnuts, 
humming with bees and nested in by song-birds; and the moun- 
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tains standing round about, as at Jerusalem. Here, mountain and 
house and the old tools of industry were all alike rusty and down- 
a mg. 1 he lull was here wedged up, and there poured forth its 
bowels in a spout of broken mineral; man with his picks and 
powder, and nature with her own great blasting tools of sun and 
rain, labouring together at the ruin of that proud mountain. The 
' icw up the canon was a glimpse of devastation; dry red minerals 
sliding together, here and there a crag, here and there dwarf 
thicket clinging in the general glissade, and over all a broken out¬ 
line trenching on the blue of heaven. Downwards indeed, from 
our rock eyrie, we beheld the greener side of nature; and the bear¬ 
ing of the pines and the sweet smell of bays and nutmegs com¬ 
mended themselves gratefully to our senses. One way and another, 
now the die w r as cast. Silverado be it! 

After we had got back to the Toll House, the Jews were not 
long of striking forward. But I observed that one of the Hanson 
lads came down, before their departure, and returned with a 
ship’s kettle. Happy Hansons! Nor was it until after Kelmar was 
gone, if I remember rightly, that Rufe put in an appearance to 
arrange the details of our installation. 

The latter part of the day, Fanny and I sat in the veranda of 
the Toll House, utterly stunned by the uproar of the wind among 
the trees on the other side of the valley. Sometimes, we would 
have it it was like a sea, but it was not various enough for that; 
and again, we thought it like the roar of a cataract, but it was 
too changeful for the cataract; and then we would decide, speak¬ 
ing in sleepy voices, that it could be compared with nothing but 
itself. My mind was entirely preoccupied by the noise. I hearkened 
to it by the hour, gapingly hearkened, and let my cigarette go 
out. Sometimes the wind would make a sally nearer hand, and 
send a shrill, whistling crash among the foliage on our side of the 
glen; and sometimes a backdraught would strike into the elbow 
where we sat, and cast the gravel and torn leaves into our faces. 
But for the most part, this great, streaming gale passed un- 
weariedly by us into Napa Valley, not two hundred yards away 
visible by the tossing boughs, stunningly audible, and yet not 
moving a hair upon our heads. So it blew all night long while I 
was writing up my journal, and after we were in bed, under a 
cloudless, starset heaven; and so it was blowing still next morning 
when we rose. 
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It was a laughable thought to us, what had become o our 

cheerful, wandering “‘id“leathern miles 

3 SeS 

special danger; none otlie "^ ° £ ' their minds: but 

-=f : bo^r rni se tied 
be wax We thought we could follow in fancy these three agea 
Hebrew truants wandering in and out on hilltop and in tine , 

a demon boy trotting far ahead, their will-o-the-w.sp’ 
and at last about midnight, the wind still roaring in the darkness, 
we had a Vision of all three on their knees upon a mountain-top 

around a glow-worm. 


3. The Return 

Next morning we were up by half-past five, according to agree¬ 
ment and it was ten by the clock before our Jew boys returned to 
pick us up: Kelmar, Mrs. Kelmar, and Abramina, all smiling 
from ear to ear, and full of tales of the hospitality they had oimd 
on the other side. It had not gone unrewarded; for 1 observed 
with interest that the ship's kettles, all but one, hadl been 
‘•placed.” Three Lake County families, at least, endowed for life 
with a ship’s kettle. Come, this was no misspent Sunday. The 
absence of the kettles told its own story: our Jews said nothing 
about them; but, on the other hand, they said many kind and 
comely things about the people they had met The two women 
in particular, had been charmed out of themselves by the sight of 
a voung girl surrounded by her admirers; all evening, it appeared, 
they had been triumphing together in the girl’s innocent successes, 
and to this natural and unselfish joy they gave expression in 
language that was beautiful by its simplicity and truth. 

Take them for all in all, few people have done my heart more 
good; they seemed so thoroughly entitled to happiness, and to 
enjoy it in so large a measure and so free from after-thought; 
almost they persuaded me to be a Jew. There was, indeed, a 
chink of money in their talk. They particularly commended peo¬ 
ple who were well to do. "He don’t care—ain’t it?” was their 
highest word of commendation to an individual fate; and here I 
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seem to grasp the root of their philosophy-it was to be free from 
care, to be free to make these Sunday wanderings, that they so 
eagerly pursued after wealth; and all this carefulness was to be 
careless. The fine good-humour of all three seemed to declare they 
had attained their end. Yet there was the other side to it; and the 
lecipients of kettles perhaps cared greatly. 

No sooner had they returned, than the scene of yesterday began 

again. The horses were not even tied with a straw rope this time_ 

it was not worth while; and Kelmar disappeared into the bar, 
leaving them under a tree on the other side of the road. I had to 
devote myself. I stood under the shadow of that tree for, I sup¬ 
pose, hard upon an hour, and had not the heart to be angry. Once 
some one remembered me, and brought me out a half a tumbler¬ 
ful of the playful, innocuous American cocktail. I drank it, and 
lo! veins of living fire ran down my legs; and then a focus of con¬ 
flagration remained seated in my stomach, not unpleasantly, for 
Quarter of an hour. I love these sweet, fiery pangs, but I will not 
court them. The bulk of the time I spent in repeating as much 
French poetry as I could remember to the horses, who seemed to 
enjoy it hugely. And now it went— 

“O ma vieille Font-georges 
Oil volent les rouges-gorges”: 

and again, to a more trampling measure— 

“Et tout tremble, Irun, Coimbre, 

Santander, Almodovar, 

Sitot qu’on entend le timbre 
Des cymbales de Bivar.” 

The redbreasts and the brooks of Europe, in that dry and song¬ 
less land; brave old names and wars, strong cities, cymbals, and 
bright armour, in that nook of the mountain, sacred only to the 
Indian and the bear! This is still the strangest thing in all man’s 
travelling, that he should carry about with him incongruous 
memories. There is no foreign land; it is the traveller only that is 
foreign, and now and again, by a flash of recollection, lights up the 
contrasts of the earth. 

But while I was thus wandering in my fancy, great feats had 
been transacted in the bar. Corwin the bold had fallen, Kelmar 
was again crowned with laurels, and the last of the ship’s kettles 



THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS '® 47 

had changed hands. If I had ever " tlusTneVs 

motives, if I had ever suspected him of a sing > 

“ rrr :r st 

tions about nothing, before the Toll House was tairty 

Alas' and not a mile down the grade there stands a ranche -.in 

sunny vineyard, and here we must all dismount again an em . 

Only the old lady was at home, Mrs. Guele, a town 
dame the picture of honesty; and with her we drank a bott e of 

wine and had an age-long conversation, which ^ ha ; e ^ 
highly delightful if Fanny and I had not been faint %uth him ci. 
The ladles each narrated the story of her marriage, our two 
Hebrews with the prettiest combination of sentiment and finan¬ 
cial bathos. Abramina, specially, endeared herself with• evejr 
word She was as simple, natural, and engaging 
“1 have ten bmugh, „ P .. .1* b».in«« ol , „o m ,.=h.»ge - 
One touch was so resplendently Hebraic that I cannot pass « men 
When her “old man” wrote home for her from America, her old 
man's family would not entrust her with the money for e p 
sage till she had bound herself by an oath-on her knees, I think 
shf iafd-not to employ it otherwise. This had tickled Abram,na 

hugely, but I think it tickled me fully more. 

Mrs Guele told of her homesickness up here in the long w in¬ 
ters- of her honest, country-woman troubles and alarms upon lie 
tourney; how in the bank at Frankfort she had feared lest the 
banker! after having taken her cheque, should deny all knowledge 
of it—a fear I have myself every time I go to a bank; and how 
crossing the Luneburger Heath, an old lady witnessing he 
trouble and finding whither she was bound, had given her th 
blessing of a person eighty years old which would be sure to bring 
her safely to the States. And the first thing I did, added Mrs- 

Guele, “was to fall down-stairs.” 

At length we got out of the house, and some of us into the trap, 

when— judgment of Heaven!—here came Mr Guele from his 

vineyard. So another quarter of an hour went by; till at leng 1 , 

at our earnest pleading, we set forth again in earnest, Fanny and 

X white-faced and silent, but the Jews still smiling. The heart fails 

me. There was yet another stoppage! And we drove at last into 
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Calistoga past two in the afternoon, Fanny and I having break- 
lastec at stx in the morning, eight mortal hours before. We were 
a pallid couple; but si ill the fews were smiling. 

-So ended our excursion with the village usurers; and, now that 
H was done, we had no more idea of the nature of the business 
noi of the part we had been playing in it, than the child unborn! 
l hat all the people we hacl met were the slaves of Kelmar, though 
in various degrees of servitude; that we ourselves had been sent 
up the mountain in the interests of none but Kelmar; that the 
money we laid out, dollar by dollar, cent by cent, and through 
the hands of various intermediaries, should all hop ultimately 
into Kelmar’s till—these were facts that we only grew to recognise 
in the course of time and by the accumulation of evidence. At 
length all doubt was quieted, when one of the kettle-holders con¬ 
fessed. Stopping his trap in the moonlight, a little way out of 
Calistoga, he told me, in so many words, that he dare not show 
face there with an empty pocket. “You see, I don’t mind if it was 
only five dollars, Mr. Stevens,” he said, “but I must give Mr. 
Kelmar something ” 

Even now, when the whole tyranny is plain to me, I cannot find 
it in my heart to be as angry as perhaps I should be with the 
Hebrew tyrant. The whole game of business is beggar my neigh¬ 
bour; and though perhaps that game looks uglier when played at 
such close quarters and on so small a scale, it is none the more 
intrinsically inhumane for that. The village usurer is not so sad 
a feature of humanity and human progress as the millionaire 
manufacturer, fattening on the toil and loss of thousands, and yet 
declaiming from the platform against the greed and dishonesty of 
landlords. If it were fair for Cobden to buy up land from owners 
whom he thought unconscious of its proper value, it was fair 
enough for my Russian Jew to give credit to his farmers. Kelmar, 
if he was unconscious of the beam in his own eye, was at least 
silent in the matter of his brother's mote. 


The Act of Squatting 

There were four of us squatters—myself and my wife, the King 
and Queen of Silverado; Sam, the Crown Prince; and Chuchu, the 
Grand Duke- Chuchu, a setter crossed with spaniel, was the most 
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unsuited for a rough life. He had been nurtured tenderly m mc 
society of ladies; his heart was large and soft; he regar 
sofa-cushion as a bed-rock necessary of existence Though abor t 
the size of a sheep, he loved to sit in lad.es’ laps; he never sa . 
bad word in all his blameless days; and if he had seen a flute, 
am sure he could have played upon it by nature. It may seem hard 

to say it of a dog, but Chuchu was a tame cat. 

The king and queen, the grand duke, and a basket of cole 

provender for immediate use, set forth from Calistoga in a double 
buggy; the crown prince, on horseback, led the way like an ou - 
rider! Bags and boxes and a second-hand stove were to follow 

close upon our heels by Hanson’s team. 

It was a beautiful still day; the sky was one field of azure. Not a 
leaf moved, not a speck appeared in heaven. Only from the 
summit of the mountain one little snowy wisp of cloud after an 
other kept detaching itself, like smoke from a volcano,_ and b ow¬ 
ing southward in some high stream of air: Mount Saint Helena 
still at her interminable task, making the weather, like a Laplan 


By noon we had come in sight of the mill: a great brown build¬ 
ing, half-way up the hill, big as a factory, two stones high and 
with tanks and ladders along the roof; which, as a pendicle of 
Silverado mine, we held to be an outlying province of our own. 
Thither, then, we went, crossing the valley by a grassy trail; anc 
there lunched out of the basket, sitting in a kind of portico, and 
wondering, while we ate, at this great bulk of useless building. 
Through a chink we could look far down into the interior, and 
see sunbeams Boating in the dust and striking on tier after tier of 
silent, rusty machinery. It cost six thousand dollars, twelve hurt- 
dred English sovereigns; and now, here it stands deserted, like the 
temple of a forgotten religion, the busy millers toiling somewhere 
else. All the time we were there, mill and mill town showed no 
sign of life; that part of the mountainside, which is very open and 
green, was tenanted by no living creature but ourselves and the 
insects; and nothing stirred but the cloud manufactory upon the 
mountain summit. It was odd to compare this with the former 
days, when the engine was in full blast, the mill palpitating to its 
strokes, and the carts came rattling down from Silverado, charged 

with ore. 

By two we had been landed at the mine, the buggy was gone 
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aS f and 7 wcre left to our own reflections and the basket of 

° d plOVender ' unt,i Hanson should arrive. Hot as it was by the 
sun there was something chill in such a homecoming, in that 

wo. Id of wreck and rust, splinter and rolling gravel, where for so 
many years no fire had smoked. 

Silverado platform filled the whole width of the canon. Above 
as I have said, this was a wild, red, stony gully in the mountains’ 
but below it was a wooded dingle. And through this, I was told, 

t ieie had gone a path between the mine and the Toll House_ 

our natural north-west passage to civilisation. I found and fol 
lowed it, clearing my way as I went through fallen branches and 
dead trees. It went straight down that steep canon, till it brought 
you out abruptly over the roofs of the hotel. There was nowhere 
any break in the descent. It almost seemed as if, were you to drop 
a stone down the old iron chute at our platform, it would never 
lest until it hopped upon the Toll House shingles. Signs were not 
wanting of the ancient greatness of Silverado. The footpath was 
well marked, and had been well trodden in the old days by thirsty 
miners. And far down, buried in foliage, deep out of sight of 
Silverado, I came on a last outpost of the mine—a mound of 
gravel, some wreck of wooden aqueduct, and the mouth of a 
tunnel, like a treasure grotto in a fairy story. A stream of water, 
fed by the invisible leakage from our shaft, and dyed red with 
cinnabar or iron, ran trippingly forth out of the bowels of the 
cave; and, looking far under the arch, I could see something like 
an iron lantern fastened on the rocky wall. It was a promising 
spot for the imagination. No boy could have left it unexplored. 

The stream thenceforward stole along the bottom of the dingle, 
and made, for that dry land, a pleasant warbling in the leaves. 
Once, I suppose, it ran splashing down the whole length of the 
canon, but now its head waters had been tapped by the shaft at 
Silverado, and for a great part of its course it wandered sunless 
among the joints of the mountain. No wonder that it should 
better its pace when it sees, far before it, daylight whitening in 
the arch, or that it should come trotting forth into the sunlight 
with a song. 

The two stages had gone by when I got down, and the Toll 
House stood, dozing in sun and dust and silence, like a place en¬ 
chanted. My mission was after hay for bedding, and that I was 
readily promised. But when I mentioned that we were waiting for 
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Rufe, the people shook their heads. Rule was not a regujar jn 

itself swiftly to my fears; and as soon as I retuine 

rr r desert-island 

natural, silted in by mountain winds. In a sea o£ red dust there 
swam or floated sticks, boards, hay, straw, stones, and pape , 
ancient newspapers, above all-for the newspaper e^pec ally 
when torn, soon becomes an antiquity-andb.il* o£ lhc Sl ’'" 
boarding house, some dated Silverado, some 

is one, verbatim; and if any one can calculate the scale of charge , 
he has my envious admiration. 

Calistoga Mine, May 3rd, 1875. 

John Stanley 

To S. Chapman, Cr. 

To board from April 1st, to April 30 . • • ' 

“ “ “ May 1st, to 3rd. ^ uu 

27 75 

Where is John Stanley mining now? Where is S. Chapman, 
within whose hospitable walls we were to lodge? The date was but 
five years old, but in that time the world had changed for Silvei- 
ado- like Palmyra in the desert, it had outlived its people and us 
purpose; we camped, like Layard, amid ruins, and these names 
spoke to us of prehistoric time. A boot-jack, a pair of boots, a dog- 
hutch, and these bills of Mr. Chapman’s were the only speaking 
relics that we disinterred from all that vast Silverado rubbish- 
heap; but what would I not have given to unearth a letter, a 
pocket-book, a diary, only a ledger, or a roll of names, to take me 
back, in a more personal manner, to the past? It pleases me, be¬ 
sides! to fancy that Stanley or Chapman, or one of their com¬ 
panions, may light upon this chronicle, and be struck by the 
name, and read some news of their anterior home, coming, as it 
were, out of a subsequent epoch of history in that quarter of the 

world. 
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As we were tumbling the mingled rubbish on the floor, kicking 
it with our feet, and groping for these written evidences of the 
past, Sam. with a somewhat whitened face, produced a paper bag. 

What’s this?” said he. It contained a granulated powder, some- 
tung the colour of Gregory’s Mixture, but rosier; and as there 
wei e several of the bags, and each more or less broken, the powder 
was spread widely on the floor. Had any of us ever seen giant 
powder? No, nobody had; and instantly there grew up in my mind 
a shadowy belief, verging with every moment nearer to certitude, 
that I had somewhere heard somebody describe it as just such a 
powder as the one around us. I have learnt since that it is a sub¬ 
stance not unlike tallow, and is made up in rolls for all the world 
like tallow candles. 

Fanny, to add to our happiness, told us a story of a gentleman 
who had camped one night, like ourselves, by a deserted mine. He 
was a handy, thrifty fellow, and looked right and left for plunder, 
but all he could lay his hands on was a can of oil. After dark he 
had to see to the horses with a lantern; and not to miss an oppor¬ 
tunity, filled up his lamp from the oil can. Thus equipped, he set 
forth into the forest. A little while after, his friends heard a loud 
explosion; the mountain echoes bellowed, and then all was still. 
On examination, the can proved to contain oil, with the trifling 
addition of nitro glycerine; but no research disclosed a trace of 
either man or lantern. 

It was a pretty sight, after this anecdote, to see us sweeping out 
the giant powder. It seemed never to be far enough away. And, 
after all, it was only some rock pounded for assay. 

So much for the lower room. We scraped some of the rougher 
dirt off the floor, and left it. That was our sitting-room and 
kitchen, though there was nothing to sit upon but the table, and 
no provision for a fire except a hole in the roof of the room above, 
which had once contained the chimney of a stove. 

To that upper room we now proceeded. There were the eight¬ 
een bunks in a double tier, nine on either hand, where from eight¬ 
een to thirty-six miners had once snored together all night long, 
John Stanley, perhaps, snoring loudest. There was the roof, with 
a hole in it through which the sun now shot an arrow. There 
was the floor, in much the same state as the one below, though, 
perhaps, there was more hay, and certainly there was the added 
ingredient of broken glass, the man who stole the window-frames 
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darker, and the sight drove us at last into the open 

Here, also, the handiwork of man lay mined, but the plan 

were all alive and thriving; the view below was fresh v 
colours of nature; and we had exchanged a dun human & r 
a corner, even although it were untidy, of the blue ha 
Not a bird, not a beast, not a reptile. There was no noise in that 

part of the world, save when we passed beside the staging, 

heard the water musically falling in the shaft. 

We wandered to and fro. We searched among that drift of 

lumber-wood and iron, nails and rails, and sleepers and he 
wheels of trucks. We gazed up the cleft into the bosom of the 
mountain. We sat by the margin of the dump and saw, far be ow 
us the green treetops standing still in the clear air. Beautiful 
perfume? breaths of bay, resin, and nutmeg, came to us more 
often and grew sweeter and sharper as the afternoon declined. 

But still there was no word of Hanson. . 

I set to with pick and shovel, and deepened the pool behind the 

shaft, till we were sure of sufficient water for the morning; and 

bv the time I had finished, the sun had begun to go down behind 

the mountain shoulder, the platform was plunged in quiet shadow, 

and a chill descended from the sky. Night began early in our cleft. 

Before us, over the margin of the dump, we could see the sun still 

striking aslant into the wooded nick below, and on the battle- 

mented, pine-bescattered ridges on the farther side. 

There was no stove, of course, and no hearth in our lodging, so 
we betook ourselves to the blacksmith’s forge across the platform. 
If the platform be taken as a stage, and the out-curving margin 
of the dump to represent the line of the footlights, then our house 
would be the first wing on the actor's left, and this blacksmith s 
forge, although no match for it in size, the foremost on the right. 
It was a low, brown cottage, planted close against the hill, and 
overhung by the foliage and peeling boughs of a madrona thicket. 
Within it was full of dead leaves and mountain dust, and rubbish 
from the mine. But we soon had a good fire brightly blazing, and 
sat close about it on impromptu seats. Chuchu, the slave of sofa- 
cushions, whimpered for a softer bed; but the rest of us were greatly 
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[ZZ ( l and , C ,°™ fort " d good creature fire, which gives us 

an uh and light and companionable sounds, and colours up the 

, P building with better than frescoes. For awhile it was even 

pleasant in the forge, with the blaze in the midst, and a look over 

om shoulders on the woods and mountains where the day was 
dying like a dolphin. X 


It was between seven and eight before Hanson arrived, with a 
waggonful of our effects and two of his wife's relatives to lend him 
a hand. The elder showed surprising strength. He would pick up 
a luge packing-case, full of books of all things, swing it on his 
shoulder, and away up the two crazy ladders and the breakneck 
spout of rolling mineral, familiarly termed a path, that led from 
the car-track to our house. Even for a man unburthened, the 
ascent was toilsome and precarious; but Irvine scaled it with a 
light foot, carrying box after box, as the hero whisks the stage 
child up the practicable footway beside the waterfall of the fifth 
act. With so strong a helper, the business was speedily transacted. 
Soon the assayer's office was thronged with our belongings, piled 
higgledy-piggledy, and upside down, about the floor. There were 
oui boxes, indeed, but my wife had left her keys in Calistoga. 
There was the stove, but, alas! our carriers had forgot the chim¬ 
ney, and lost one of the plates along the road. The Silverado 
problem was scarce solved. 


Rufe himself was grave and good-natured over his share of 
blame; he even, if I remember right, expressed regret. But his 
crew, to my astonishment and anger, grinned from ear to ear, and 
laughed aloud at our distress. They thought it “real funny" about 
the stovepipe they had forgotten; “real funny" that they should 
have lost a plate. As for hay, the whole party refused to bring us 
any till they should have supped. See how late they were! Never 
had there been such a job as coming up that grade! Nor often, I 
suspect, such a game of poker as that before they started. But 
about nine, as a particular favour, we should have some hay. 

So they took their departure, leaving me still staring, and we 
resigned ourselves to wait for their return. The fire in the forge 
had been suffered to go out, and we were one and all too weary to 
kindle another. We dined, or, not to take that word in vain, we 
ate after a fashion, in the nightmare disorder of the assayer’s 
office, perched among boxes. A single candle lighted us. It could 
scarce be called a house-warming; for there was, of course, no fire, 
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and with the two open doors and the op-t"chill- 
night, like breaches in a fortress, it eg g Thuchu still in 

ward hopefully, from so dismal a beginnn g, * 

°^t h ^e t0 h“d?t l2 ^=-ih Ot, last spark 

to see us mounting, one after another, by candlelight, under 

01 TheTestern door-that which looked up the canon, and 
th ough which we entered by our bridge of flying plank-was s 
entire a handsome, panelled door, the most finished piece of 
carpentry in Silverado. And the two lowest bunks next to t us w 
roughly filled with hay for that night's use. Through the 1 oppos te 
or eastern-looking gable, with its open door and window, a taint 
diffused starshine came into the room like mist; and when we were 

once in bed, we lay, awaiting sleep, in a 

Jind began in the distance among the treetops, and for hour 
continued to grow higher. It seemed to me much such a wind as 
we had found on our visit; yet here in our open chamber we were 
fanned only by gentle and refreshing draughts, so deep was the 
canon so close our house was planted under the overhanging 

rock. 


THE HUNTER’S FAMILY 

There is quite a large race or class of people in America, for 
whom we scarcely seem to have a parallel in England. Of pure 
white blood, they are unknown or unrecognisable in towns; in¬ 
habit the fringe of settlements and the deep, quiet places of the 
country; rebellious to all labour, and pettily thievish, like the 
English gipsies; rustically ignorant, but with a touch of woodlore 
and the dexterity of the savage. Whence they came is a moot 
point. At the time of the war, they poured north in crowds to 
escape conscription; lived during summer on fruits, wild animals. 
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nS P , C '! y A et ‘; and at the ?lppr0a<h 0f winter ’ when these sup- 
plies failed, bu.lt great fires in the forest, and there died stoically 

>y Sta ! Va j UOn - lhc >' are widely scattered, however, and easily 
recognised. Loutish, but not ill-looking, they will sit all day 

swinging their legs on a field fence, the mind seemingly as devoid 
of all reflection as a Suffolk peasant's, careless of politics, for the 
most part incapable of reading, but with a rebellious vanity and a 
strong sense of independence. Hunting is their most congenial 
business, or, if the occasion offers, a little amateur detection. In 
tracking a criminal, following a particular horse along a beaten 
highway, and drawing inductions from a hair or a footprint, one 
of those somnolent, grinning Hodges will suddenly display activ¬ 
ity of body and finesse of mind. By their names ye may know 

them, the women figuring as Loveina, Larsenia, Serena, Leanna, 
Orreana; the men answering to Alvin, Alva, or Orion, pro¬ 
nounced Orrion, with the accent on the first. Whether they are 
indeed a lace, or whether this is the form of degeneracy common 
to all backwoodsmen, they are at least known by a generic by¬ 
word, as Poor Whites or Low-downers. 

I will not say that the Hanson family was Poor White, because 
the name savours of offence; but I may go as far as this—they 
were, in many points, not unsimilar to the people usually so 
called. Rufe himself combined two of the qualifications, for he 
was both a hunter and an amateur detective. It was he who 
pursued Russel and Dollar, the robbers of the Lake Port stage, 
and captured them the very morning after the exploit, while they 
were still sleeping in a hayfield. Russel, a drunken Scotch carpen¬ 
ter, was even an acquaintance of his own, and he expressed much 
grave commiseration for his fate. In all that he said and did, Rufe 
was grave. I never saw him hurried. When he spoke, he took out 
his pipe with ceremonial deliberation, looked east and west, and 

then, in quiet tones and few words, stated his business or told his 
story. His gait was to match; it would never have surprised you if. 
at any step, he had turned round and walked away again, so 
warily and slowly, and with so much seeming hesitation did he go 
about. He lay long in bed in the morning—rarely, indeed, rose 
before noon; he loved all games, from poker to clerical croquet; 
and in the Toll House croquet ground I have seen him toiling at 
the latter with the devotion of a curate. He took an interest in 
education, was an active member of the local school-board, and 
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when I was there, he had recently lost the schoolhousc kcy^H.s 

waggon was broken, but it never seemed to occur to lum 

it Like all truly idle people, he had an aitisuc eye. 

the^prhit stuff for his wife's dresses, and counselled her in the 

making of a patchwork quilt, always, as she thought, wiong y, 
r"he more educated eye, always with bizarre and admirable 

taste_the taste of an Indian. With all this, he was a perfect 

unoffending gentleman in word and act. Take his clay pipe ron 

Z and he was fi. lor »dcry bo. .h., ol 1 * 0 -^ 
was there burned a deep, permanent excitement in his dark blue 
"and when this grave man smiled, it was like sunshine in a 

Sh Mrs P Hanson {nee, if you please, Lovelands) was more common¬ 
place than her lord. She was a comely woman, too, plump, fa 
coloured, with wonderful white teeth; and in her print dresses 
(chosen by Rufe) and with a large sun-bonnet shading her valut ' < * 
complexion, made, I assure you, a very agreeable figu- Bu she 
was on the surface, what there was of her out-spoken and loud 
spoken. Her noisy laughter had none of the charm of one o 
Hanson's rare, slow-spreading smiles; there was no reticence no 
mystery, no manner about the woman; she was a first-class da y 
maid but her husband was an unknown quantity between the 
savage and the nobleman. She was often in and out with us, 
merry, and healthy, and fair; he came far seldomer-only, indeed 

when there was business, or now and again, to pay a V1S1 
ceremony, brushed up for the occasion, with his wife on his arm, 
and a clean clay pipe in his teeth. These visits, in our forest state 
had quite the air of an event, and turned our red canon into a 

Sa Such was the pair who ruled in the old Silverado Hotel, among 
the windy trees, on the mountain shoulder overlooking the whole 
length of Napa Valley, as the man aloft looks down on the ship s 
deck. There they kept house, with sundry horses and fowls, and a 
family of sons, Daniel Webster, and I think George Washington, 
among the number. Nor did they want visitors. An old gentleman 
of singular stolidity, and called Breedlove-I think he had crossed 
the plains in the same caravan with Rufe— housed with them for 
awhile during our stay; and they had besides a permanent lodger 
in the form of Mrs. Hanson's brother, Irvine Lovelands. I spell 
Irvine by guess; for I could get no information on the subject, just 
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as I could never find out, in spite of many inquiries, whether or 
not Rule was a contraction for Rufus. They were all cheerfully 
at sea about their names in that generation. And this is surely the 
more notable where the names are all so strange, and even the 
family names appear to have been coined. At one time, at least, 
the ancestors of all these Alvins and Alvas, Loveinas, Lovelands, 
and Breedloves, must have taken serious council and found a 
certain poetry in these denominations; that must have been, then, 
their form of literature. But still times change; and their next 
descendants, the George Washingtons and Daniel Websters, will 
at least be clear upon the point. And anyway, and however his 
name should be spelt, this Irvine Lovelands was the most un¬ 
mitigated Caliban I ever knew. 

Our very first morning at Silverado, when we were full of busi¬ 
ness, patching up doors and windows, making beds and seats, and 
getting our rough lodging into shape, Irvine and his sister made 
their appearance together, she for neighbourliness and general 
curiosity; he, because he was working for me, to my sorrow, cut¬ 
ting firewood at I forget how much a day. The way that he set 
about cutting wood was characteristic. We were at that moment 
patching up and unpacking in the kitchen. Down he sat on one 
side, and down sat his sister on the other. Both were chewing 
pine-tree gum, and he, to my annoyance, accompanied that simple 
pleasure with profuse expectoration. She rattled away, talking up 
hill and down dale, laughing, tossing her head, showing her 
brilliant teeth. He looked on in silence, now spitting heavily on 
the floor, now putting his head back and uttering a loud, dis¬ 
cordant, joyless laugh. He had a tangle of shock hair, the colour 
of wool; his mouth was a grin; although as strong as a horse, he 
looked neither heavy nor yet adroit, only leggy, coltish, and in the 
road. But it was plain he was in high spirits, thoroughly enjoying 
his visit; and he laughed frankly whenever we failed to accom¬ 
plish what we were about. This was scarcely helpful: it was even, 
to amateur carpenters, embarrassing; but it lasted until we 
knocked off work and began to get dinner. Then Mrs. Hanson 
remembered she should have been gone an hour ago; and the 
pair retired, and the lady’s laughter died away among the nutmegs 
down the path. That was Irvine’s first day’s work in my employ¬ 
ment—the devil take himl 

The next morning he returned and, as he was this time alone. 
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he bestowed his conversation upon us with great liberallt Y, “ e 
prided himself on his intelligence; asked us if '^e knew the schoo - 
ma'am. He didn't think much of her, anyway. He had tried he 
he had. He had put a question to her. If a tree a hundred fee 
high were to fall a foot a day, how long would it take to fall rig 
down? She had not been able to solve the problem She don 
know nothing,” he opined. He told us how a friend of h.s kept a 
school with a revolver, and chuckled mightily over that; his friend 
could teach school, he could. All the time he kept chewing gum 
and spitting. He would stand awhile looking down; and then e 
would toss back his shock of hair, and laugh hoarsely, and spit, 
and bring forward a new subject. A man, he told us, who bore 
a orudge against him, had poisoned his dog. “That was a low 
thfng for a man to do now, wasn’t it? It wasn't like a man that, 
nohow. But I got even with him: I pisoned his dog. ’ His clumsy 
utterance, his rude embarrassed manner, set a fresh value on the 
stupidity of his remarks. I do not think I ever appreciated the 
meaning of two words until I knew Irvine—the verb, loaf, and 
the noun, oaf; between them, they complete his portrait. He could 
lounge, and wriggle, and rub himself against the wall, and grin, 
and be more in everybody's way than any other two people that 
I ever set my eyes on. Nothing that he did became him; and yet 
you were conscious that he was one of your own race, that his 
mind was cumbrously at work, revolving the problem of existence 
like a quid of gum, and in his own cloudy manner enjoying life, 
and passing judgment on his fellows. Above all things, he was de¬ 
lighted with himself. You would not have thought it, from his 
uneasy manners and troubled, struggling utterance; but he loved 
himself to the marrow, and was happy and proud like a peacock 


on a rail. . 

His self-esteem was, indeed, the one joint in his harness. He 

could be got to work, and even kept at work, by flattery. As long 
as my wife stood over him, crying out how strong he was, so long 
exactly he would stick to the matter in hand; and the moment she 
turned her back, or ceased to praise him, he would stop. His 
physical strength was wonderful; and to have a woman stand by 
and admire his achievements, warmed his heart like sunshine. Yet 
he was as cowardly as he was powerful, and felt no shame in own¬ 
ing to the weakness. Something was once wanted from the crazy 
platform over the shaft, and he at once refused to venture there— 
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did not like,” as he said, “foolin’ round them kind o’ places” 
and let my wife go instead of him, looking on with a grin. Vanity 
w iere it rules, is usually more heroic: but Irvine steadily ap- 
pioved himself, and expected others to approve him; rather looked 
down upon my wife, and decidedly expected her to look up to 
him, on the strength of his superior prudence. 

Yet the strangest part of the whole matter was perhaps this, that 
Irvine was as beautiful as a statue. His features were, in them¬ 
selves, perfect; it was only his cloudy, uncouth, and coarse ex¬ 
pression that disfigured them. So much strength residing in so 
spare a frame was proof sufficient of the accuracy of his shape. He 
must have been built somewhat after the pattern of Jack Shep¬ 
pard; but the famous housebreaker, we may be certain, was no 
lout. It was by the extraordinary powers of his mind no less than 
by the vigour of his body, that he broke his strong prison with 
such imperfect implements, turning the very obstacles to service. 
Irvine, in the same case, would have sat down and spat, and 
grumbled curses. He had the soul of a fat sheep, but, regarded as 
an artist's model, the exterior of a Greek God. It was a cruel 
thought to persons less favoured in their birth, that this creature, 
endowed—to use the language of theatres—with extraordinary 
“means,” should so manage to misemploy them that he looked 
ugly and almost deformed. It was only by an effort of abstraction, 
and after many days, that you discovered what he was. 

By playing on the oaf’s conceit, and standing closely over him, 
we got a path made round the corner of the dump to our door, so 
that we could come and go with decent ease; and he even en¬ 
joyed the work, for in that there were boulders to be plucked up 
bodily, bushes to be uprooted, and other occasions for athletic 
display: but cutting wood was a different matter. Anybody could 
Cut wood; and, besides, my wife was tired of supervising him, and 
had other things to attend to. And in short, days went by, and 
Irvine came daily, and talked and lounged and spat; but the 
firewood remained intact as sleepers on the platform or growing 
trees upon the mountain-side. Irvine, as a woodcutter, we could 
tolerate; but Irvine as a friend of the family, at so much a day, 
was too bald an imposition, and at length, on the afternoon of 
the fourth or fifth day of our connection, I explained to him, as 
clearly as I could, the light in which I had grown to regard his 
presence. I pointed but to him that I could not continue to give 
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him a salary for spitting on the floor; and this expression which 
came after a good many others, at last penetrated his obdurate 
wits He rose at once, and said if that was the way he was going 
to be spoke to, he reckoned he would quit. And, no one intei- 

posing, he departed. _ 

So far, so good. But we had no firewood. The next afternoon, 

strolled down to Rufe’s and consulted him on the subject It was a 
very droll interview, in the large, bare north room of the Silverado 
Hotel, Mrs. Hanson’s patchwork on a frame, and Rufe, and ns 
wife, and I, and the oaf himself, all more or less embarrassed. 
Rufe announced there was nobody in the neighbourhood but 
Irvine who could do a day's work for anybody. Irvine, thereupon, 
refused to have any more to do with my service; he “wouldn t 
work no more for a man as had spoke to him s I had done. 1 
found myself on the point of the last humiliation—driven to be¬ 
seech the creature whom I had just dismissed with insult: but i 
took the high hand in despair, said there must be no talk ol 
Irvine coming back unless matters were to be differently man¬ 
aged- that I would rather chop firewood for myself than be 
fooled; and, in short, the Hansons being eager for the lad s hire. 

I so imposed upon them with merely affected resolution that 
they ended by begging me to re-employ him again, on a solemn 
promise that he should be more industrious. The promise, I am 
bound to say, was kept. We soon had a fine pile of firewood at our 
door; and if Caliban gave me the cold shoulder and spared me 
his conversation, I thought none the worse of him for that, nor 
did I find my days much longer for the deprivation. 

The leading spirit of the family was, I am inclined to fancy, 
Mrs. Hanson. Her social brilliancy somewhat dazzled the others,, 
and she had more of the small change of sense. It was she who 
faced Kelmar, for instance; and perhaps if she had been alone, 
Kelmar would have had no rule within her doors. Rufe, to be 
sure, had a fine, sober, open-air attitude of mind, seeing the world 
without exaggeration—perhaps, we may even say, without enough; 
for he lacked, along with the others, that commercial idealism 
which puts so high a value on time and money. Sanity itself is a 
kind of convention. Perhaps Rufe was wrong; but, looking on life 
•plainly, he was unable to perceive that croquet or poker were 
in any way less important than, for instance, mending his waggon. 
Even his own profession, hunting, was dear to him mainly as a 
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sort of play; even that he would have neglected, had it not ap¬ 
pealed to his imagination. His hunting-suit, for instance, had cost 
I should be afraid to say how many bucks—the currency in which 
he paid his way: it was all befringed, after the Indian fashion, 
and it was dear to his heart. The pictorial side of his daily busi¬ 
ness was never forgotten. He was even anxious to stand for his 
picture in those buckskin hunting clothes; and I remember how 
he once warmed almost into enthusiasm, his dark blue eyes grow- 
ing peiceptibly larger, as he planned the composition in which he 
should appear, with the horns of some real big bucks, and dogs, 
and a camp on a crick” (creek, stream). 

There was no trace in Irvine of his woodland poetry. He did 
not care for hunting, nor yet for buckskin suits. He had never 
observed scenery. The world, as it appeared to him, was almost 
obliterated by his own great grinning figure in the foreground: 
Caliban Malvolio. And it seems to me as if, in the persons of 
these brothers-in-law, we had the two sides of rusticity fairly well 
represented: the hunter living really in nature; the clodhopper 
living merely out of society: the one bent up in every corporal 
agent to capacity in one pursuit, doing at least one thing keenly 
and thoughtfully, and thoroughly alive to all that touches it; the 
other in the inert and bestial state, walking in a faint dream, and 
taking so dim an impression of the myriad sides of life that he is 
truly conscious of nothing but himself. It is only in the fastnesses 
of nature, forests, mountains, and the back of man’s beyond, that 
a creature endowed with five senses can grow up into the per¬ 
fection of this crass and earthy vanity. In towns or the busier 
country sides, he is roughly reminded of other men’s existence; 
and if he learns no more, he learns at least to fear contempt. But 
Irvine had come scathless through life, conscious only of himself, 
of his great strength and intelligence; and in the silence of the 
universe, to which he did not listen, dwelling with delight on the 
sound of his own thoughts. 


THE SEA-FOGS 

A change in the colour of the light usually called me in the 
morning. By a certain hour, the long, vertical chinks in our west¬ 
ern gable, where the boards had shrunk and separated, flashed 
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suddenly into my eyes as stripes of dazzling blue, at. 

'ind splendid that I used to marvel how the qualities 
combined. At an earlier hour, the heavens in that qu a «er 'ver^ 
still quietly coloured, but the shoulder of the moun at 
shuts in the canon already glowed with sunlight in a wonderf 
compound of gold and rose and green; and this too would kindle, 

although more mildly and with rainbow tints, the ° £ °“ t 

crazy gable. If I were sleeping heavily, it was the bold blue that 
struck me awake; if more lightly, then I would come to myself in 

that earlier and fairier light. 

One Sunday morning, about five, the first brightness called me. 

I rose and turned to the east, not for my devotions but for am 
The night had been very still. The little private gale that blew 
every evening in our canon, for ten minutes or perhaps a quarter 
of an hour, had swiftly blown itself out; in the hours that followed 
not a sigh of wind had shaken the treetops; and our barrack, for 
all its breaches, was less fresh that morning than of wont. But I 
had no sooner reached the window than I forgot all else in the 
sight that met my eyes, and I made but two bounds into my 

clothes, and down the crazy plank to the platform. 

The sun was still concealed below the opposite hilltops, though 
it was Shining already, not twenty feet above my head on our 
own mountain slope. But the scene, beyond a few near features, 
was entirely changed. Napa Valley was gone; gone were all the 
lower slopes and woody foot-hills of the range; and in their place, 
not a thousand feet below me, rolled a great level ocean. It was as 
though I had gone to bed the night before, safe in a nook of in¬ 
land mountains, and had awakened in a bay upon the coast. I 
had seen these inundations from below; at Calistoga I had risen 
and gone abroad in the early morning, coughing and sneezing, 
under fathoms on fathoms of grey sea-va P our, like a cloudy sky-a 
dull sight for the artist, and a painful experience for the invalid. 
But to sit aloft one’s self in the pure air and under the unclouded 
dome of heaven, and thus look down on the submergence of the 
valley, was strangely different and even delightful to the eyes. Far 
away were hilltops like little islands. Nearer, a smoky surf beat 
about the foot of precipices and poured into all the coves of these 
rough mountains. The colour of that fog ocean was a thing never 
to be forgotten. For an instant, among the Hebrides and just about 
sundown, I have seen something like it on the sea itself. But the 
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white was not so opaline; nor was there, what surprisingly in- 
ci cased the effect, that breathless, crystal stillness over all. Even in 
ns gentlest moods the salt sea travails, moaning among the weeds 
or lisping on.the sand; but that vast fog ocean lay in a trance of 
silence, nor did the sweet air of the morning tremble with a sound. 

As I continued to sit upon the dump, I began to observe that 
this sea was not so level as at first sight it appeared to be. Away 
in the extreme south, a little hill of fog arose against the sky above 
the gcneial surface, and as it had already caught the sun, it shone 
on the horizon like the topsails of some giant ship. There were 
huge waves, stationary, as it seemed, like waves in a frozen sea; 
and yet, as I looked again, I was not sure but they were moving 
after all, with a slow and august advance. And while I was yet 
doubting, a promontory of the hills some four or five miles away, 
conspicuous by a bouquet of tall pines, was in a single instant 
overtaken and swallowed up. It reappeared in a little, with its 
pines, but this time as an islet, and only to be swallowed up once 
more and then for good. This set me looking nearer, and I saw that 
in every cove along the line of mountains the fog was being piled 
in higher and higher, as though by some wind that was inaudible 
to me. I could trace its progress, one pine-tree first growing hazy 
and then disappearing after another; although sometimes there 
was none of this fore-running haze, but the whole opaque white 
ocean gave a start and swallowed a piece of mountain at a gulp. 
It was to flee these poisonous fogs that I had left the seaboard, and 
climbed so high among the mountains. And now, behold, here 
came the fog to jbesiege me in my chosen altitudes, and yet came so 
beautifully that my first thought was of welcome. 

The sun had now gotten much higher, and through all the gaps 


of the hills it cast long bars of gold across that white ocean. An 
eagle, or some other very great bird of the mountain, came wheel¬ 
ing over the nearer pine-tops, and hung, poised and something 
sideways, as if to look ,abroad on that unwonted desolation, spy¬ 
ing perhaps with terror, for the eyries of her comrades. Then, with 
a long cry, she disappeared again towards Lake County and the 
clearer air. At length it seemed to me as if the flood were begin¬ 
ning to subside. The old landmarks, by whose disappearance I 
had measured its advance, here a crag, there a brave pine tree, 
now began, in the inverse order, to make their reappearance into 
daylight. I judged all danger of the fog was over. This was not 
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Noah’s flood; it was but a morning spring and would now drift 
out seaward whence it came. So. mightily relieved, and a good de 
exhilarated by the sight, I went into the house to h g ht the ‘ ^ 

I suppose it was nearly seven when I once more mounted l e 
platform to look abroad. The fog ocean had swelled up eno.- 
mously since last I saw it; and a few hundred feet below me in 
the deep gap where the Toll House stands and the road runs 

through into Lake County, it had already topped the slo P e > ^" c 
was pouring over and down the other side like driving smoke. The 
wind had climbed along with it; and though I was still in calm 
air, I could see the trees tossing below me, and their long, strident 

sighing mounted to me where I stood. 

Half an hour later, the fog had surmounted all the ridge on the 

opposite side of the gap, though a shoulder of the mountain st. 1 
warded it out of our canon. Napa Valley and its bounding hills 
were now utterly blotted out. The fog, sunny white in the sun¬ 
shine, was pouring over into Lake County in a huge, ragge 
cataract, tossing treetops appearing and disappearing in the spray. 
The air struck with a little chill, and set me coughing. It smelt 
strong of the fog, like the smell of a washing-house, but with a 

shrewd tang of the sea salt. 

Had it not been for two things—the sheltering spur which 
answered as a dyke, and the great valley on the other side which 
rapidly engulfed whatever mounted—our own little platform in 
the canon must have been already buried a hundred feet in salt 
and poisonous air. As it was, the interest of the scene entirely oc¬ 
cupied our minds. We were set just out of the wind, and but just 
above the fog; we could listen to the voice of the one as to music 
on the stage; we could plunge our eyes down into the other, as 
into some flowing stream from over the parapet of a bridge; thus 
we looked on upon a strange, impetuous, silent, shifting exhibi¬ 
tion of the powers of nature, and saw the familiar landscape 
changing from moment to moment like figures in a dream. 

The imagination loves to trifle with what is not. Had this been 
indeed the deluge, I should have felt more strongly, but the 
emotion would have been similar in kind. I played with the idea, 
as the child flees in delighted terror from the creations of his 
fancy. The look of the thing helped me. And when at last I began 
to flee up the mountain, it was indeed partly to escape from the 
raw air that kept me coughing, but it was also part in play. 
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As I ascended the mountain-side, I came once more to overlook 
he upper surface of the fog; but it wore a different ap l 
from what had beheld at daybreak. For, first, the sunnow fell 
on it from high overhead, and its surface shone and undulated 
like a great nor land moor country, sheeted with untrodden morn¬ 
ing snow. And next the new level must have been a thousand or 
fifteen hundred feet higher than the old, so that only five or six 
points of all the broken country below me, still stood out. Napa 
\ alley was now one with Sonoma on the west. On the hither side 
only a thin scattered fringe of bluffs was unsubmerged; and 
through all the gaps the fog was pouring over, like an ocean, into 
the blue clear sunny country on the east. There it was soon lost- 
for it fell instantly into the bottom of the valleys, following the 

water-shed; and the hilltops in that quarter were still clear cut 
upon the eastern sky. 


Through the Toll House gap and over the near ridges on the 
other side, the deluge was immense. A spray of thin vapour was 
thrown high above it, rising and falling, and blown into fantastic 
shapes. The speed of its course was like a mountain torrent. Here 
and there a few treetops were discovered and then whelmed again; 
and for one second, the bough of a dead pine beckoned out of 
the spray like the arm of a drowning man. But still the imagina¬ 
tion was dissatisfied, still the ear waited for something more. Had 
this indeed been water (as it seemed so, to the eye), with what a 
plunge of reverberating thunder would it have rolled upon its 
course, disembowelling mountains and deracinating pines! And 
yet water it was, and sea-water at that—true Pacific billows, only 
somewhat rarefied, rolling in mid-air among the hilltops. 

I climbed still higher, among the red rattling gravel and dwarf 
underwood of Mount Saint Helena, until I could look right down 
upon Silverado, and admire the favoured nook in which it lay. 
The sunny plain of fog was several hundred feet higher; behind 
the protecting spur a gigantic accumulation of cottony vapour 
threatened, with every second, to blow over and submerge our 
homestead; but the vortex setting past the Toll House was too 
strong; and there lay our little platform, in the arms of the deluge, 
but still enjoying its unbroken sunshine. About eleven, however, 
thin spray came flying over the friendly buttress, and I began to 
think the fog had hunted out its Jonah after all. But it was the 
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last effort. The wind veered while we were at dinner and began 
to blow squally from the mountain summit; and by half-past o , 
all that world of sea-fogs was utterly routed and flying here and 
there into the south in little rags of cloud. And instead of a on 
seabeach, we found ourselves once more inhabiting a g 
mountain-side, with the clear green country far below us, and 

the light smoke of Calistoga blowing in the air. 

This was the great Russian campaign for that season. Now and 

then, in the early morning, a little white lakelet of og wou e 
seen far down in Napa Valley; but the heights were not again as- 
sailed, nor was the surrounding world again shut off from Sil¬ 
verado. 


THE TOLL HOUSE 

The Toll House, standing alone by the wayside under nodding 
pines, with its streamlet and water-tank; its backwoods, toll-bar, 
and well-trodden croquet ground; the ostler standing by the 
stable door, chewing a straw; a glimpse of the Chinese cook in 
the back parts; and Mr. Hoddy in the bar, gravely alert and 
serviceable, and equally anxious to lend or borrow books;—dozed 
all day in the dusty sunshine, more than half asleep. There weie 
no neighbours, except the Hansons up the hill. The traffic on the 
road was infinitesimal; only, at rare intervals, a couple in a wag¬ 
gon, or a dusty farmer on a spring-board, toiling over “the grade” 
to that metropolitan hamlet, Calistoga; and, at the fixed hours, 

the passage of the stages. 

The nearest building was the schoolhouse, down the road; and 
the school-ma’am boarded at the Toll House, walking thence in 
the morning to the little brown shanty, where she taught the 
young ones of the district, and returning thither pretty weary in 
the afternoon. She had chosen this outlying situation, I under- 
stood, for her health. Mr. Corwin was consumptive; so was Rufe; 
so was Mr. Jennings, the engineer. In short, the place was a kind 
of small Davos: consumptive folk consorting on a hilltop in the 
most unbroken idleness. Jennings never did anything that I could 
see, except now and then to fish, and generally to sit about in the 
bar and the veranda, waiting for something to happen. Corwin and 
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Rufc did as little as possible; and if the school-ma’am, poor lady 
had to work pretty hard all morning, she subsided when it was 
o\ei into much the same dazed beatitude as all the rest. 

Her special corner was the parlour—a very genteel room, with 
Bible prints, a crayon portrait of Mrs. Corwin in the height of 
fashion, a few years ago, another of her son (Mr. Corwin was not 
lepresented), a mirror, and a selection of dried grasses. A large 
book was laid religiously on the table—“From Palace to Hovel,” I 
believe, its name full of the raciest experiences in England. The 
author had mingled freely with all classes, the nobility par¬ 
ticularly meeting him with open arms; and I must say that travel¬ 
ler had ill requited his reception. His book, in short, was a capital 
instance of the Penny Messalina school of literature; and there 
aiose from it, in that cool parlour, in that silent, wayside, moun¬ 
tain inn, a rank atmosphere of gold and blood and “Jenkins,” 
and the “Mysteries of London,” and sickening, inverted snob- 
beiy, fit to knock you down. The mention of this book reminds 
me of another and far racier picture of our island life. The latter 
parts of Rocambole are surely too sparingly consulted in the 
country which they celebrate. No man’s education can be said to 
be complete, nor can he pronounce the world yet emptied of en¬ 
joyment, till he has made the acquaintance of “the Reverend 
Patterson, director of the Evangelical Society.” To follow the evo¬ 
lutions of that reverend gentleman, who goes through scenes in 
which even Mr. Duffield would hesitate to place a bishop, is to 
rise to new ideas. But, alasl there was no Patterson about the 
Toll House. Only, alongside of “From Palace to Hovel,” a six¬ 
penny “Ouida” figured. So literature, you see, was not unrepre¬ 
sented. 

The school-ma’am had friends to stay with her, other school- 
ma’ams enjoying their holidays, quite a bevy of damsels. They 
seemed never to go out, or not beyond the veranda, but sat close 
in the little parlour, quietly talking or listening to the wind among 
the trees. Sleep dwelt in the Toll House, like a fixture: summer 
sleep, shallow, soft, and dreamless. A cuckoo clock, a great rarity 
in such a place, hooted at intervals about the echoing house; and 
Mr. Jennings would open his eyes for a moment in the bar, and 
turn the leaf of a newspaper, and the resting school-ma’ams in the 
parlour would be recalled to the consciousness of their inaction. 
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Busy Mrs. Corwin and her busy Chinaman might be heard indee . 
in the penetralia, pounding dough or rattling dishes; or perhaps 
Rule had called up some o£ the sleepers for a game of croquet, and 
the hollow strokes of the mallet sounded far away among the 
woods; but with these exceptions, it was sleep and sunshine an 

dust, and the wind in the pine-trees, all day long. 

A little before stage time, that castle of indolence awoke. The 
ostler threw his straw away and set to his preparations. Mr. Jen¬ 
nings rubbed his eyes; happy Mr. Jennings, the something he had 
been waiting for all day about to happen at last! The boarders 
gathered in the veranda, silently giving ear, and gazing down the 
road with shaded eyes. And as yet there was no sign for the senses, 
not a sound, not a tremor of the mountain road. The birds, to 
whom the,secret of the hooting cuckoo is unknown, must have set 

down to instinct this premonitory bustle. 

And then the first of the two stages swooped upon the loll 

House with a roar and in a cloud of dust; and the shock had not 
yet time to subside, before the second was abreast of it. Huge 
concerns they were, well horsed and loaded, the men in their 
shirt-sleeves, the women swathed in veils, the long whip cracking 
like a pistol; and as they charged upon that slumbering hostelry, 
each shepherding a dust storm, the dead place blossomed into 
life and talk and clatter. This the Toll House? with its city 
throng, its jostling shoulders, its infinity of instant business in the 
bar? The mind would not receive it! The heartfelt bustle of that 
hour is hardly credible; the thrill of the great shower of letters 
from the post-bag, the childish hope and interest with which one 
gazed in all these strangers’ eyes. They paused there but to pass: 
the blue-clad China-boy, the San Francisco magnate, the mystery 
in the dust-coat, the secret memoirs in tweed, the ogling, well- 
shod lady with her troop of girls; they did but flash and.go; they 
were hull-down for us behind life’s ocean, and we but hailed their 
topsails on the line. Yet, out of our great solitude of four and 
twenty mountain hours, we thrilled to their momentary presence; 
gauged and divined them, loved and hated; and stood light¬ 
headed in that storm of human electricity. Yes, like Piccadilly 
Circus, this is also one of life’s crossing-places. Here I beheld one 
man, already famous or infamous, a centre of pistol-shots: and 
another who, if not yet known to rumour, will fill a column of the 
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LTchin P p aP H Whe " he COmeS l ° han S- a bur ly. thick-set, power- 
ful Chinese desperado, s.x long bristles upon either lip; redolent 

, US y ’ P ayln s cards > and pistols; swaggering in the bar with 
the lowest assumption of the lowest European manners- rannimr 

out blackguard English oaths in his canorous oriental voiceb and 

combining in one person the depravities of two races and two 

mlisations. For all his lust and vigour, he seemed to look cold 
upon me fiom the valley of the shadow of the gallows. He imag¬ 
ined a vain thing; and while he drained his cocktail, Holbein's 
death was at his elbow. Once, too, I fell in talk with another of 
these fluting strangers—like the rest, in his shirt-sleeves and all 
begrimed with dust—and the next minute we were discussing 
Paris and London, theatres and wines. To him, journeying from 
one human place to another, this was a trifle; but to me! No, Mr. 
Lillie, I have not forgotten it. 

And presently the city-tide was at its flood and began to ebb. 
Life runs in Piccadilly Circus, say, from nine to one, and then, 
there also, ebbs into the small hours of the echoing policeman 
and the lamps and stars. But the Toll House is far up stream, and 
near its rural springs; the bubble of the tide but touches it. Before 
you had yet grasped your pleasure, the horses were put to, the 
loud whips volleyed, and the tide was gone. North and south had 
the two stages vanished, the towering dust subsided in the woods; 
but there was still an interval before the flush had fallen on your 
cheeks, before the ear became once more contented with the 
silence, or the seven sleepers of the Toll House dozed back to their 
accustomed corners. Yet a little, and the ostler would swing round 
the great barrier across the road; and in the golden evening, that 
dreamy inn begin to trim its lamps and spread the board for 
supper. 


As I recall the place—the green dell below; the spires of pine; 
the sun-warm, scented air; that grey, gabled inn, with its faint 
stirrings of life amid the slumber of the mountains—I slowly 
awake to a sense of admiration, gratitude, and almost love. A fine 
place, after all, for a wasted life to doze away in—the cuckoo clock 
hooting of its far home country; the croquet mallets, eloquent of 
English lawns; the stages daily bringing news of the turbulent 
world away below there; and perhaps once in the summer, a salt 
f *g pouring overhead with its tale of the Pacific. 
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A STARRY DRIVE 

In our rule at Silverado, there was a melancholy interregnum. The 
queen and the crown prince with one accord fell sick; and, as 
was sick to begin with, our lone position on Mount Saint Helen 
was no longer tenable, and we had to hurry back to Calistoga and 
a cottage on the green. By that time we had begun to realise the 
difficulties of our position. We had found what an amount o 
labour it cost to support life in our red canon; and it was the 
dearest desire of our hearts to get a China-boy to go along with 
us when we returned. We could have given him a whole house to 
himself, self-contained, as they say in the advertisements; and on 
the money question we were prepared to go far. Kong Sam Kee 
the Calistoga washerman, was entrusted with the affair, and 
from day to day it languished on, with protestations on our part 

and mellifluous excuses on the part of Kong Sam Kee. 

At length, about half-past eight of our last evening with the 
waggon ready harnessed to convey us up the grade, the washer¬ 
man, with a somewhat sneering air, produced the boy. He was a 
handsome, gentlemanly lad, attired in rich dark blue and shod 
with snowy white; but, alas! he had heard rumours of Silverado. 
He knew it for a lone place on the mountain-side, with no friendly 
wash-house near by, where he might smoke a pipe of opium o’ 
niohts with other China-boys, and lose his little earnings at the 
game of tan; and he first backed out for more money; and then, 
when that demand was satisfied, refused to come point-blank. He 
was wedded to his wash-houses; he had no taste for the rural life; 
and we must go to our mountain servantless. It must have been 
near half an hour before we reached that conclusion, standing in 
the midst of Calistoga high street under the stars, and the China- 
boy and Kong Sam Kee singing their pigeon English in the sweet. 

est voices and with the most musical inflections. 

We were not, however, to return alone; for we brought with us 
Joe Strong, the painter, a most good-natured comrade and a 
capital hand at an omelette. I do not know in which capacity he 
was most valued—as a cook or a companion; and he did excel 

lently well in both. 

The Kong Sam Kee negotiation had delayed us unduly; it 
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must have been half-past nine before we left Calkm™ . ^ • , 

came fully ere ,e struck the bottom of tire S Th " 

seen such a night. It semed to throw calumny in the teeth of ah 

the painters that ever dabbled in starlight. The sky itself was of a 

l uddy, powerful, nameless, changing colour, dark and glossy like 

o ^ Th r e u tarS ' b> ' innUmerab,e stuck boS 

do d- half r PS ' m f y "' ay W3S hri 8 ht - lik * ^ moonlit 

shone ea ”, S< * m miIky Way ' The Skater luminaries 

shone each more clearly than a winter's moon. Their light was 

dyed in every sort of colour-red, like fire; blue, like steel; green 

like the tracks of sunset; and so sharply did each stand forth in its 

own lustre that there was no appearance of that flat, star-spangled 

arch we know so well in pictures, but all the hollow of heaven 

was one chaos of contesting luminaries—a hurly-burly of stars. 

Against this the hills and rugged treetops stood out redly dark 

As we continued to advance, the lesser lights and milky ways 
first grew pale, and then vanished; the countless hosts of heaven 
dwindled in number by successive millions; those that still shone 
had tempered their exceeding brightness and fallen back into 
their customary wistful distance; and the sky declined from its 
first bewildering splendour into the appearance of a common 
night. Slowly this change proceeded, and still there was no sign 
of any cause. Then a whiteness like mist was thrown over the 
spurs of the mountain. Yet awhile, and, as we turned a corner, a 
great leap of silver light and net of forest shadows fell across the 
road and upon our wondering waggonful; and, swimming low 
among the trees, we beheld a strange, misshapen, waning moon, 
half tilted on her back. 

“Where are ye when the moon appears?” so the old poet sang, 
half taunting, to the stars, bent upon a courtly purpose. 


“As the sunlight round the dim earth’s midnight tower of shadow 

pours. 

Streaming past the dim, wide portals. 

Viewless to the eyes of mortals. 

Till it floods the moon’s pale islet or the morning’s golden 

shores.” 


So sings Mr. Trowbridge, with a noble inspiration. And so had the 
sunlight flooded that pale islet of the moon, and her lit face put 
out, one after another, that galaxy of stars. The wonder of the 
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drive was over; but, by some nice conjunction of ^ness the 
•dr and fit shadow in the valley where we travelled, we had seen 
for a little while that brave display of the midnight heavens. It was 
gone but it had been; nor shall I ever again behold the stars with 
die same mind. He who has seen the sea commoved w gr 
hurricane, thinks of it very differently from him who has seer « 
only in a calm. And the difference between a calm and a humca 
is not greatly more striking than that between the ordinary face 
of night and the splendour that shone upon us in that drive. T 
in our waggon knew night as she shines upon the tropics, but 
even that bore no comparison. The nameless colour o the sky 
the hues of the star-fire, and the incredible projection of the stars 
themselves, starting from their orbits, so that the eye seemed to 
distinguish their positions in the hollow of space—these were 
things that we had never seen before and shall never see again. 

Meanwhile, in this altered night, we proceeded on our way 
among the scents and silence of the forest, reached the top of the 
grade, wound up by Hanson’s, and came at last to a stand under 
the flying gargoyle of the chute. Sam, who had been lying bac , 
fast asleep, with the moon on his face, got down, with the remark 
that it was pleasant “to be home.” The waggon turned and drove 
away, the noise gently dying in the woods, and we clambered up 
the rough path, Caliban’s great feat of engineering, and came 

home to Silverado. . , 

The moon shone in at the eastern doors and windows, and 

over the lumber on the platform. The one tall pine beside the 
ledge was steeped in silver. Away up the canon, a wild cat wel¬ 
comed us with three discordant squalls. But once we had lit a 
candle, and began to review our improvements, homely in either 
sense, and count our stores, it was wonderful what a feeling of 
possession and permanence grew up in the hearts of the lords of 
Silverado. A bed had still to be made up for Strong, and the 
morning’s water to be fetched, with clinking pail; and as we set 
about these household duties, and showed off our wealth and con¬ 
veniences before the stranger, and had a glass of wine, I think, in 
honour of our return, and trooped at length one after another up 
the flying bridge of plank, and lay down to sleep in our shattered, 
moon-pierced barrack, we were among the happiest sovereigns in 
the world, and certainly ruled over the most contented people. 
Yet, in our absence, the palace had been sacked. Wild cats, so 
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t le Hansons said, had broken in and carried off a M c u 
hatchet, and two knives. d ^ de ° f bacon > a 


episodes in the story 

OF A MINE 

No one could live at Silverado and not be curious about th„ 

Zl°l W VT SUrrOUnded by 50 ™cvidence/S 

expense and toil, we lived so entirely in the wreck of that great 

oldT Se, H k Tu ln the ruins ° f 3 cheese ’ that the idea of the 
the d and . buSt ,' e haunted our repose. Our own house, the forge 
the dump, the chutes, the rails, the windlass, the mass of broken 

plan ; the two tunnels, one far below in the green dell, the other 

on the platform where we kept our wine; the deep shaft, whh 

die sun-glints and the water-drops; above all, the ledge, that 

great gaping slice out of the mountain shoulder, propped apart 

by wooden wedges, on whose immediate margin, high above our 

heads, the one tall pine precariously nodded—these stood for its 

greatness; while the dog-hutch, boot-jacks, old boots, old tavern 

bills, and the very beds that we inherited from by-gone miners 

put in human touches and realised for us the story of the past. 

I have sat on an old sleeper, under the thick madronas near 
the forge, with just a look over the dump on the green world be¬ 
low, and seen the sun lying broad among the wreck, and heard 
the silence broken only by the tinkling water in the shaft, or a stir 
of the royal family about the battered palace, and my mind has 
gone back to the epoch of the Stanleys and the Chapmans, with 
a grand tutti of pick and drill, hammer and anvil, echoing about 
tlie canon, the assayer hard at it in our dining 1 room; the carts 
below on the road, and their cargo of red mineral bounding and 
thundering down the iron chute. And now all gone—all fallen 
away into this sunny silence and desertion: a family of squatters 
dining in the assayer’s office, making their beds in the big sleeping 
room erstwhile so crowded, keeping their wine in the tunnel that 
once rang with picks. 

But Silverado itself, although now fallen in its turn into decay, 
was once but a mushroom, and had succeeded to other mines and 
other flitting cities. Twenty years ago, away down the glen on 
the Lake County side there was a place, Jonestown by name, with 
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two thousand inhabitants dwelling under canvas, and one roo e 
house tor the sale o£ whisky. Round on the western ^eotMount 

Saint Helena, there was at the same date, a s 8 h have 

ment, its name, it it ever had one, lost for me. Both ofJ 
nerished leaving not a stick and scarce a memory behind them. 
xTde after tide of hopeful miners have thus flowed and ebbed 
;!bout the mountain, coming and going, now by lone Pipettors, 

• ■ , rush Last in order of time came Silverado, reared 

mill in the valley, founded the town which is now repns- 
sentecb monumentally, by Hanson’s, pierced all these slaps and 
shafts and tunnels, and in turn declined and died away. 

“Our noisy years seem moments in the wake 
Of the eternal silence.” 

As to the success of Silverado in its time of being, two reports 
were current. According to the first, six hundred thousand dollars 
were taken out of that great upright seam, that still hung open 
above us on crazy wedges. Then the ledge pinched out, and there 
followed, in quest of the remainder, a great drifting and tun - 
ling in all directions, and a great consequent effusion °f dollars, 
unfil, all parties being sick of the expense, the mine was deserted 
and the town decamped. According to the second version told 
me with much secrecy of manner, the whole affair, mine, mill, and 
town were parts of one majestic swindle. There had never come 

any silver out of any portion of the mine; there was no s >' ver t ° 
come. At midnight trains of packhorses might have been ob¬ 
served winding by devious tracks about the shoulder of the 

mountain. They came from far away, from Amador °! “ '"i 

laden with silver in ‘‘old cigar boxes.” They discharged their load 
at Silverado, in the hour of sleep; and before the morning they 
were gone again with their mysterious drivers to their unknown 
source. In this way, twenty thousand pounds’ worth of silver 
was smuggled in under cover of night, in these old cigar boxes; 
mixed with Silverado mineral; carted down to the mill; crushed, 
amalgamated, and refined, and despatched to the city as the proper 
product of the mine. Stock-jobbing, if it can cover such expenses, 
must be a profitable business in San Francisco. 

I give these two versions as I got them. But I place little re- 
liance on either, my belief in history having been greatly shaken. 
For it chanced that I had come to dwell in Silverado at a critical 
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our; great events in its history were about to happen—did hap 
I cn as l am led to believe; nay, and it will be see/that I played^ 

art in that revolution myself. And yet from first to last I never 

uT? refle7 mer T ^ Wh3t "' aS g ° in S ° n; and even after 

in ri/ue Of lb’ profeSS K myself at sea - That th «e was some obscure 
intrigue of the cigar-box order, and that I, in the character of a 

wooden puppet, set pen to paper in the interest of somebody, so 
much, and no more, is certain. 

Silverado, then under my immediate sway, belonged to one 
whom I will call a Mr. Ronalds. I only knew him through the 
extraordinarily distorting medium of local gossip, now as a 
momentous jobber; now as a dupe to point an adage; and again, 
and much more probably, as an ordinary Christian gentleman 
like you or me, who had opened a mine and worked it for 
awhile with better and worse fortune. So, through a defective 
window-pane, you may see the passer-by shoot up into a hunch¬ 
backed giant, or dwindle into a potbellied dwarf. 

To Ronalds, at least, the mine belonged; but the notice by 
which he held it would run out upon the 30th of June—or 
rather, as I suppose, it had run out already, and the month of 
grace would expire upon that day, after which any American 
citizen might post a notice of his own, and make Silverado his. 
This, with a sort of quiet slyness, Rufe told me at an early 
period of our acquaintance. There was no silver, of course; the 
mine “wasn’t worth nothing, Mr. Stevens,” but there was a deal 
of old iron and wood around, and to gain possession of this old 
wood and iron, and get a right to the water, Rufe proposed, if I 
had no objections, to “jump the claim.” 

Of course, I had no objection. But I was filled with wonder. If 
all he wanted was the wood and iron, what, in the name of for¬ 
tune, was to prevent him taking them? “His right there was 
none to dispute.” He might lay hands on all to-morrow, as the 
wild cats had laid hands upon our knives and hatchet. Besides, 
was this mass of heavy mining plant worth transportation? If it 
was, why had not the rightful owners carted it away? If it was, 
would they not preserve their title to these movables, even after 
they had lost their title to the mine? And if it were not, what the 
better was Rufe? Nothing would grow at Silverado; there was 
even no wood to cut; beyond a sense of property, there was 
nothing to be gained. Lastly, was it at all credible that Ronalds 
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would forget what Rufe remembered? The days of grace were not 
yet over: any fine morning he might appeal, paper in ' 

ente7for another year on his inheritance. However, it was none 
“" i.’legal; Rule o, R«n»^ ™ «* » 

the morning ot the 27th, Mrs. Hanson appeared «ith the 
milk as usua l in her sun-bonnet. The time would be out on 

Tuesday, she Reminded us, and bade me be in readiness to play 
my pain though I had no idea what it was to be. And suppose 
Ronalds’ came? we asked. She received the ‘dea with derision 
laughing aloud with all her fine teeth. He could not find 
mine to save his life, it appeared, without Rule to guide hum 
Last year when he came, they heard him “up and down the road 
a hollerin' and a raisin' Cain.” And at last he had to come to the 
Hansons in despair, and bid Rufe, “Jump into your pants and 
shoes, and show me where this old mine is, anyway Seeing tha, 
Ronalds had laid out so much money in the spot, and that 
beaten road led right up to the bottom of the dump, I though 
this a remarkable example. The sense of locality must be singu¬ 
larly in abeyance in the case of Ronalds. 

That same evening, supper comfortably over, Joe ong y 
at work on a drawing of the dump and the opposite lulls, we 
were all out on the platform together, sitting there, under the 
tented heavens, with the same sense of privacy as if we had been 
cabined in a parlour, when the sound of brisk footsteps came 
mounting up the path. We pricked our ears at this, for the trea 
seemed lighter and firmer than was usual with our country neigh¬ 
bours. And presently, sure enough, two town gentlemen, with 
cigars and kid gloves, came debouching past the house. They 

looked in that place like a blasphemy. . 

‘‘Good-evening,” they said. For none of us had stirred; we all 

sat stiff with wonder. . 

“Good-evening,” I returned; and then, to put them at their 

ease, “A stiff climb,” I added. . 

“Yes,” replied the leader; “but we have to thank you for this 

^ I did not like the man’s tone. None of us liked it. He did not 
seem embarrassed by the meeting, but threw up his remarks like 
favours, and strode magisterially by us towards the shaft and 

tunnel. 
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j;;:r ly We heard his voice raised to hi* companion. “We 
ducted every sort oC way, but couldn't strike the ledge." Then 

again: It pinched out here." And once more: “Every miner that 

etei worked upon it says there's bound to be a ledge somewhere " 

1 hese were the snatches of his talk that reached us, and they 

had a damning significance. We, the lords of Silverado, had come 

face to face with our superior. It is the worst of all quaint and of 

all cheap ways of life that they bring us at last to the pinch of 

some humiliation. I liked well enough to be a squatter when 

there was none but Hanson by; before Ronalds, I will own, I 

somewhat quailed. I hastened to do him fealty, said I gathered he 

was the Squattee, and apologised. He threatened me with ejection, 

in a manner grimly pleasant—more pleasant to him, I fancy, than 

to me; and then he passed off into praises of the former state of 

Silverado. “It was the busiest little mining town you ever saw”: a 

population of between a thousand and fifteen hundred souls, the 

engine in full blast, the mill newly erected; nothing going but 

champagne, and hope the order of the day. Ninety thousand 

dollars came out; a hundred and forty thousand were put in, 

making a net loss of fifty thousand. The last days, I gathered, the 

days of John Stanley, were not so bright; the champagne had 

ceased to flow', the population was already moving elsewhere, and 

Silverado had begun to wither in the branch before it was cut 

at the root. The last shot that was fired knocked over the stove 

chimney, and made that hole in the roof of our barrack, through 

which the sun was wont to visit slug-a-beds towards afternoon. A 

noisy last shot, to inaugurate the days of silence. 

Throughout this interview, my conscience was a good deal exer¬ 
cised; and I was moved to throw myself on my knees and own 
the intended treachery. But then I had Hanson to consider. I was 
in much the same position as Old Rowley, that royal humourist, 
whom “the rogue had taken into his confidence.” And again, 
here was Ronalds on the spot. He must know the day of the month 
as well as Hanson and I. If a broad hint were necessary, he had the 
broadest in the world. For a large board had been nailed by the 


crown prince on the very front of our house, between the door 
and window, painted in cinnabar—the pigment of the country— 
with doggrel rhymes and contumelious pictures, and announcing, 
in terms unnecessarily figurative, that the trick was already played, 
the claim already jumped, and Master Sam the legitimate sue- 
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cessor o£ Mr. Ronalds. But no, nothing could save that man; 
quern deus vult perdere, prius dementat. As he came so he went, 

^ightby'» reckoning, end niter »« were nil 
M “. H?.»„ y re,n,„ed ,o give n, .he „.»«« o. her new, 1 
was like a scene in a ship’s steerage: all of us abed in our different 
tiers the single candle struggling with the darkness and this 
plump, handsome woman, seated on an upturned valise beside 
the bunks, talking and showing her fine teeth and laughing till 
the rafters rang. Any ship, to be sure, with a hundredth part as 
many holes in it as our barrack, must long ago have gone to her 
last port. Up to that time I had always imagined Mrs. Hanson s 
loquacity to be mere incontinence, that she said what was upper¬ 
most for the pleasure of speaking, and laughed and laughed again 
as a kind of musical accompaniment. But I now found there was 
an art in it. I found it less communicative than silence itself, 
wished to know why Ronalds had come; how he had found his 
way without Rufe; and why, being on the spot, he had not re¬ 
freshed his title. She talked interminably on, but her replies were 
never answers. She fled under a cloud of words; and when I had 
made sure that she was purposely eluding me, I dropped the sub¬ 
ject in my turn, and let her rattle where she would. 

She had come to tell us that, instead of waiting for Tuesday, 
the claim was to be jumped on the morrow. How? If the time 
were not out, it was impossible. Why? If Ronalds had come and 
gone, and done nothing, there was the less cause for hurry. But 
again I could reach no satisfaction. The claim was to be jumped 
next morning, that was all that she would condescend upon. 

And yet it was not jumped the next morning, nor yet the next, 
and a whole week had come and gone before we heard more of 
this exploit. That day week, however, a day of great heat, Hanson, 
with a little roll of paper in his hand, and the eternal pipe alight; 
Breedlove, his large, dull friend, to act, I suppose, as witness; Mrs. 
Hanson, in her Sunday best; and all the children, from the oldest 
to the youngest;—arrived in a procession, tailing one behind an¬ 
other up the path. Caliban was absent, but he had been chary of 
his friendly visits since the row; and with that exception, the 
whole family was gathered together as for a marriage or a christen¬ 
ing. Strong was sitting at work, in the shade of the dwarf madronas 
near the forge; and they planted themselves about him in a circle, 
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one on a stone another on the waggon rails, a third on a piece of 

plank. Gradually the children stole away up the canon to where 

, * "‘ >S another chute > somewhat smaller than the one across 

te dump; and down this chute, for the rest of the afternoon, they 
poured one avalanche of stones after another, waking the echoes 
o t le glen Meantime we elders sat together on the platform, 
Hanson and his friend smoking in silence like Indian sachems! 
Mis. Hanson rattling on as usual with an adroit volubility, say¬ 
ing nothing, but keeping the party at their ease like a courtly 
hostess. 7 


Not a word occurred about the business of the day. Once, twice, 
and thrice I tried to slide the subject in, but was discouraged by 
the stoic apathy of Rufe, and beaten down before the pouring 
verbiage of his wife. There is nothing of the Indian brave about 
me, and I began to grill with impatience. At last, like a highway 
tobber, I cornered Hanson, and bade him stand and deliver his 
business. Thereupon he gravely rose, as though to hint that this 
was not a proper place, nor the subject one suitable for squaws, 
and I, following his example, led him up the plank into our bar¬ 
rack. There he bestowed himself on a box, and unrolled his 
papers with fastidious deliberation. There were two sheets of 
note-paper, and an old mining notice, dated May 30th, 1879, 
part print, part manuscript, and the latter much obliterated by 
the rains. It was by this identical piece of paper that the mine had 
been held last year. For thirteen months it had endured the 
weather and the change of seasons on a cairn behind the shoulder 
of the canon; and it was now my business, spreading it before me 
on the table, and sitting on a valise, to copy its terms with some 
necessary changes, twice over on the two sheets of note-paper. One 
was then to be placed on the same cairn—a “mound of rocks” 
the notice put it; and the other to be lodged for registration. 

Rufe watched me, silently smoking, till I came to the place for 
the locator’s name at the end of the first copy; and when I pro¬ 
posed that he should sign, I thought I saw a scare in his eye. “I 
don't think that’ll be necessary,” he said slowly; “just you write 
it down.” Perhaps this mighty hunter, who was the most active 
member of the local school board, could not write. There would 
be nothing strange in that. The constable of Calistoga is, and has 
been for years, a bed-ridden man, and, if I remember rightly, 
blind. He had more need of the emoluments than another, it was 
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explained- and it was easy for him to “depytise,” with a strong 
accent on ’the last. So friendly and so free are popular tnsntuuo^ 
When I had done my screening, Hanson strolled , d 
addressed Breedlove, “Will you step up here a bur and1 af h 
had disappeared a little while into the chaparral and madrona 

thicket, they came back again, minus a notice, and the d 1 ^ 

clone. The claim was jumped; a tract of mountainside, titt 
hundred feet long by six hundred wide, with all the eart s nr - 
cions bowels, had passed from Ronalds to Hanson, and, m t 

passage changed its name from the “Mammoth to the Calisto,,a 

I hacf tried to get Rufe to call it after his wife, after himself, and 
after Garfield, the Republican Presidential candidate of the hour 
-since then elected, and, alas! dead-but all was in vain. 1 he 
claim had once been called the Calistoga before, and he seemed 

to feel safety in returning to that. 

And so the history of that mine became once more plunged in 

darkness, lit only by some monster pyrotechmcal displays of g - 
sip And perhaps the most curious feature of the whole matte, is 
this: that we should have dwelt in this quiet corner of the moun¬ 
tains, with not a dozen neighbours, and yet struggled all he 
while, like desperate swimmers, in this sea of falsities and contra- 
dictions. Wherever a man is, there will be a lie. 


TOILS AND PLEASURES 

I must try to convey some notion of our life, of how the aays 
passed and what pleasure we took in them, of what there was to 
do and how we set about doing it, in our mountain hermitage. 
The house, after we had repaired the worst of the damages, and 
filled in some of the doors and windows with white cotton cloth, 
became a healthy and a pleasant dwelling-place, always airy and 
dry, and haunted by the outdoor perfumes of the glen. Within, it 
had the look of habitation, the human look. You had only to go 
into the third room, which we did not use, and see its stones, its 
sifting earth, its tumbled litter; and then return to our lodging, 
with the beds made, the plates on the rack, the pail of bright 
water behind the door, the stove crackling in a corner, and per¬ 
haps the table roughly laid against a meal,--and man’s order, the 
little clean spots that he creates to dwell in, were at once con- 
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trasted with the rich passivity of nature. And yet our house was 
everywhere so wrecked and shattered, the air lame and went so 
ccly the sun found so many portholes, the golden outdoor 

°. ° shone 111 50 man v open chinks, that we enjoyed, at the same 
tune some of the comforts of a roof and much'of the gaiety a d 
brightness of al fresco life. A single shower of rain, to be sure 
and we should have been drowned out like mice. But ours was a 

, lornian summer > and an earthquake was a far likelier accident 

than a shower of rain. 


1 rustful in this fine weather, we kept the house for kitchen 
and bedroom, and used the platform as our summer parlour. The 
sense of privacy, as I have said already, was complete. We could 
look over the dump on miles of forest and rough hilltop; our 
eyes commanded some of Napa Valley, where the train ran, and 
the little country townships sat so close together along the line of 
the rail. But here there was no man to intrude. None but the 
Hansons were our visitors. Even they came but at long intervals, or 
twice daily, at a stated hour, with milk. So our days, as they were 
never interrupted, drew out to the greater length; hour melted 
insensibly into hour; the household duties, though they were 
many, and some of them laborious, dwindled into mere islets 
of business in a sea of sunny daytime; and it appears to me, look¬ 
ing back, as though the far greater part of our life at Silverado 
had been passed, propped upon an elbow, or seated on a plank, 
listening to the silence that there is among the hills. 

My work, it is true, was over early in the morning. I rose before 
any one else, lit the stove, put on the water to boil, and strolled 
forth upon the platform to wait till it was ready. Silverado would 
then be still in shadow, the sun shining on the mountain higher 
up. A clean smell of trees, a smell of the earth at morning, hung 
in the air. Regularly, every day, there was a single bird, not sing¬ 
ing, but awkwardly chirruping among the green madronas, and 
the sound was cheerful, natural, and stirring. It did not hold the 
attention, nor interrupt the thread of meditation, like a black¬ 
bird or a nightingale; it was mere woodland prattle, of which 
the mind was conscious like a perfume. The freshness of these 
morning seasons remained with me far on into the day. 

As soon as the kettle boiled, I made porridge and coffee; and 
that, beyond the literal drawing of water, and the preparation of 
Hndling, which it would be hyperbolical to call the hewing of 
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wood, ended my domestic duties for the day^/^"“^der^ 
wife laboured single-handed in the palace, ant <) . 

on tl« platform at my own sweet will. The little corner nea the 

forste where we found a refuge under the madronas from the un 
Sari™ eariy sun, is indeed connected in my m.nd with some 
nightmare encounters over Euclid, and the Latin Grammar. These 
were known as Sam's lessons. He was supposed to be the victim 

and the sufferer; but here there must have been som * 

don, for whereas I generally retired to bed after one of the 

engagements, he was no sooner set free than he dashe up 
Chinaman's house, where he had installed a printing-press, that 
great element of civilisation, and the sound of his labours would 

be faintly audible about the canon half the day. 

To walk at all was a laborious business; the foot sank and slid, 

the boots were cut to pieces, among sharp, uneven, rolling stones 
When we crossed the platform in any direction, it was usual to lay 

a course, following as much as possible the line ■of 
Thus if water were to be drawn, the water-carrier left the house 
along” some tilting planks that we had laid down, and not laid 
down very well. These carried him to that greath.ghroad 
railway; and the railway served him as far as to the head of the 
shaft. But from thence to the spring and back again he made 1 1 
best of his unaided way, staggering among the stones, and wading 
in low growth of the calycanthus, where the rattlesnakes lay 
hissing at his passage. Yet I liked to draw water. It was pleasant to 
dip the grey metal pail into the clean, colourless, cool water 
pleasant to carry it back, with the water lipping at the edge, and 

a broken sunbeam quivering in the midst. 

But the extreme roughness of the walking confined us in com¬ 
mon practice to the platform, and indeed to those parts of it 
that were most easily accessible along the line of rails. The rails 
came straight forward from the shaft, here and there overgrown 
with little green bushes, but still entire, and still carrying a truck 
which it was Sam’s delight to trundle to and fro by the hour with 
various ladings. About midway down the platform, the railroad 
trended to the right, leaving our house and coasting along the far 
side within a few yards of the madronas and the forge, and not far 
off the latter, ended in a sort of platform on the edge of the dump. 
There, in old days, the trucks were tipped, and their load sent 
thundering down the chute. There, besides, was the only spot 
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where we could approach the margin of the dump. Anywhere 
else, you took your life in your right hand when you came within 
a yard and a half to peer over. For at any moment the dump 
might begin to slide and carry you down and bury you below its 
ruins. Indeed, the neighbourhood of an old mine is a place beset 
with dangers. For as still as Silverado was, at any moment the 
report of rotten wood might tell us that the platform had fallen 
into the shaft; the dump might begin to pour into the road below; 
or a wedge slip in the great upright seam, and hundreds of tons 
of mountain bury the scene of our encampment. 

I have already compared the dump to a rampart, built cer¬ 
tainly by some rude people, and for prehistoric wars. It was like¬ 
wise a frontier. All below was green and woodland, the tall pines 
soaring one above another, each with a firm outline and full 
spread of bough. All above was arid, rocky, and bald. The great 
spout of broken mineral, that had dammed the canon up, was a 
creature of man’s handiwork, its material dug out with a pick 
and powder, and spread by the service of the trucks. But nature 
herself, in that upper district, seemed to have had an eye to noth¬ 
ing besides mining; and even the natural hillside was all sliding 
gravel and precarious boulder. Close at the margin of the well 
leaves would decay to skeletons and mummies, which at length 
some stronger gust would carry clear of the canon and scatter in 
the subjacent woods. Even moisture and decaying vegetable mat¬ 
ter could not, with all nature’s alchemy, concoct enough soil to 
nourish a few poor grasses. It is the same, they say, in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of all silver mines; the nature of that precious rock 
being stubborn with quartz and poisonous with cinnabar. Both 
were plenty in our Silverado. The stones sparkled white in the 
sunshine with quartz; they were all stained red with cinnabar. 
Here, doubtless, came the Indians of yore to paint their faces for 
the war-path; and cinnabar, if I remember rightly, was one of the 
few articles of Indian commerce. Now, Sam had it in his un¬ 
disturbed possession, to pound down and slake, and paint his rude 
designs with. But to me it had always a fine flavour of poetry, 
compounded out of Indian story and Hawthornden’s allusion: 

"Desire, alasl desire a Zeuxis new, 

From Indies borrowing gold, from Eastern skies 
Most bright cinoper ...” 
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Yet this is but half the picture; our Silverado platform has am 
other side to it. Though there was no soil, and scarce a blade o 
grass, yet out of these tumbled gravel-heaps and broken boulders, 
a flower garden bloomed as at home in a conservatory. Caly- 
canthus crept, like a hardy weed, all over our rough parlour, 
choking the railway, and pushing forth its rusty, aromatic cones 
from between two blocks of shattered mineral. Azaleas made a big 
snow-bed just above the well. The shoulder of the hill waved 
white with Mediterranean heath. In the crannies of the ledge and 
about the spurs of the tall pine, a red flowering stone-plant hung 
in clusters. Even the low, thorny chaparral was thick with pea¬ 
like blossom. Close at the foot of our path nutmegs prospered, de¬ 
lightful to the sight and smell. At sunrise, and again late at night, 
the scent of the sweet baytrees filled the canon, and the down¬ 
blowing night wind must have borne it hundreds of feet into the 


an • . _ _ j 

All this vegetation, to be sure, was stunted. The madrona was 
here no bigger than the manzanita; the bay was but a stripling 
shrub; the very pines, with four or five exceptions in all our 
upper canon, were not so tall as myself, or but a little taller, and 
the most of them came lower than my waist. For a prosperous 
forest tree, we must look below, where the glen was crowded with 
green spires. But for flowers and ravishing perfume, we had none 
to envy our heap of road-metal was thick with bloom, like a 
hawthorn in the front of June; our red, baking angle in the 
mountain, a laboratory of poignant scents. It was an endless 
wonder to my mind, as I dreamed about the platform, following 
the progress of the shadows, where the madrona with its leaves 
the azalea and calycanthus with their blossoms, could find 
moisture to support such thick, wet, waxy growths, or the bay- 
tree collect the ingredients of its perfume. But there they all grew 
together, healthy, happy, and happy-making, as though rooted in 

a fathom of black soil. 

Nor was it only vegetable life that prospered. We had, indeed, 
few birds, and none that had much of a voice or anything worthy 
to be called a song. My morning comrade had a thin chirp, un¬ 
musical and monotonous, but friendly and pleasant to hear. He 
had but one rival: a fellow with an ostentatious cry of near an 
octave descending, not one note of which properly followed an¬ 
other. This is the only bird I ever knew with a wrong ear; but 
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there was something enthralling about his performance. You 
listened and listened, thinking each time he must surely get it 
right; but no, it was always wrong, and always wrong the°same 
way. \et he seemed proud of his song, delivered it with execution 
and a manner of his own, and was charming to his mate. A very in¬ 
correct, incessant human whistler had thus a chance of knowing 

how his own music pleased the world. Two great birds_eagles, 

we thought—dwelt at the top of the canon, among the crags that 
were printed on the sky. Now and again, but very rarelv, they 
wheeled high over our heads in silence, or with a distant, dving 
scream; and then, with a fresh impulse, winged fleetly forward, 
dipped over a hilltop, and were gone. They seemed solemn and 
ancient things, sailing the blue air: perhaps coeval with the 
mountain where they haunted, perhaps emigrants from Rome, 
where the glad legions may have shouted to behold them on the 
morn of battle. 

But if birds were rare, the place abounded with rattlesnakes— 
the rattlesnakes’ nest, it might have been named. Wherever we 
brushed among the bushes, our passage woke their angry buzz. 
One dwelt habitually in the wood-pile, and sometimes, when we 
came for firewood, thrust up his small head between two logs, and 
hissed at the intrusion. The rattle has a legendary credit; it is 
said to be awe-inspiring, and, once heard, to stamp itself for ever 
in the memory. But the sound is not at all alarming; the hum of 
many insects, and the buzz of the wasp convince the ear of danger 
quite as readily. As a matter of fact, we lived for weeks in Silver¬ 
ado, coming and going, with rattles sprung on every side, and it 
never occurred to us to be afraid. I used to take sun-baths and do 
calisthenics in a certain pleasant nook among azalea and caly- 
canthus, the rattles whizzing on ever)' side like spinning-wheels, 
and the combined hiss or buzz rising louder and angrier at any 
sudden movement; but I was never in the least impressed, nor 
ever attacked. It was only towards the end of our stay, that a man 
down at Calistoga, who was expatiating on the terrifying nature 
of the sound, gave me at last a very good imitation; and it burst 
on me at once that we dwelt in the very metropolis of deadly 
snakes, and that the rattle was simply the commonest noise in 
Silverado. Immediately on our return, we attacked the Hansons 
on the subject. They had formerly assured us that our canon was 
favoured, like Ireland, with an entire immunity from poisonous 
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reptiles- but, with the perfect inconsequence of the natural man, 
they were no sooner found out than they went off at score in the 
contrary direction, and we were told that in no part of the world 
did rattlesnakes attain to such a monstrous bigness as among the 
warm, flower-dotted rocks of Silverado. This is a “ntnbu ton 
rather to the natural history of the Hansons than to that o 

"Sue person, however, better served by his instinct had known 
the rattle from the first; and that was Chuchu, the dog. ^ 
rational creature has ever led an existence more poisoned by terr 
than that dog's at Silverado. Every whiz of the rattle made him 
bound. His eyes rolled; he trembled; he would be often wet with 
sweat. One of our great mysteries was his terror of the mountain. A 
little away above our nook, the azaleas and almost all the vegeta 
lion ceased. Dwarf pines, not big enough to be Christmas trees, 
grew thinly among loose stone and gravel scaurs. Here and there a 
big boulder sat quiescent on a knoll, having paused there till the 
next rain in his long slide down the mountain. There was here 
no ambuscade for the snakes, you could see clearly where you 
trod; and yet the higher I went, the more abject and appealing 
became Chuchu's terror. He was an excellent master of that 
composite language in which dogs communicate with men and he 
would assure me, on his honour, that there was some peril on the 
mountain; appeal to me, by all that I held holy, to turn back; and 
at length, finding all was in vain, and that I still persisted ig¬ 
norantly foolhardy, he would suddenly whip round and make a 
bee-line down the slope for Silverado, the gravel showering after 
him. What was he afraid of? There were admittedly brown bears 
and California lions on the mountain; and a grizzly visited Rufe s 
poultry yard not long before, to the unspeakable alarm of Caliban, 
who dashed out to chastise the intruder, and found himself, by 
moonlight, face to face with such a tartar. Something at least 
there must have been; some hairy, dangerous brute lodged per¬ 
manently among the rocks a little to the north-west of Silverado, 
spending his summer thereabout, with wife and family. 

And there was, or there had been, another animal. Once, under 
the broad daylight, on that open stony hillside, where the baby 
pines were growing, scarcely tall enough to be a badge for a Mac¬ 
Gregor’s bonnet, I came suddenly upon his innocent body, lying 
mummified by the dry air and sun: a pigmy kangaroo. I am in- 
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gloriously ignorant of these subjects; had never heard of such a 
beast; thought myself face to face with some incomparable sport 
of nature; and began to cherish hopes of immortality in science. 
Rarely have I been conscious of a stranger thrill than when I 
raised that singular creature from the stones, dry as a board, his 
innocent heart long quiet, and all warm with sunshine. His long 
hind legs were stiff, liis tiny forepaws clutched upon his breast, as 
if to leap; his poor life cut short upon that mountain by some 
unknown accident. But the kangaroo rat, it proved, was no such 
unknown animal; and my discovery was nothing. 

Crickets were not wanting. I thought I could make out exactly 
iour of them, each with a corner of his own, who used to make 
night musical at Silverado. In the matter of voice, they far ex¬ 
celled the birds, and their ringing whistle sounded from rock to 
rock, calling and replying the same thing, as in a meaningless 
opera. Thus, children in full health and spirits shout together, 
to the dismay of neighbours; and their idle, happy, deafening 
vociferations rise and fall, like the song of the crickets. I used to 
sit at night on the platform, and wonder why these creatures were 
so happy; and what was wrong with man that he also did not 
wind up his days with an hour or two of shouting; but I suspect 
that all long-lived animals are solemn. The dogs alone are hardly 
used by nature; and it seems a manifest injustice for poor Chuchu 
to die in his teens, after a life so shadowed and troubled, con¬ 
tinually shaken with alarm, and the tear of elegant sentiment 
permanently in his eye. 

There was another neighbour of ours at Silverado, small but 
very active, a destructive fellow. This was a black, ugly fly—a 
bore, the Hansons called him—who lived by hundreds in the 
boarding of our house. He entered by a round hole, more neatly 
pierced than a man could do it with a gimlet, and he seems to 
have spent his life in cutting out the interior of the plank, but 
whether as a dwelling or a store-house, I could never find. When I 
used to lie in bed in the morning for a rest—we had no easy- 
chairs in Silverado—I would hear, hour after hour, the sharp cut¬ 
ting sound of his labours, and from time to time a dainty shower of 
sawdust would fall upon the blankets. There lives no more in¬ 
dustrious creature than a bore. 

And now that I have named to the reader all our animals and 

insects without exception—only I find l have forgotten the flies 
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he will be able to appreciate the singular privacy and silence of 
our days It was not only man who was excluded: animals 
n <r ol birds the lowing of cattle, the bleating of sheep, clou s 
even and the variations* the weather, were here also wanting: 
and as day after day, the sky was one dome of blue, and the pine 
below us Lod motionless in the still air, so the hours themself 
were marked out from each other only by the series olorn o 
affairs and the sun's great period as he ranged westward throug 
the heavens. The two birds cackled awhile in the early morning 
all day the water tinkled in the shaft, the bores ground sawdust 
fa the^nking of our crazy palace-infinitesimal sounds: and it 
was only with the return of night that any change would fall o 
r r surroundings, or the four crickets begin to flute together m 

lh Indeed, it would be hard to exaggerate the pleasure that we 
took in the approach of evening. Our day was not very ong, but 
it was very tiring. To trip along unsteady planks or jade among 
shifting stones, to go to and fro for water, to clamber down 
glen to 5 the Toll House after meat and letters, to cook, to make 
fZ and beds, were all exhausting to the body. Life out of doors 
besides under the fierce eye of day, draws largely on the animal 
spirits. There are certain hours in the afternoon when a 
less he is in strong health or enjoys a vacant mind, would rather 
creep into a cool corner of a house and sit upon the chairs of 
civilization. About that time, the sharp stones, the planks, the up¬ 
turned boxes of Silverado, began to grow irksome to my body, 1 
set out on that hopeless, never-ending quest for a more comfor - 
able posture; I would be fevered and weary of the staring sun, 
and just then he would begin courteously to withdraw his coun¬ 
tenance, the shadows lengthened, the aromatic airs awoke, and an 
indescribable but happy change announced the coming of the 

"'The hours of evening when we were once curtained in the 
friendly dark, sped lightly. Even as with the crickets, night brought 
to us a certain spirit of rejoicing. It was good to taste the air; goo 
to mark the dawning of the stars, as they increased their glitter¬ 
ing company: good, too, to gather stones, and send them crashing 
down the chute, a wave of light. It seemed, in some way, the re¬ 
ward and the fulfilment of the day. So it is when men dwell m 
the open air; it is one of the simple pleasures that we lose by liv- 
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ing cribbed and covered in a house, that, though the coming of 

the day is still the most inspiriting, yet day’s departure, also, and 

the return of night refresh, renew, and quiet us; and in the 

pastures of the dusk we stand, like cattle, exulting in the absence 
of the load. 

Our nights were never cold, and they were always still, but for 
one remarkable exception. Regularly, about nine o’clock, a warm 
wind sprang up, and blew for ten minutes, or maybe a quarter 
of an hour, right down the canon, fanning it well out, airing it as 
a mother airs the night nursery before the children sleep. As far as 
I could judge, in the clear darkness of the night, this wind was 
purely local: perhaps dependent on the configuration of the glen. 
At least, it was very welcome to the hot and weary squatters; and 
if we were not abed already, the springing up of this lilliputian 
valley-wind would often be our signal to retire. 

I was the last to go to bed, as I was still the first to rise. Many a 
night I have strolled about the platform, taking a bath of darkness 
before I slept. The rest would be in bed, and even from the forge 
I could hear them talking together from bunk to bunk. A single 
candle in the neck of a pint bottle was their only illumination; 
and yet the old cracked house seemed literally bursting with the 
light. It shone keen as a knife through all the vertical chinks; it 
struck upward through the broken shingles; and through the 
eastern door and window, it fell in a great splash upon the thicket 
and the overhanging rock. You would have said a conflagration, 
or at the least a roaring forge; and behold, it was but a candle. Or 
perhaps it was yet more strange to see the procession moving bed- 
wards round the corner of the house, and up the plank that 
brought us to the bedroom door; under the immense spread of 
the starry heavens, down in a crevice of the giant mountain, these 
few human shapes, with their unshielded taper, made so dis¬ 
proportionate a figure in the eye and mind. But the more he is 
alone with nature, the greater man and his doings bulk in the 
consideration of his fellow-men. Miles and miles away upon the 
opposite hilltops, if there were any hunter belated or any traveller 
who had lost his way, he must have stood, and watched and won¬ 
dered, from the time the candle issued from the door of the as- 
sayer’s office till it had mounted the plank and disappeared again 
into the miners’ dormitory. 
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A Child's Garden of Verses 



To 

Alison Cunningham 
FROM HER BOY 


FOR the long nights you lay awake 
And watched for my unworthy sake: 
For your most comfortable hand 
That led me through the uneven land: 
For all the story-books you read: 

For all the pains you comforted: 

For all you pitied, all you bore, 

In sad and happy days of yore:— 

My second Mother, my first Wife, 

The angel of my infant life— 

From the sick child, now well and old. 
Take, nurse, the little book you hold! 


And grant it, Heaven, that all who read 
May find as dear a nurse at need. 

And every child who lists my rhyme, 
In the bright, fireside, nursery clime. 
May hear it in as kind a voice 
As made my childish days rejoice! 


R. L. S. 



Contents 


TO ALISON CUNNINGHAM 

1 BED IN SUMMER 

2 A THOUGHT 

3 AT THE SEA-SIDE 

4 YOUNG NIGHT THOUGHT 

5 WHOLE DUTY OF CHILDREN 

6 RAIN 

7 PIRATE STORY 

8 FOREIGN LANDS 
g WINDY NIGHTS 

1 0 TRAVEL 
1 1 SINGING 
1 2 LOOKING FORWARD 

13 A GOOD PLAY 

14 WHERE GO THE BOATS? 

15 AUNTIE’S SKIRTS 

1 6 THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE 

17 THE LAND OF NOD 

1 8 MY SHADOW 

19 SYSTEM 

20 A GOOD BOY 

21 ESCAPE AT BEDTIME 
2 2 MARCHING SONG 

23 THE COW 

24 HAPPY THOUGHT 

25 THE WIND 

26 KEEPSAKE MILL 

27 GOOD AND BAD CHILDREN 

28 FOREIGN CHILDREN 

29 THE SUN’S TRAVELS 

30 THE LAMPLIGHTER 


PAGE 

1094 

1099 

1099 

1100 
1100 
1101 
1101 
1101 
1102 
1102 

1103 

1104 

1104 

1105 

1105 

1106 
1106 
1107 

1107 

1108 
1108 
1109 

1109 

1110 
1110 
1111 
1111 
1112 

1113 

1114 
1114 


1095 



1096 


A CHILD’S GARDEN OF 


31 MY BF.D IS A BOAT 

32 THE MOON 

33 THE SWING 
3-1 TIME TO RISE 

35 LOOKING-GLASS RIVER 

36 FAIRY BREAD 

37 FROM A RAILWAY CARRIAGE 

38 WINTER-TIME 

39 THE HAYLOFT 

4° FAREWELL TO THE FARM 
41 NORTH-WEST PASSAGE 

1 GOOD NIGHT 

2 SHADOW MARCH 

3 IN PORT 


VERSES 


1115 

1115 

1116 
1116 
1116 

1117 

1118 
1118 

1119 

1120 
1120 
1120 
1121 
1121 


THE CHILD ALONE 

1 THE UNSEEN PLAYMATE 1122 

2 MY SHIP AND I 1123 

3 MY KINGDOM 1123 

4 PICTURE-BOOKS IN WINTER 1124 

5 MY TREASURES 1125 

6 BLOCK CITY 1125 

7 THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS 1126 

8 ARMIES IN THE FIRE 1127 

9 THE LITTLE LAND 1128 


GARDEN DAYS 

1 NIGHT AND DAY 

2 NEST EGGS 

3 THE FLOWERS 

4 SUMMER SUN 

5 THE DUMB SOLDIER 

6 AUTUMN FIRES 

7 THE GARDENER 

8 HISTORICAL ASSOCIATIONS 


1130 

1131 

1132 

1133 

1134 

1135 

1136 
1136 



Ci O' 


A CHILD’S GARDEN OF VERSES 


1097 


ENVOYS 

1 TO WILLIE AND HENRIETTA 
o TO MY MOTHER 
g TO AUNTIE 
4 TO MINNIE 

TO MY NAME-CHILD 
TO ANY READER 


1137 

1138 
1138 
1138 

1140 

1141 




A CHILD’S GARDEN OF VERSES 



I 

BED IN SUMMER 

IN winter I get up at night 
And dress by yellow candle-light. 

In summer, quite the other way, 

I have to go to bed by day. 

I have to go bed and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree, 
Or hear the grown-up people’s feet 
Still going past me in the street. 


And does it not seem hard to you, 
When all the sky is clear and blue, 
And I should like so much to play, 
To have to go to bed by day? 


II 

A THOUGHT 

IT is very nice to think 
The world is full of meat and drink. 
With little children saying grace 
In every Christian kind of place. 
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III 

AT THE SEA-SIDE 

W H E N I was down beside the sea 
A wooden spade they gave to me 
To dig the sandy shore. 


My holes were empty like a cup. 
In every hole the sea came up. 
Till it could come no more. 


IV 

YOUNG NIGHT THOUGHT 

ALL night long and every night. 
When my mama puts out the light, 
I see the people marching by, 

As plain as day, before my eye. 


Armies and emperors and kings, 

All carrying different kinds of things. 
And marching in so grand a way. 
You never saw the like by day. 


So fine a show was never seen 
At the great circus on the green; 
For every kind of beast and man 
Is marching in that caravan. 

At first they move a little slow. 
But still the faster on they go. 

And still beside them close I keep 
Until we reach the town of Sleep. 
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V 

WHOLE DUTY OF CHILDREN 

A CHILD should always say what’s true 
And speak when he is spoken to, 

And behave mannerly at table; 

At least as far as he is able. 


VI 

RAIN 

THE rain is raining all around, 

It falls on field and tree, 

It rains on the umbrellas here 
And on the ships at sea. 


VII 

PIRATE STORY 

THREE of us afloat in the meadow by the swing, 

Three of us aboard in the basket on the lea. 

Winds are in the air, they are blowing in the spring, 

A„1 wave" « o„ .he meadow like .he wave, .here a. » 

Where shall we adventure, to-day that we're afloat. 

Wary of the weather and steering by a star? 

Shall it be to Africa, a-steering of the boat 

To Providence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar? 

Hil but here’s a squadron a-rowing on the sea— 

Cattle on the meadow a-charging with a roar! 

Quick, and we'll escape them, they're as mad as they can be. 
The wicket is the harbour and the garden is the shore. 
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VIII 

FOREIGN LANDS 

UP into the cherry tree 
Who should climb but little me? 

I held the trunk with both my hands 
And looked abroad on foreign lands. 

I saw the next door garden lie, 
Adorned with flowers, before my eye. 
And many pleasant places more 
That I had never seen before. 

I saw the dimpling river pass 
And be the sky’s blue looking-glass; 
The dusty roads go up and down 
With people tramping into town. 

If I could find a higher tree 
Farther and farther I should see, 

To where the grown-up river slips 
Into the sea among the ships. 

To where the roads on either hand 
Lead onward into fairy land, 

Where all the children dine at five, 
And all the playthings come alive. 


IX 

WINDY NIGHTS 

WHENEVER the moon and stars are set. 
Whenever the wind is high, 

All night long in the dark and wet, 

A man goes riding by. 

Late in the night when the fires are out. 

Why does he gallop and gallop about? 
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Whenever the trees are crying aloud, 
And ships are tossed at sea. 

By, on the highway, low and loud, 

By at the gallop goes he. 

By at the gallop he goes, and then 
By he comes back at the gallop again. 


X 

TRAVEL 

I SHOULD like to rise and go 
Where the golden apples grow;— 

Where below another sky 
Parrot islands anchored lie. 

And, watched by cockatoos and goats. 
Lonely Crusoes building boats; 

Where in sunshine reaching out 
Eastern cities, miles about. 

Are with mosque and minaret 
Among sandy gardens set. 

And the rich goods from near and far 
Hang for sale in the bazaar;— 

Where the Great Wall round China goes. 
And on one side the desert blows. 

And with bell and voice and drum. 
Cities on the other hum;— 

Where are forests, hot as fire. 

Wide as England, tall as a spire. 

Full of apes and cocoa-nuts 
And the Negro hunters’ huts;— 

Where the knotty crocodile 
Lies and blinks in the Nile, 

And the red flamingo flies 
Hunting fish before his eyes;— 

Where in jungles, near and far. 
Man-devouring tigers are. 

Lying close and giving ear 
Lest the hunt be drawing near. 

Or a comer-by be seen 
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Swinging in a palanquin;— 
Where among the desert sands 
Some deserted city stands. 

All its children, sweep and prince. 
Grown to manhood ages since. 

Not a foot in street or house. 

Not a stir of child or mouse. 

And when kindly falls the night. 

In all the town no spark of light. 
There I’ll come when I’m a man 
With a camel caravan; 

Light a fire in the gloom 
Of some dusty dining room; 

See the pictures on the walls, 
Heroes, fights and festivals; 

And in a corner find the toys 
Of the old Egyptian boys. 


XI 

SINGING 

O F speckled eggs the birdie sings 
And nests among the trees; 

The sailor sings of ropes and things 
In ships upon the seas. 

The children sing in far Japan, 
The children sing in Spain; 

The organ with the organ man 
Is singing in the rain. 


XII 

LOOKING FORWARD 

WHEN I am grown to man’s estate 
I shall be very proud and great. 
And tell the other girls and boys 
Not to meddle with my toys. 
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XIII 

A GOOD PLAY 

W E built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back-bedroom chairs. 
And filled it full of sofa pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 

We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails; 

And Tom said, “Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake; 

Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 

We sailed along for days and days, 
And had the very best of plays; 

But Tom fell out and hurt his knee, 
So there was no one left but me. 


XIV 

WHERE GO THE BOATS? 

DARK brown is the river. 
Golden is the sand. 

It flows along for ever. 

With trees on either hand. 

Green leaves a-floating, 

Castles of the foam. 

Boats of mine a-boating— 
Where will all come home? 

On goes the river 

And out past the mill. 

Away down the valley. 

Away down the hill. 
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Away down the river, 

A hundred miles or more. 
Other little children 

Shall bring my boats ashore. 


XV 

AUNTIE’S SKIRTS 

WHENEVER Auntie moves around. 
Her dresses make a curious sound; 

They trail behind her up the floor, 

And trundle after through the door. 


XVI 

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE 

WHEN I was sick and lay a-bed, 

I had two pillows at my head. 

And all my toys beside me lay 
To keep me happy all the day. 

And sometimes for an hour or so 
I watched my leaden soldiers go. 

With different uniforms and drills, 
Among the bed-clothes, through the hills; 

And sometimes sent my ships in fleets 
All up and down among the sheets; 

Or brought my trees and houses out. 

And planted cities all about. 

I was the giant great and still 
That sits upon the pillow-hill. 

And sees before him, dale and plain. 

The pleasant land of counterpane. 
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XVII 

THE LAND OF NOD 

FROM breakfast on through all the day 
At home among my friends I stay. 

But every night I go abroad 
Afar into the land of Nod. 

All by myself I have to go, 

With none to tell me what to do 

All alone beside the streams 

And up the mountain-sides of dreams. 

The strangest things are there for me. 
Both things to eat and things to see. 

And many frightening sights abroad 
Till morning in the land of Nod. 

Try as I like to find the way, 

I never can get back by day, 

Nor can remember plain and clear 
The curious music that I hear. 


XVIII 

MY SHADOW 

I HAVE a little shadow that goes in and out with me. 

And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. 

He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; 

And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed. 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow 
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; 

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball, 
And he sometimes gets so little that there s none of him at all. 
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He hasn t got a notion of how children ought to play. 

And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. 

He stays so close beside me, he’s a coward you can see; 

I d think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me! 

One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 

I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 

But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, 

Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed. 


XIX 

SYSTEM 

EVERY night my prayers I say. 
And get my dinner every day; 

And every day that I’ve been good, 

I get an orange after food. 

The child that is not clean and neat. 
With lots of toys and things to eat, 
He is a naughty child, I’m sure— 
Or else his dear papa is poor. 


XX 

A GOOD BOY 

I WOKE before the morning, I was happy all the day 
I never said an ugly word, but smiled and stuck to play. 

And now at last the sun is going down behind the wood. 
And I am very happy, for I know that I’ve been good. 

My bed is waiting cool and fresh, with linen smooth and fair. 
And I must off to sleepsin-by, and not forget my prayer. 
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I know that, till to-morrow I shall see the sun arise 
No ugly dream shall fright my mind, no ugly sight my eyes. 

But slumber hold me tightly till I waken in the dawn, 
And hear the thrushes singing in the lilacs round the lawn. 


XXI 

ESCAPE AT BEDTIME 

THE lights from the parlour and kitchen shone out 
Through the blinds and the windows and bars; 

And high overhead and all moving about, 

There were thousands of millions of stars. 

There ne’er were such thousands of leaves on a tree, 
Nor of people in church or the Park, 

As the crowds of the stars that looked down upon me. 
And that glittered and winked in the dark. 

The Dog, and the Plough, and the Hunter, and all. 
And the star of the sailor, and Mars, 

These shone in the sky, and the pail by the wall 
Would be half full of water and stars. 

They saw me at last, and they chased me with cries. 
And they soon had me packed into bed; 

But the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes, 
And the stars going round in my head. 


XXII 

MARCHING SONG 

BRING the comb and play upon itl 
Marching, here we come! 

Willie cocks his highland bonnet, 
Johnnie beats the drum. 
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Mar Y Jane commands the party, 

Peter leads the rear; 

Feet in time, alert and hearty. 

Each a Grenadier! 

All in the most martial manner 
Marching double-quick; 

While the napkin like a banner 
Waves upon the stick! 

Here’s enough of fame and pillage, 
Great commander Jane! 

Now that we’ve been round the village. 
Let’s go home again. 


XXIII 

THE COW 

THE friendly cow all red and white, 
I love with all my heart: 

She gives me cream with all her might. 
To eat with apple-tart. 

She wanders lowing here and there, 
And yet she cannot stray. 

All in the pleasant open air. 

The pleasant light of day; 

And blown by all the winds that pass 
And wet with all the showers, 

She walks among the meadow grass 
And eats the meadow flowers. 


XXIV 

HAPPY THOUGHT 

THE world is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 
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XXV 

THE WIND 

I SAW you toss the kites on high 
And blow the birds about the sky. 

And all around I heard you pass. 

Like ladies’ skirts across the grass— 

O wind, a-blowing all day long, 

O wind, that sings so loud a songl 


I saw the different things you did. 

But always you yourself you hid. 

I felt you push, I heard you call, 

I could not see yourself at all— 

O wind, a-blowing all day long, 

O wind, that sings so loud a songl 


O you that are so strong and cold, 

O blower, are you young or old? 

Are you a beast of field and tree. 

Or just a stronger child than me? 

O wind, a-blowing all day long, 

O wind, that sings so loud a songl 


XXVI 

KEEPSAKE MILL 

OVER the borders, a sin without pardon. 
Breaking the branches and crawling below. 
Out through the breach in the wall of the garden, 
Down by the banks of the river, we go. 

Here is the mill with the humming of thunder. 
Here is the weir with the wonder of foam. 
Here is the sluice with the race running under— 
Marvellous places, though handy to home! 
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SQuncls of the village grow stiller and stiller, 
otillci the note of the birds on the hill; 

Dusty and dim are the eyes of the miller, 

Deaf are his ears with the moil of the mill. 

Years may go by, and the wheel in the river 
Wheel as it wheels for us, children, to-day, 

Wheel and keep roaring and foaming for ever 
Long after all of the boys are away. 

Home from the Indies and home from the ocean. 
Heroes and soldiers we all shall come home; 

Still we shall find the old mill wheel in motion. 
Turning and churning that river to foam. 

\ ou with the bean that I gave when we quarrelled, 
I with your marble of Saturday last, 

Honoured and old and all gaily apparelled, 

Here we shall meet and remember the past. 


XXVII 

GOOD AND BAD CHILDREN 

CHILDREN, you are very little. 
And your bones are very brittle; 

If you would grow great and stately. 
You must try to walk sedately. 

You must still be bright and quiet. 
And content with simple diet; 

And remain, through all bewild’ring, 
Innocent and honest children. 

Happy hearts and happy faces. 

Happy play in grassy places— 

That was how, in ancient ages. 
Children grew to kings and sages. 
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But the unkind and the unruly. 
And the sort who eat unduly. 

They must never hope for glory— 
Theirs is quite a different story! 

Cruel children, crying babies. 

All grow up as geese and gabies. 
Hated, as their age increases. 

By their nephews and their nieces. 


XXVIII 

FOREIGN CHILDREN 

LITTLE Indian, Sioux or Crow, 
Little frosty Eskimo, 

Little Turk or Japanee, 

Ol don’t you wish that you were me? 

You have seen the scarlet trees 
And the lions over seas; 

You have eaten ostrich eggs. 

And turned the turtles off their legs. 

Such a life is very fine. 

But it’s not so nice as mine: 

You must often, as you trod, 

Have wearied not to be abroad. 

You have curious things to eat, 

I am fed on proper meat; 

You must dwell beyond the foam. 
But I am safe and live at home. 
Little Indian, Sioux or Crow, 
Little frosty Eskimo, 

Little Turk or Japanee, 

Ol don’t you wish that you were me? 
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THE SUN’S TRAVELS 

THE sun is not a-bed, when I 
At night upon my pillow lie; 

Still round the earth his way he takes, 
And morning after morning makes. 

While here at home, in shining day, 
We round the sunny garden play, 
Each little Indian sleepy-head 
Is being kissed and put to bed. 

And when at eve I rise from tea. 

Day dawns beyond the Atlantic Sea; 
And all the children in the West 
Are getting up and being dressed. 


XXX 

THE LAMPLIGHTER 

M Y tea is nearly ready and the sun has left the sky; 

It’s time to take the window to see Leerie going by; 

For every night at teatime and before you take your seat. 
With lantern and with ladder he comes posting up the street. 

Now Tom would be a driver and Maria go to sea. 

And my papa’s a banker and as rich as he can be; 

But I, when I am stronger and can choose what I’m to do, 

O Leerie, I’ll go round at night and light the lamps with you I 

For we are very lucky, with a lamp before the door. 

And Leerie stops to light it as he lights so many more; 

And O! before you hurry by with ladder and with light, 

O Leerie, see a little child and nod to him to-night! 
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XXXI 

MY BED IS A BOAT 

MY bed is like a little boat; 

Nurse helps me in when I embark; 
She girds me in my sailor’s coat 
And starts me in the dark 

At night, I go on board and say 

Good-night to all my friends on shore; 
I shut my eyes and sail away 
And see and hear no more. 

And sometimes things to bed I take. 

As prudent sailors have to do; 
Perhaps a slice of wedding-cake. 
Perhaps a toy or two. 

All night across the dark we steer; 

But when the day returns at last. 

Safe in my room, beside the pier, 

I find my vessel fast. 


xxx i r 

THE MOON 

THE moon has a face like the clock in the hall; 
She shines on thieves on the garden wall. 

On streets and fields and harbour quays. 

And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees. 

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse. 
The howling dog by the door of the house. 

The bat that lies in bed at noon. 

All love to be out by the light of the moon. 
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But all of the things that belong to the day 
Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way 
And flowers and children close their eyes 
Till up in the morning the sun shall arise. 


XXXIII 

THE SWING 

H O W do you like to go up in a swing. 
Up in the air so blue? 

Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Ever a child can do! 

Up in the air and over the wall. 

Till I can see so wide, 

Rivers and trees and cattle and all 
Over the countryside— 

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown— 

Up in the air I go flying again. 

Up in the air and down! 


XXXIV 

TIME TO RISE 

A BIRDIE with a yellow bill 
Hopped upon the window sill. 

Cocked his shining eye and said: 

“Ain’t you 'shamed, you sleepy-head!” 


XXXV 

LOOKING-GLASS RIVER 

SMOOTH it slides upon its travel. 
Here a wimple, there a gleam— 

O the clean gravel! 

O the smooth stream! 
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Sailing blossoms, silver fishes, 

Paven pools as clear as air 
How a child wishes 
To live down therel 

We can see our coloured faces 
Floating on the shaken pool 
Down in cool places. 

Dim and very cool; 

Till a wind or water wrinkle. 

Dipping marten, plumping trout. 
Spreads in a twinkle 
And blots all out. 


See the rings pursue each other; 

All below grows black as night. 
Just as if mother 
Had blown out the light! 

Patience, children, just a minute— 
See the spreading circles die; 

The stream and all in it 
Will clear by-and-by. 


XXXVI 

FAIRY BREAD 

COME up here, O dusty feet! 

Here is fairy bread to eat. 
Here in my retiring room. 
Children, you may dine 
On the golden smell of broom 
And the shade of pine; 

And when you have eaten well. 
Fairy stories hear and tell. 
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XXXVII 

FROM A RAILWAY CARRIAGE 

FASTER than fairies, faster than witches, 
-Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches- 
And charging along like troops in a ba’ttle, 

All through the meadows the horses and cattle* 
All of the sights of the hill and the plain 
Fly as thick as driving rain; 

And ever again, in the wink of an eye. 

Painted stations whistle by. 

Here is a child who clambers and scrambles. 
All by himself and gathering brambles; 

Here is a tramp who stands and gazes; 

And there is the green for stringing the daisies! 
Here is a cart run away in the road 
Lumping along with man and load; 

And here is a mill and there is a river: 

Each a glimpse and gone for ever! 


XXXVIII 

WINTER-TIME 

LATE lies the wintry sun a-bed, 

A frosty, fiery sleepy-head; 

Blinks but an hour or two; and then, 
A blood-red orange, sets again. 


Before the stars have left the skies. 
At morning in the dark I rise; 

And shivering in my nakedness. 

By the cold candle, bathe and dress. 
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Close by the jolly fire I sit 
To warm my frozen bones a bit; 

Or with a reindeer-sled, explore 
The colder countries round the door. 

When to go out, my nurse doth wrap 
Me in my comforter and cap; 

The cold wind burns my face, and blows 

Its frosty pepper up my nose. 

Black are my steps on silver sod; 

Thick blows my frosty breath abroad; 
And tree and house, and hill and lake. 
Are frosted like a wedding-cake. 


XXXIX 

THE HAYLOFT 

THROUGH all the pleasant meadow-side 
The grass grew shoulder-high, 

Till the shining scythes went far and wide 
And cut it down to dry. 

These green and sweetly smelling crops 
They led in waggons home; 

And they piled them here in mountain tops 
For mountaineers to roam. 

Here is Mount Clear, Mount Rusty-Nail, 
Mount Eagle and Mount High; 

The mice that in these mountains dwell. 

No happier are than I! 

O what a joy to clamber there, 

O what a place for play. 

With the sweet, the dim, the dusty air. 

The happy hills of hay! 
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XL 

FAREWELL TO THE FARM 

THE coach is at the door at last; 

The eager children, mounting fast 
And kissing hands, in chorus sing: 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everythingl 

To house and garden, field and lawn. 
The meadow-gates we swang upon. 

To pump and stable, tree and swing. 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

And fare you well for evermore, 

O ladder at the hayloft door, 

O hayloft where the cobwebs cling. 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

Crack goes the whip, and off we go; 
The trees and houses smaller grow; 
Last, round the woody turn we swing: 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 


XLI 

NORTH-WEST PASSAGE 

1. Good Night 

WHEN the bright lamp is carried in. 
The sunless hours again begin; 

O'er all without, in field and lane. 
The haunted night returns again. 

Now we behold the embers flee 
About the firelit hearth; and see 
Our faces painted as we pass. 

Like pictures, on the window-glass. 
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Must we to bed indeed? Well then, 
Let us arise and go like men. 

And face with an undaunted tread 
The long black passage up to bed. 

Farewell, O brother, sister, sire! 

O pleasant party round the fire! 

The songs you sing, the tales you tell 
Till far to-morrow, fare ye well! 


2 . Shadow March 

All round the house is the jet-black night; 

It stares through the window-pane; 

It crawls in the corners, hiding from the light. 

And it moves with the moving flame. 

Now my little heart goes a-beating like a drum. 

With the breath of the Bogie in my hair; 

And all round the candle the crooked shadows come. 
And go marching along up the stair. 

The shadow of the balusters, the shadow of the lamp. 
The shadow of the child that goes to bed— 

All the wicked shadows coming tramp, tramp, tramp. 
With the black night overhead. 


3. In Port 

Last, to the chamber where I lie 
My fearful footsteps patter nigh. 

And come from out the cold and gloom 
Into my warm and cheerful room. 

There, safe arrived, we turn about 
To keep the coming shadows out. 

And close the happy door at last 
On all the perils that we past. 
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Then, when mamma goes by to bed. 
She shall come in with tip-toe tread. 
And see me lying warm and fast 
And in the Land of Nod at last. 


The Child *Alone 

i 

THE UNSEEN PLAYMATE 

WHEN children are playing alone on the green 
In comes the playmate that never was seen. 

When children are happy and lonely and good. 

The Friend of the Children comes out of the wood. 

Nobody heard him and nobody saw. 

His is a picture you never could draw, 

But he's sure to be present, abroad or at home. 
When children are happy and playing alone. 

He lies in the laurels, he runs on the grass. 

He sings when you tinkle the musical glass; 
Whene’er you are happy and cannot tell why. 

The Friend of the Children is sure to be byl 

He loves to be little, he hates to be big, 

'T is he that inhabits the caves that you dig; 

'T is he when you play with your soldiers of tin 
That sides with the Frenchmen and never can win. 

’T is he, when at night you go off to your bed. 

Bids you go to your sleep and not trouble your head; 
For wherever they’re lying, in cupboard or shelf, 

'T is he will take care of your playthings himself! 
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II 

MY SHIP AND I 


O IT’S I that am the captain of a tidy little ship, 

Of a ship that goes a-sailing on the pond; 

And my ship it keeps a-turning all around and all about; 
But when I'm a little older, I shall find the secret out 
How to send my vessel sailing on beyond. 


For I mean to grow as little as the dolly at the helm. 

And the dolly I intend to come alive. 

And with him beside to help me, it’s a-sailing I shall go, 

It’s a-sailing on the water, when the jolly breezes blow 
And the vessel goes a divie-divie-dive. 

o it's then you'll see me sailing through the rushes and the 

And you’ll hear the water singing at the prow; 

For beside the dolly sailor, I’m to voyage and explore, 

To land upon the island where no dolly was before. 

And to fire the penny cannon in the bow. 


Ill 

MY KINGDOM 

DOWN by a shining water well 
I found a very little dell, 

No higher than my head. 

The heather and the gorse about 
In summer bloom were coming out. 
Some yellow and some red. 

I called the little pool a sea; 

The little hills were big to me; 

For I am very small. 

I made a boat, I made a town, 

I searched the caverns up and down. 
And named them one and all. 
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And all about was mine, I said, 

The little sparrows overhead, 

The little minnows too. 

This was the world and I was king; 
For me the bees came by to sing. 
For me the swallows flew. 

I played there were no deeper seas. 
Nor any wider plains than these. 

Nor other kings than me. 

At last I heard my mother call 
Out from the house at even fall. 

To call me home to tea. 

And I must rise and leave my dell. 
And leave my dimpled water well. 
And leave my heather blooms. 
Alas! and as my home I neared. 

How very big my nurse appeared, 
How great and cool the rooms! 


IV 

PICTURE-BOOKS IN WINTER 

SUMMER fading, winter comes— 
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs. 
Window robins, winter rooks. 

And the picture story-books. 

Water now is turned to stone 
Nurse and I can walk upon; 

Still we find the flowing brooks 
In the picture story-books. 

All the pretty things put by. 

Wait upon the children’s eye. 

Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks. 
In the picture story-books. 

We may see how all things are. 

Seas and cities, near and far. 
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And the flying fairies’ looks. 

In the picture story-books. 

How am I to sing your praise, 

Happy chimney-corner days, 

Sitting safe in nursery nooks, 

Reading picture story-books? 


V 

my treasures 

THESE nuts, that I keep in the back of the nest 
Where all my lead soldiers are lying at rest. 

Were gathered in autumn by nursie and me 
In a wood with a well by the side of the sea. 

This whistle we made (and how clearly it sounds!) 
By the side of a field at the end of the grounds. 

Of a branch of a plane, with a knife of my own. 

It was nursie who made it, and nursie alone! 

The stone, with the white and the yellow and grey, 
We discovered I cannot tell how far away; 

And I carried it back although weary and cold. 

For though father denies it, I'm sure it is gold. 

But of all my treasures the last is the king. 

For there’s very few children possess such a thing; 
And that is a chisel, both handle and blade. 
Which a man who was really a carpenter made. 


VI 

BLOCK CITY 

W HAT are you able to build with your blocks? 
Castles and palaces, temples and docks. 

Rain may keep raining, and others go roam. 

But I can be happy and building at home. 
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Lei; the sofa be mountains, the carpet be sea. 
There I 11 establish a city for me: 

A kirk and a mill and a palace besides. 

And a harbour as well where my vessels may ride. 

Great is the palace with pillar and wall, 

A sort of a tower on the top of it all. 

And steps coming down in an orderly way 
To where my toy vessels lie safe in the bay. 

This one is sailing and that one is moored: 

Hark to the song of the sailors on board! 

And see on the steps of my palace, the kings 
Coming and going with presents and things! 

Now I have done with it, down let it go! 

All in a moment the town is laid low. 

Block upon block lying scattered and free. 

What is there left of my town by the sea? 

Yet as I saw it, I see it again. 

The kirk and the palace, the ships and the men. 
And as long as I live and where’er I may be. 

I’ll always remember my town by the sea. 


VII 

THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS 

AT evening when the lamp is lit. 
Around the fire my parents sit; 

They sit at home and talk and sing. 
And do not play at anything. 

Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall. 

And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back. 
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There, in the night, where none can spy. 
All in my hunter’s camp I lie. 

And play at books that 1 have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 


These are the hills, these are the woods. 
These are my starry solitudes; 

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

I see the others far away 
As if in firelit camp they lay, 

And I, like to an Indian scout, 

Around their party prowled about. 

So, when my nurse comes in for me. 
Home I return across the sea, 

And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 


VIII 

ARMIES IN THE FIRE 

THE lamps now glitter down the street; 
Faintly sound the falling feet; 

And the blue even slowly falls 
About the garden trees and walls. 

Now in the falling of the gloom 
The red fire paints the empty room: 

And warmly on the roof it looks. 

And flickers on the backs of books. 

Armies march by tower and spire 
Of cities blazing, in the fire;— 

Till as I gaze with staring eyes. 

The armies fade, the lustre dies. 
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Then once again the glow returns; 
Again the phantom city burns; 

And down the red-hot valley, lo! 

The phantom armies marching go! 

Blinking embers, tell me true 
Where are those armies marching to. 
And what the burning city is 
That crumbles in your furnaces! 


IX 

THE LITTLE LAND 

WHEN at home alone I sit 
And am very tired of it, 

I have just to shut my eyes 

To go sailing through the skies— 

To go sailing far away 

To the pleasant Land of Play; 

To the fairy land afar 
Where the Little People are; 

Where the clover-tops are trees. 
And the rain-pools are the seas. 

And the leaves like little ships 
Sail about on tiny trips; 

And above the daisy tree 
Through the grasses. 

High o’erhead the Bumble Bee 
Hums and passes. 

In that forest to and fro 
I can wander, I can go; 

See the spider and the fly. 

And the ants go marching by 
Carrying parcels with their feet 
Down the green and grassy street. 

I can in the sorrel sit 
Where the ladybird alit. 
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I can climb the jointed grass; 

And on high 

See the greater swallows pass 
In the sky. 

And the round sun rolling by 
Heeding no such things as I. 

Through that forest I can pass 
Till, as in a looking-glass, 

Humming fly and daisy tree 
And my tiny self I see, 

Painted very clear and neat 
On the rain-pool at my feet. 

Should a leaflet come to land 
Drifting near to where I stand, 
Straight I’ll board that tiny boat 
Round the rain-pool sea to float. 

Little thoughtful creatures sit 
On the grassy coats of it; 

Little things with lovely eyes 
See me sailing with surprise. 

Some are clad in armour green— 
(These have sure to battle been!)— 
Some are pied with ev’ry hue. 

Black and crimson, gold and blue; 
Some have wings and swift are gone; 
But they all look kindly on. 

When my eyes I once again 
Open, and see all things plain: 

High bare walls, great bare floor; 
Great big knobs on drawer and door; 
Great big people perched on chairs. 
Stitching tucks and mending tears. 
Each a hill that I could climb. 

And talking nonsense all the time 
O dear me. 

That I could be 
A sailor on the rain-pool sea. 
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A climber in the clover tree. 

And just come back, a sleepy-head, 
-Late at night to go to bed. 


Gardeti Days 

i 

NIGHT AND DAY 

WHEN the golden day is done. 
Through the closing portal. 

Child and garden, flower and sun. 
Vanish all things mortal. 

As the blinding shadows fall 
As the rays diminish 

Under evening's cloak, they all 
Roll away and vanish. 

Garden darkened, daisy shut, 

Child in bed, they slumber— 

Glow-worm in the highway rut. 
Mice among the lumber. 

In the darkness houses shine. 
Parents move with candles; 

Till on all, the night divine 
Turns the bedroom handles. 

i 

Till at last the day begins 

In the east a-breaking. 

In the hedges and the whins 
Sleeping birds a-waking. 

In the darkness shapes of things. 
Houses, trees and hedges. 

Clearer grow; and sparrow’s wings 
Beat on window ledges. 
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These shall wake the yawning maid; 

She the door shall open— 

Finding dew on garden glade 
And the morning broken. 

There my garden grows again 
Green and rosy painted. 

As at eve behind the pane 
From my eyes it fainted. 

Just as it was shut away, 

Toy-like, in the even. 

Here I see it glow with day 
Under glowing heaven. 

Every path and every plot. 

Every bush of roses, 

Every blue forget-me-not 
Where the dew reposes, 

“Up!” they cry, “the day is come 
On the smiling valleys: 

We have beat the morning drum; 
Playmate, join your allies!” 


II 

NEST EGGS 

BIRDS all the sunny day 
Flutter and quarrel 
Here in the arbour-like 
Tent of the laurel. 

Here in the fork 

The brown nest is seated; 
Four little blue eggs 

The mother keeps heated. 
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While we stand watching her. 
Staring like gabies, 

Safe in each egg are the 
Bird’s little babies. 

Soon the frail eggs they shall 
Chip, and upspringing. 

Make all the April woods 
Merry with singing. 

Younger than we are, 

O children, and frailer. 

Soon in blue air they’ll be. 

Singer and sailor. 

We, so much older. 

Taller and stronger. 

We shall look down on the 
Birdies no longer. 

They shall go flying 
With musical speeches 
High overhead in the 
Tops of the beeches. 

In spite of our wisdom 
And sensible talking. 

We on our feet must go 
Plodding and walking. 


Ill 

THE FLOWERS 

ALL the names I know from nurse: 
Gardener's garters. Shepherd's purse. 
Bachelor’s buttons. Lady's smock. 
And the Lady Hollyhock. 
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Fairy places, fairy things. 

Fairy woods where the wild bee wings. 
Tiny trees for tiny dames— 

These must all be fairy names! 

Tiny woods below whose boughs 
Shady fairies weave a house; 

Tiny tree-tops, rose or thyme. 

Where the braver fairies climb! 

Fair are grown-up people’s trees. 

But the fairest woods are these; 
Where if I were not so tall, 

I should live for good and all. 


IV 

SUMMER SUN 

GREAT is the sun, and wide he goes 
Through empty heaven without repose; 
And in the blue and glowing days 
More thick than rain he showers his rays. 

Though closer still the blinds we pull 
To keep the shady parlour cool. 

Yet he will find a chink or two 
To slip his golden fingers through. 

The dusty attic spider-clad 
He, through the keyhole, maketh glad; 
And through the broken edge of tiles. 
Into the laddered hay-loft smiles. 

Meantime his golden face around 
He bares to all the garden ground. 

And sheds a warm and glittering look 
Among the ivy's inmost nook. 
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Above the hills, along the blue. 

Round the bright air with footing true, 
Xo please the child, to paint the rose, 
Xhe gardener of the World, he goes. 


v 

XHE DUMB SOLDIER 

WHEN the grass was closely mown. 
Walking on the lawn alone. 

In the turf a hole I found 
And hid a soldier underground. 


Spring and daisies came apace; 
Grasses hide my hiding place; 
Grasses run like a green sea 
O’er the lawn up to my knee. 

Under grass alone he lies. 
Looking up with leaden eyes. 
Scarlet coat and pointed gun, 
Xo the stars and to the sun. 


When the grass is ripe like grain. 
When the scythe is stoned again. 
When the lawn is shaven clear, 
Xhen my hole shall reappear. 


I shall find him, never fear, 

I shall find my grenadier; 

But for all that’s gone and come, 
I shall find my soldier dumb. 

He has lived, a little thing. 

In the grassy woods of spring; 



1135 


A CHILD’S GARDEN OF VERSES 
Done, if he could tell me true. 
Just as I should like to do. 

He has seen the starry hours 
And the springing of the flowers; 
And the fairy things that pass 
In the forests of the grass. 

In the silence he has heard 
Talking bee and ladybird. 

And the butterfly has flown 
O’er him as he lay alone. 


Not a word will he disclose. 
Not a word of all he knows. 
I must lay him on the shelf. 
And make up the tale myself. 


VI 

AUTUMN FIRES 

I N the other gardens 
And all up the vale. 

From the autumn bonfires 
See the smoke trail! 

Pleasant summer over 

And all the summer flowers. 

The red fire blazes. 

The grey smoke towers. 

Sing a song of seasonsl 
Something bright in all! 

Flowers in the summer. 

Fires in the fall! 
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VII 

THE GARDENER 

THE gardener does not love to talk. 

He makes me keep the gravel walk; 

And when he puts his tools away. 

He locks the door and take the key. 

Away behind the currant row 
Where no one else but cook may go. 

Far in the plots, I see him dig. 

Old and serious, brown and big. 

He digs the flowers, green, red, and blue. 
Nor wishes to be spoken to. 

He digs the flowers and cuts the hay. 
And never seems to want to play. 

Silly gardener! summer goes. 

And winter comes with pinching toes. 
When the garden bare and brown 
You must lay your barrow down. 

Well now, and while the summer stays. 
To profit by these garden days, 

O how much wiser you would be 
To play at Indian wars with mel 


VIII 

HISTORICAL ASSOCIATIONS 

DEAR Uncle Jim, this garden ground 
That now you smoke your pipe around. 
Has seen immortal actions done 
And valiant battles lost and won. 
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Here we had best on tip-toe tread. 
While I for safety march ahead. 

For this is that enchanted ground 
Where all who loiter slumber sound. 


Here is the sea, here is the sand. 

Here is simple Shepherd s Land, 

Here are the fairy hollyhocks. 

And there are Ali Baba’s rocks. 

But yonder, see! apart and high. 
Frozen Siberia lies; where I, 

With Robert Bruce and William Tell, 
Was bound by an enchanter’s spell. 


Knvoys 


TO WILLIE AND HENRIETTA 

I F two may read aright 
These rhymes of old delight 
And house and garden play. 

You two, my cousins, and you only, may. 


You in a garden green 
With me were king and queen 
Were hunter, soldier, tar. 

And all the thousand things that children are 

Now in the elders’ seat 
We rest with quiet feet. 

And from the window-bay 
We watch the children, our successors, play. 
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Time was,” the golden head 
Irrevocably said; 

,,,,, ® ut time which "one can bind. 

While flowing fast away, leaves love behind. 


II 

TO MY MOTHER 

YOU too, my mother, read my rhymes 
For love of unforgotten times. 

And you may chance to hear once more 
The little feet along the floor. 


Ill 

TO AUNTIE 

CHIEF of our aunts —not only I, 

But all your dozen of nurselings cry_ 

What did the other children do? 

And zvhat were childhood, wanting you? 


IV 

TO MINNIE 

THE red room with the giant bed 
Where none but elders laid their head; 
The little room where you and I 
Did for awhile together lie 
And, simple, suitor, I your hand 
In decent marriage did demand; 

The great day nursery, best of all. 
With pictures pasted on the wall 
And leaves upon the blind— 
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A pleasant room wherein to wake 
And hear the leafy garden shake 
And rustle in the wind— 

And pleasant there to lie in bed 
And see the pictures overhead— 

The wars about Sebastopol, 

The grinning guns along the wall. 

The daring escalade. 

The plunging ships, the bleating sheep. 
The happy children ankle-deep 
And laughing as they wade: 

All these are vanished clean away. 

And the old manse is changed to-day; 
It wears an altered face 
And shields a stranger race. 


The river, on from mill to mill. 

Flows past our childhood’s garden still; 
But ah! we children never more 
Shall watch it from the water-door! 


Below the yew—it still is there— 
Our phantom voices haunt the air 

As we were still at play. 

And I can hear them call and say. 
“Hoxo far is it to BabylonV* 


Ah, far enough, my dear. 

Far, far enough from here— 

Yet you have farther gone! 

"Can I get there by candlelight?’* 

So goes the old refrain. 

I do not know—perchance you might 
But only, children, hear it right. 

Ah, never to return again! 

The eternal dawn, beyond a doubt. 
Shall break on hill and plain. 

And put all stars and candles out 
Ere we be young again. 
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To you in distant India, these 
I send across the seas. 

Nor count it far across. 

For which of us forgets 
The Indian cabinets. 

The bones of antelope, the wings of albatross. 
The pied and painted birds and beans. 

The junks and bangles, beads and screens. 
The gods and sacred bells, 

And the loud-humming, twisted shells! 

The level of the parlour floor 
Was honest, homely, Scottish shore; 

But when we climbed upon a chair, 

Behold the gorgeous East was there! 

Be this a fable; and behold 
Me in the parlour as of old, 

And Minnie just above me set 
In the quaint Indian cabinet! 

Smiling and kind, you grace a shelf 
Too high for me to reach myself. 

Reach down a hand, my dear, and take 
These rhymes for old acquaintance’ sake! 


V 

TO MY NAME-CHILD 

i 

> *v 

SOME day soon this rhyming volume, if you learn with proper 

speed. 

Little Louis Sanchez, will be given you to read. 

Then shall you discover, that your name was printed down 
By the English printers, long before, in London town. 

In the great and busy city where the East and West are met. 

All the little letters did the English printer set; 

While you thought of nothing, and were still too young to play. 
Foreign people thought of you in places far away. 
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Ay, and while you slept, a baby, over all the English lands 
Other little children took the volume in their hands; 

Other children questioned, in their homes across the seas: 

Who was little Louis, won’t you tell us, mother, please? 

Now that you have spelt your lesson, lay it down and go and play, 
Seeking shells and seaweed on the sands of Monterey, 

Watching all the mighty whalebones, lying buried by the breeze, 
Tiny sandy-pipers, and the huge Pacific seas. 

And remember in your playing, as the sea-fog rolls to you, 

Long ere you could read it, how I told you what to do; 

And that while you thought of no one, nearly half the world 

away 

Some one thought of Louis on the beach of Monterey! 


VI 

TO ANY READER 

A S from the house your mother sees 
You playing round the garden trees. 
So you may see, if you will look 
Through the windows of this book, 
Another child, far, far away, 

And in another garden, play. 

But do not think you can at all. 

By knocking on the window, call 
That child to hear you. He intent 
Is all on his play-business bent. 

He does not hear; he will not look. 
Nor yet be lured out of this book. 
For, long ago, the truth to say. 

He has grown up and gone away. 
And it is but a child of air 
That lingers in the garden there. 



THE SONG OF RAHERO 


A LEGEND OF TAHITI 


- * 


TO ORI A ORI 

Ori, my brother in the island mode, 

In every tongue and meaning much my friend. 
This story of your country and your clan, 

In your loved house, your too much honoured 
guest 

I made in English. Take it, being done; 

And let me sign it with the name you gave. 

Teriitera. 


1. The Slaying of Tdmatea 

IT fell in the days of old, as the men of Taiarapu tell, 

A youth went forth to the fishing, and fortune favoured him well. 
Tdmatea his name: gullible, simple, and kind, 

Comely of countenance, nimble of body, empty of mind, 

His mother ruled him and loved him beyond the wont of a wife, 
Serving the lad for eyes and living herself in his life. 

Alone from the sea and the fishing came Tamatda the fair, 

Urging his boat to the beach, and the mother awaited him there, 
—“Long may you live!” said she. “Your fishing has sped to a wish. 
And now let us choose for the king the fairest of all your fish. 
For fear inhabits the palace and grudging grows in the land. 
Marked is the sluggardly foot and marked the niggardly hand. 
The hours and the miles are counted, the tributes numbered and 

weighed, 
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And woe to him that comes short, and woe to him that delayed! 

So spoke on the beach the mother, and counselled the wiser thing. 

For Rahero stirred in the country and secretly mined the king. 

Nor were the signals wanting of how the leaven wrought 

In the cords of obedience loosed and the tributes gru g in g Y 

brought. 

And when last to the temple of Oro the boat with the victim sped. 
And the priest uncovered the basket and looked on the face oUhe 

Trembling fell upon all at sight of an ominous thing, 

For there was the aito' dead, and he of the house of the king. 

So spake on the beach the mother, matter worthy of note, 

And wattled a basket well, and chose a fish from the boat. 

And Tdmatea the pliable shouldered the basket and went. 

And travelled, and sang as he travelled, a lad that « we^ 

Still the way of his going was round by the roaring coast, 

Where the ring of the reef is broke and the trades run not** 

On his left, with smoke as of battle, the billows battered the land; 

Unscalable, turretted mountains rose on the inner hand. 

And cape, and village, and river, and vale, and mountain above. 

Each had a name in the land for men to remember and love, 

And never the name of a place, but lol a song m us praise; 

Ancient and unforgotten, songs of the earlier days 

That the elders taught to the young, and at night, m ttm fuUof 

Garlanded boys and maidens sang together in tune. 

Tamatea the placable went with a lingering oot, 

He sang as loud as a bird, he whistled hoarse as a flute; 

He broiled in the sun, he breathed in the grateful shadow of trees. 
In the icy stream of the rivers he waded over the : knees. 

And still in his empty mind crowded, a thousand-fold, 

The deeds of the strong and the songs of the cunning heroes^ of 


And now was he come to a place Taiarapu honoured the most, 
Where a silent valley of woods debouched on the noisy coast, 
Spewing a level river. There was a haunt of Pai. 
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There, in his potent youth, when his parents drove him to die, 

Honoura lived like a beast, lacking the lamp and the fire, 

Washed by the rains of the trade and clotting his hair in the mire; 
And there, so mighty his hands, he bent the tree to his foot— 

So keen the spur of his hunger, he plucked it naked of fruit. 
There, as she pondered the clouds for the shadow of coming ills, 
Ahupu, the woman of song, walked on high on the hills. 

Of these was Rahero sprung, a man of a godly race; 

And inherited cunning of spirit and beauty of body and face. 

Of yore in his youth, as an aito, Rahero wandered the land, 
Delighting maids with his tongue, smiting men with his hand. 
Famous he was in his youth; but before the midst of his life 
Paused, and fashioned a song of farewell to glory and strife. 


House of mine (it went), house upon the sea, 

Belov’d of all my fathers, more belov’d by me! 

Vale of the strong Honoura, deep ravine of Pai, 

Again in your woody summits I hear the trade-wind cry. 


House of mine, in your walls, strong sounds the sea, 

Of all sounds on earth, dearest sound to me. 

1 have heard the applause of men, 1 hax>e heard it arise and die: 
Sweeter jiow in my house I hear the trade-wind cry. 


These were the words of his singing, other the thought of his 

heart; 

For secret desire of glory vexed him, dwelling apart. 

Lazy and crafty he was, and loved to lie in the sun. 

And loved the cackle of talk and the true word uttered in fun; 

Lazy he was, his roof was ragged, his table was lean, 

And the fish swam safe in his sea, and he gathered the near and 

the green. 

He sat in his house and laughed, but he loathed the king of the 

land. 

And he uttered the grudging word under the covering hand. 
Treason spread from his door; and he looked for a day to come, 

A day of the crowding people, a day of the summoning drum. 
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When the vote should be taken, the king be driven forth in dis- 

grace. 

And Rahero, the laughing and lazy, sit and rule in his place. 

Here Tamatea came, and beheld the house on the brook; > 

And Rahero was there by the way and covered an oven to cook. 
Naked he was to the loins, but the tattoo covered the lack 
And the sun and the shadow of palms dappled his muscular bac . 

Swiftly he lifted his head at the fall of the coming feet, 

And the water sprang in his mouth with a sudden desire of meat; 
For he marked the basket carried, covered from Hies and the sun. 
And Rahero buried his fire, but the meat in his nouse was done. 

Forth he stepped; and took, and delayed the boy, by the hand; 

And vaunted the joys of meat and the ancient ways of the land. 
—“Our sires of old in Taiarapu, they that created the race, 

Ate ever with eager hand, nor regarded season or place, 

Ate in the boat at the oar, on the way afoot; and at night 
Arose in the midst of dreams to rummage the house for a bite. ■ 
It is good for the youth in his turn to follow the way of the sire; 
And behold how fitting the time! for here do I cover my fire. 

—“I see the fire for the cooking but never the meat to cook, 

Said Tamatea.—“Tut!” said Rahero. “Here in the brook 
And there in the tumbling sea, the fishes are thick as flies, 

Hungry like healthy men, and like pigs for savour and size: 
Crayfish crowding the river, sea-fish thronging the sea. 

_“Well it may be,” says the other, “and yet be nothing to me. 

Fain would I eat, but alas! I have needful matter in hand. 

Since I carry my tribute of fish to the jealous king of the land.” 

Now at the word a light sprang in Rahero’s eyes. 

“I will gain me a dinner,” thought he, “and lend the king a sur¬ 
prise.' 

And he took the lad by the arm, as they stood by the side of the 

track, 

And smiled, and rallied, and flattered, and pushed him forward 

and back. 

It was “You that sing like a bird, I never have heard you sing, 
And “The lads when I was a lad were none so feared of a king. 
And of what account is an hour, when the heart is empty of guile? 
Rut come, and sit in the house and laugh with the women awhile; 
And I will but drop my hook, and behold! the dinner made.” 
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So T.imatea the pliable hung up his fish in the shade 
n a tree by the side ol the way; and Rahero carried him in. 
Smiling as smiles the fowler when flutters the bird to the gin’ 

And chose him a shining hook , 5 and viewed it with sedulous eye 
And breathed and burnished it well on the brawn of his naked 

And set a mat for the gull, and bade him be merry and bide, § 
Like a man concerned for his guest, and the fishing, and nothing 

i „ , , beside. 

iNow whcn Rahero was forth, he paused and hearkened, and heard 
Tile gull jest in the house and the women laugh at his word; 

And stealthily crossed to the side of the way, to the shady’place 
Where the basket hung on a mango; and craft transfigured his 

face. 

Deftly he opened the basket, and took of the fat of the fish, 

The cut of kings and chieftains, enough for a goodly dish. 

This he wrapped in a leaf, set on the fire to cook 
And buried; and next the marred remains of the tribute he took. 
And doubled and packed them well, and covered the basket close 
—“There is a buffet, my king,” quoth he, “and a nauseous dose!”— 
And hung the basket again in the shade, in a cloud of flies 
—“And there is a sauce to your dinner, king of the crafty eyes!” 


Soon as the oven was open, the fish smelt excellent good. 

In the shade, by the house of Rahero, down they sat to their food, 
And cleared the leaves 6 in silence, or uttered a jest and laughed, 
And raising the cocoanut bowls, buried their faces and quaffed. 
But chiefly in silence they ate; and soon as the meal was done, 
Rahero feigned to remember and measured the hour by the sun. 
And “Tamatea,” quoth he, “it is time to be jogging, my lad.” 


So Tamatea arose, doing ever the thing he was bade. 

And carelessly shouldered the basket, and kindly saluted his host; 
And again the way of his going was round by the roaring coast. 
Long he went; and at length was aware of a pleasant green, 

And the stems and shadows of palms, and roofs of lodges between. 
There sate, in the door of his palace, the king on a kingly seat, 
And aitos stood armed around, and the yottowas 7 sat at his feet. 
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But fear was a worm in his heart: fear darted his eyes, 

And he probed men’s faces for treasons and pondered their speech 
1 for lies. 

To him came Tamatea, the basket slung in his hand. 

And paid him the due obeisance standing as vassals stand. 

In silence hearkened the king, and closed the eyes in lus face. 

Harbouring odious thoughts and the baseless fears of the base. 

In silence accepted the gift and sent the giver away. 

So Tamatea departed, turning his back on the day. 

And lo! as the king sat brooding, a rumour rose in the crowd; 

The yottowas nudged and whispered, the commons murmure 
' aloud; 

Tittering fell upon all at sight of the impudent thing, 

At the sight of a gift unroyal flung in the face of a king. 

And the face of the king turned white and red with anger and 

shame 

In their midst; and the heart in his body was water and then was 

flame; 

Till of a sudden, turning, he gripped an aito hard, 

A youth that stood with his omare , 8 one of the daily guard. 

And spat in his ear a command, and pointed and uttered a name, 

And hid in the shade of the house his impotent anger and shame. 

Now Tamatea the fool was far on the homeward way, 

The rising night in his face, behind him the dying day. 

Rahero saw him go by, and the heart of Rahero was glad, 

Devising shame to the king and nowise harm to the lad; 

And all that dwelt by the way saw and saluted him well, 

For he had the face of a friend and the news of the town to tell; 

And pleased with the notice of folk, and pleased that his journey 

was done, 

Tamatea drew homeward, turning his back to the sun. 

And now was the hour of the bath in Taiarapu; far and near 
The lovely laughter of bathers rose and delighted his ear. 

Night massed in the valleys; the sun on the mountain coast 
Struck, end-long; and above the clouds embattled their host, 

And glowed and gloomed on the heights; and the heads of the 

palms were gems. 

And far to the rising eve extended the shade of their stems; 

And the shadow of Tamatea hovered already at home. 
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the sound o£ one coming and running light as the 


.. , . . foam 

Struck on his ear; and he turned, and lo! a man on his track. 

Girded and armed with an 6mare, following hard at his back. 

At a bound the man was upon him;—and, or ever a word was 

S3 id 

The loaded end of the omare fell and laid him dead. 


2. The Venging of Tdmatea 

Thus was Rahero’s treason; thus and no further it sped: 
The king sat safe in his place and a kindly fool was dead. 


But the mother of Tamatea arose with death in her eyes. 

All night long, and the next, Taidrapu rang with her cries. 

As when a babe in the wood turns with a chill of doubt 

And perceives nor home, nor friends, for the trees have closed her 

about, 


The mountain rings and her breast is torn with the voice of 

despair: 

So the lion-like woman idly wearied the air 

For awhile, and pierced men’s hearing in vain, and wounded their 

hearts. 

But as when the weather changes at sea, in dangerous parts, 

And sudden the hurricane wrack unrolls up the front of the sky. 
At once the ship lies idle, the sails hang silent on high, 

The breath of the wind that blew is blown out like the flame of a 

lamp. 

And the silent armies of death draw near with inaudible tramp: 
So sudden, the voice of her weeping ceased; in silence she rose 
And passed from the house of her sorrow, a woman clothed with 

repose. 

Carrying death in her breast and sharpening death with her hand. 


Hither she went and thither in all the coasts of the land. 

They tell that she feared not to slumber alone, in the dead of 

night, 

rn accursed places; behold, unblenched, the ribbon of light 
Spin from temple to temple; guided the perilous skiff, 
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Abhorred not the paths of the mountain and trod the verge of the 

cliff; 

From end to end of the island, thought not the distance long, 

But forth from king to king carried the tale of her wrong. 

To king after king, as they sat in the palace door, she came, 

Claiming kinship, declaiming verses, naming her name 

And the names of all of her fathers; and still, with a heart on the 

rack. 

Tested to capture a hearing and laughed when they jested back; 

So would deceive them awhile, and change and return in a breath. 

And on all the men of Vaiau imprecate instant death, 

And tempt her kings—for Vaiau was a rich and prosperous land. 

And flatter—for who would attempt it but warriors mighty of 

hand? 

And change in a breath again and rise in a strain of song, 

Invoking the beaten drums, beholding the fall of the strong, 

Calling the fowls of the air to come and feast on the dead. 

And they held the chin in silence, and heard her, and shook the 

head; 

For they knew the men of Taiarapu famous in battle and feast, 
Marvellous eaters and smiters: the men of Vaiau not least. . r 

0 • 

• •’ % 

To the land of the Ndmunu-ura, 10 to Paea, at length she came, f 
To men who were foes to the Tevas and hated their race and 

name, 

There was she well received, and spoke with Hiopa the king. 11 
And Hiopa listened, and weighed, and wisely considered the thing, 
“Here in the back of the isle we dwell in a sheltered place," 

Quoth he to the woman, “in quiet, a weak and peaceable race.:.. 
But far in the teeth of the wind lofty Taiarapu lies; 

Strong blows the wind of the trade on its seaward face, and cries 
Aloud in the top of arduous mountains, and utters its song 
In green continuous forests. Strong is the wind, and strong . V 
And fruitful and hardy the race, famous in battle and feast, ■ 
Marvellous eaters and smiters: the men of Vaiau not least. 

Now hearken to me, my daughter, and hear a word of the wise; * 
How a strength goes linked with a weakness, two by two, like the 

..•I t . .. eyes* 

They can wield the 6mare well and cast the javelin far; 

Yet are they greedy and weak as the swine and the children are* . v 
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Plant we then, here at Paea, a garden of excellent fruits; 

lant we bananas and kava and taro, the king of roots; 
i.et the pigs in Paea be tapu 12 and no man fish for a year- 
And of aH the meat in Tahiti gather we threefold here, 
bo shall the fame of our plenty fill the island, and so, 

At last, on the tongue of rumor, go where we wish it to go. 

len shall the pigs of Taiarapu raise their snouts in the air; 

But we sit quiet and wait, as the fowler sits by the snare, 

And tranquilly fold our hands, till the pigs come nosing the food 
But meanwhile build us a house of Trotea, the stubborn wood, 
Bind it with incombustible thongs, set a roof to the room, 

Too strong for the hands of a man to dissever or fire to consume; 
And there, when the pigs come trotting, there shall the feast be 

spread, 

There shall the eye of the morn enlighten the feasters dead. 

So be it done; for I have a heart that pities your state, 

And Nateva and Namunu-ura are fire and water for hate.” 

All was done as he said, and the gardens prospered; and now 
The fame of their plenty went out, and word of it came to Vaiau. 
For the men of Namunu-ura sailed, to the windward far, 

Lay in the offing by south where the towns of the Tevas are. 

And cast overboard of their plenty; and lo! at the Tevas’ feet 
The surf on all of the beaches tumbled treasures of meat. 

In the salt of the sea, a harvest tossed with the refluent foam; 

And the children gleaned it in playing, and ate and carried it 

home; 

And the elders stared and debated, and wondered and passed the 

jest. 

But whenever a guest came by eagerly questioned the guest; 

And little by little, from one to another, the word went round: 

"In all the borders of Paea the victual rots on the ground, 

And swine are plenty as rats. And now, when they fare to the sea. 

The men of the Namunu-ura glean from under the tree 

And load the canoe to the gunwale with all that is toothsome to 

eat; 

And all day long on the sea the jaws are crushing the meat. 

The steersman eats at the helm, the rowers munch at the oar. 

And at length, when their bellies are full, overboard with the 

store!” 

Now was the word made true, and soon as the bait was bare. 
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All the pies of Taiarapu raised their snouts in the air 
Songs were recited, and kinship was counted, and tales were told 
How war had severed of late but peace had cemented of old 
The dans of the island. “To war," said they, “now set we an end, 
And hie to the Namunu-ura even as a friend to a friend. 

So judged, and a day was named; and soon as the morning broke, 

Canoes were thrust in the sea and the houses emptied of folk. 

Strong blew the wind of the south, the wind that gathers the clan; 

Along all the line of the reef the clamorous surges ran; 

And the clouds were piled on the top of the island mountaiq-hig , 

A mountain throned on a mountain. The fleet of canoes swept by 

In the midst, on the green lagoon, with a crew released from care. 

Sailing an even water, breathing a summer air, 

Cheered by a cloudless sun; and ever to left and right, 

Bursting surge on the reef, drenching storms on the height. 

So the folk of Vaiau sailed and were glad all day, 

Coasting the palm-tree cape and crossing the populous bay 

By all the towns of the Tevas; and still as they bowled along. 

Boat would answer to boat with jest and laughter and song, 

And the people of all the towns trooped to the sides of the sea 

And gazed from under the hand or sprang aloft on the tree, 

Hailing and cheering. Time failed them for more to do; 

The holiday village careened to the wind, and was gone from 

view 

Swift as a passing bird; and ever as onward it bore. 

Like the cry of the passing bird, bequeathed its song to the shore 
Desirable laughter of maids and the cry of delight of the child. 
And the gazer, left behind, stared at the wake and smiled. 

By all the towns of the Tevas they went, and Papara last. 

The home of the chief, the place of muster in war; and passed 

The marcK of the lands of the clan, to the lands of an alien folk. 

And there, from the dusk of the shoreside palms, a column of 

smoke 

Mounted and wavered and died in the gold of the setting sun, 
“Paea!” they cried. “It is Paea.” And so was the voyage done. 

In the early fall of the night, Hiopa came to the shore, 

And beheld and counted the comers, and lo, they were forty score; 
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ie pc ting feet of the babes that ran already and played 

And nS^rlroi^ "V ***** ^ ° f ** “aid, 
T i • & } \ c b of women , stalwart mothers of men 

rhe sires stood forth unabashed; but a little back from his ken 
C ustered the scarcely nubile, the lads and maids, in a ring, 
ain of each other, afraid of themselves, aware of the king’ 

WhhT? l ? haVi ° Ur ’ but clirl S in S together with hands and eyes 
With looks that were kind like kisses, and laughter tender as sighs’ 

hei e too, the grandsire stood, raising his silver crest. 

And the impotent hands of a suckling groped in his barren breast 

The f’ 1 ' dh °° d ° f love ' the P air well married, the innocent brood, 
he tale of the generations repeated and ever renewed— 

Hiopa beheld them together, all the ages of man. 

And a moment shook in his purpose. 


But these were the foes of his clan. 
And he trod upon pity, and came, and civilly greeted the king 

And gravely entreated Rahero; and for all that could fight or 

And claimed a name in the land, had fitting phrases of praiseT^ 
But with all who were well-descended he spoke of the ancient 

days. 

And 7 is true, said he, “that in Paea the victual rots on the 

ground; 

But, friends, your number is many; and pigs must be hunted 

and found, 

And the lads troop to the mountains to bring the feis down. 

And around the bowls of the kava cluster the maids of the town. 
So, for to-night, sleep here; but king, common, and priest 
To-morrow, in order due, shall sit with me in the feast.” 

Sleepless the live-long night, Hiopa’s followers toiled. 

The pigs screamed and were slaughtered; the spars of the guest¬ 
house oiled, 

The leaves spread on the floor. In many a mountain glen 
The moon drew shadows of trees on the naked bodies of men 
Plucking and bearing fruits; and in all the bounds of the town 
Red glowed the cocoanut fires, and were buried and trodden 

down. 

Thus did seven of the yottowas toil with their tale of the clan, 

But the eighth wrought with his lads, hid from the sight of man. 
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In the deeps of the woods they laboured, piling the fuel high 
In fagots, the load of a man, fuel seasoned and dry. 

Thirsty to seize upon fire and apt to blurt into flame. 

And now was the day of the feast. The forests, as morning came, 
Tossed in the wind, and the peaks quaked in the blaze of the y 
And the cocoanuts showered on the ground, rebind,ng «, = 

A glorious morn for a feast, a famous wind for a fire. 

To the hall of feasting Hiopa led them, mother and sire 
And maid and babe in a tale, the whole of the holiday throng. 
Smiling they came, garlanded green, not dreaming of wrong; 

And for every three, a pig, tenderly cooked in the ground, 

Waited; and fei, the staff of life, heaped in a mound 
For each where he sat;—for each, bananas roasted and raw 
Piled with a bountiful hand, as for horses hay and straw 
Are stacked in a stable; and fish, the food of desire, 

And plentiful vessels of sauce, and breadfruit gilt in the fire. 

And Lava was common as water. Feasts have there been ere now, 
And many, but never a feast like that of the folk of Vaiau. 

All day long they ate with the resolute greed of brutes 

And turned from the pigs to the fish, and again from the fish _to 

And emptied the vessels of sauce, and drank of the kava deep; 

Till the young lay stupid as stones, and the strongest nodded to 

Sleep* 

Sleep that was mighty as death and blind as a moonless night 

Tethered them hand and foot; and their souls were drowned and 

the light 

Was cloaked from their eyes. Senseless together, the old and the 

young. 

The fighter deadly to smite and the prater cunning of tongue. 

The woman wedded and fruitful, inured to the pangs of birth. 
And the maid that knew not of kisses, blindly sprawled on the 


From the hall Hiopa the king and his chiefs came stealthily forth 
Already the sun hung low and enlightened the peaks of the north 
But the wind was stubborn to die and blew as it blows at morn, 
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Showering the nuts in the dusk and 

High on the peaks of the iS l ™ 3 banner is tom. 

i£ ".SAT:S;; 1 ” ;n 

But the mother of Tamatea stood at Hiopa's side 

Night MI k , terr ° r a ' ld j ° y like a g" 1 ‘hat is a bride 
Ntght ell on the toilers, and first Hiopa the wise 

fade the round of the house, visiting all with his eyes- 

SX :i 

On the empty lodge, and the winds subvert deserted walls.” fa " S 

Therewithal, to the fuel, he laid the glowing coal- 
And the redness ran in the mass and burrowed within like a mole 
And copious smoke was conceived. But, as when a dam is to burst 
The water lips it and crosses in silver trickles at first. 

And then, of a sudden, whelms and bears it away forthright: 

So now, in a moment, the flame sprang and towered in the night, 
And wrestled and roared in the wind, and high over house and 

tree 

Stood, like a streaming torch, enlightening land and sea. 


But the mother of Tamatea threw her arms abroad. 

Pyre of my son, she shouted, “debited vengeance of God, 
Late, late, I behold you, yet I behold you at last. 

And glory, beholdingl For now are the days of my agony past. 
The lust that famished my soul now eats and drinks its desire, 
And they that encompassed my son shrivel alive in the fire. * 
Tenfold precious the vengeance that comes after lingering years! 
Ye quenched the voice of my singer?—hark, in your dying ears. 
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The song of the conflagration! Ye left me a widow alone? 
—Behold, the whole of your race consumes, sinew and bone 
And torturing flesh together: man, mother, and maid 
Heaped in a common shambles; and already, borne by the trade 
The smoke of your dissolution darkens the stars of night. 

Thus she spoke, and her stature grew in the people s sight. 


3. Rahero 

Rahero was there in the hall asleep: beside him his wife. 

Comely, a mirthful woman, one that delighted in life; 

And a girl that was ripe for marriage, shy and sly as a mouse; 

And a boy, a climber of trees: all the hopes of his house. 

Unwary, with open hands, he slept in the midst of his folk, 

And dreamed that he heard a voice crying without, and awoke. 

Leaping blindly afoot like one from a dream that he fears. 

A hellish glow and clouds were about him;—it roared in his ears 

Like the sound of the cataract fall that plunges sudden and steep; 

And Rahero swayed as he stood, and his reason was still asleep. 

Now the flame struck hard on the house, wind-wielded, a frac¬ 
turing blow. 

And the end of the roof was burst and fell on the sleepers below; 

And the lofty hall, and the feast, and the prostrate bodies of folk, 

Shone red in his eyes a moment, and then were swallowed of 

smoke. 

In the mind of Rahero clearness came; and he opened his throat; 
And as when a squall comes sudden, the straining sad of a boat 
Thunders aloud and bursts, so thundered the voice of the man. 
—“The wind and the rain!” he shouted, the mustering word of 

the clan, 14 

And “upl” and “to arms, men of Vaiau!” But silence replied. 

Or only the voice of the gusts of the fire, and nothing beside. 

Rahero stooped and groped. He handled his woman-kind, 

But the fumes of the fire and the kava had quenched the life of 

their mind. 

And they lay like pillars prone; and his hand encountered the boy. 
And there sprang in the gloom of his soul a sudden lightning of 

joy. 
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1 Savel " he thoU S ht ' " if 1 were speedy enough ” 

And he loosened the cloth front his loins, and swaddled the child 

And about the strength of his neck he knotted the burdenwell^ 1 

ndther V R er b thC r °° f h3d fallen> U r ° ared Hke the mouth of hell, 
thei Rahero went, stumbling on senseless folk, 

grappled a post of the house, and began to climb in the 

The last alive of Vaiau: and the son borne by the sire. Sm ° ke: 
The post glowed in the grain with ulcers of eating fire. 

4 ‘l ! 6 r ^ bh t0 thC bl °° d and man S led his hands and thighs- 

And the fumes sang in his head like wine and stung in his eyes; 

And still he climbed, and came to the top, the place of proof, 

And thrust a hand through the flame, and clambered alive on the 

But even as he did so, the wind, in a garment of flames and pain. 
Wrapped him from head to heel; and the waistcloth parted in 

twain; 

And the living fruit of his loins dropped in the fire below. 

About the blazing feast-house clustered the eyes of the foe, 
Watching, hand upon weapon, lest ever a soul should flee, 
Shading the brow from the glare, straining the neck to see. 

Only, to leeward, the flames in the wind swept far and wide. 

And the forest sputtered on fire; and there might no man abide. 
Thither Rahdro crept, and dropped from the burning eaves. 

And crouching low to the ground, in a treble covert of leaves 
And fire and volleying smoke, ran for the life of his soul 
Unseen; and behind him under a furnace of ardent coal, 

Cairned with a wonder of flame, and blotting the night with 

smoke. 

Blazed and were smelted together the bones of all his folk. 


He fled unguided at first; but hearing the breakers roar. 
Thitherward shaped his way, and came at length to the shore. 
Sound-limbed he was: dry-eyed; but smarted in every part; 

And the mighty cage of his ribs heaved on his straining heart 
With sorrow and rage. And “Fools!” he cried, “fools of Vaiau, 
Heads of swine—gluttons—Alas! and where are they now? 
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Those that I played with, those that nursed me, thosc 

God, and I outliving them! I, the least and the worst— 

I that thought myself crafty, snared by this herd of swine, 

In the tortures of hell and desolate, stripped of all that was mine. 
AH 1—my friends and my fathers—the silver heads of yore 
That trooped to the council, the children that ran to tie open 

Crying with innocent voices and clasping a father’s knees! 

And mine, my wife-my daughter-my sturdy climber of trees, 

Ah, never to climb again!” 

Thus in the dusk of the night, 

(For clouds rolled in the sky and the moon was swallowed from 
v sight,) 

Pacing and gnawing his fists, Rahero raged by the shore. 

Vengeance: that must be his. But much was to do before; 

And first a single life to be snatched from a deadly place, 

A life, the root of revenge, surviving plant of the race: 

And next the race to be raised anew, and the lands of the clan 
Repeopled. So Rahero designed, a prudent man 
Even in wrath, and turned for the means of revenge and escape: 
A boat to be seized by stealth, a wife to be taken by rape. 

Still was the dark lagoon; beyond on the coral wall. 

He saw the breakers shine, he heard them bellow and fall. 

Alone, on the top of the reef, a man with a flaming brand 
Walked, gazing and pausing, a fish-spear poised m his hand. 

The foam boiled to his calf when the mightier breakers came. 
And the torch shed in the wind scattering tufts of flame. 

Afar on the dark lagoon a canoe lay idly at wait: 

A figure dimly guiding it: surely the fisherman’s mate 
Rahero saw and he smiled. He straightened his mighty thews: 
Naked, with never a weapon, and covered with scorch and bruise 
He straightened his arms, he filled the void of his bod ^wth 

And strong as the wind in his manhood, doomed the fisher to 

° death. 


Silent he entered the water, and silently swam, and came 
There where the fisher walked, holding on high the flame. 
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AnH l. I ? W m the Clutch: b,lt Rahero resisted the strain 
d jeiked, and the spine of life snapped with a crack in twain’ 

And the man came slack in his hands and tumbled a lump at his 

feet. 

One moment: and there, on the reef, where the breakers whitened 

Rahero was standing alone, glowing and scorched and bare, 

A victor unknown of any, raising the torch in the air. 

But once he drank of his breath, and instantly set him to fish 
Like a man intent upon supper at home and a savoury dish, 
tor what should the woman have seen? A man with a torch— 

and then 

A moment s blur of the eyes—and a man with a torch again. 
And the torch had scarcely been shaken. “Ah, surely,” Rahero 

said, 

She will deem it a trick of the eyes, a fancy born in the head; 
But time must be given the fool to nourish a fool’s belief.” 

So for a while, a sedulous fisher, he walked the reef. 

Pausing at times and gazing, striking at times with the spear: 

—Lastly, uttered the call; and even as the boat drew near, 

Like a man that was done with its use, tossed the torch in the sea. 
Lightly he leaped on the boat beside the woman; and she 
Lightly addressed him, and yielded the paddle and place to sit; 
For now the torch was extinguished the night was black as the pit. 
Rahero set him to row, never a word he spoke. 

And the boat sang in the water urged by his vigorous stroke. 

—“What ails you?” the woman asked, “and why did you drop the 

brand? 

We have only to kindle another as soon as we come to land.” 
Never a word Rahero replied, but urged the canoe. 

And a chill fell on the woman.—“Atta! speak! is it you? 

Speak! Why are you silent? Why do you bend aside? 

Wherefore steer to the seaward?” thus she panted and cried. 
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Never a word from the oarsman, toiling there in the dark 
But right for a gate of the reef he silently headed the bark. 

And wielding the single paddle with passionate sweep on sweep 
Drove her, the little fitted, forth on the open deep. 


And fear, there where she sat, froze the woman to stone: 

Not fear of the crazy boat and the weltering deep alone. 

But a keener fear of the night, the dark, and the ghostly hour 
And the thing that drove the canoe with more than a mortals 

And more than a mortal’s boldness. For much she knew oHhe 

That haunt and fish upon reefs, toiling, like men, for bread, 
And traffic with human fishers, or slay them and take their ware, 
Till the hour when the star of the dead 15 goes down, and the 

ynArnin(T ^ If 


Blows, and the cocks are singing on shore. And surely she knew 
The speechless thing at her side belonged to the grave. 


It blew 

All night from the south; all night, Rahero contended and kept 
The prow to the cresting sea; and, silent as though she slept 
The woman huddled and quaked. And now was the peep of day. 
High and long on their left the mountainous island lay; 

And over the peaks of Taiarapu arrows of sunlight struck. 

On shore the birds were beginning to sing: the ghostly ruck 
Of the buried had long ago returned to the covered grave; 

And here on the sea, the woman waxing suddenly brave, 

Turned her swiftly about and looked in the face of the man. 

And sure he was none that she knew, none of her country or clan: 
A stranger, mother-naked, and marred with the marks of fire. 
But comely and great of stature, a man to obey and admire. 


And Rahero regarded her also, fixed, with a frowning face. 
Judging the woman’s fitness to mother a warlike race. 
Broad of shoulder, ample of girdle, long in the thigh. 

Deep of bosom she was, and bravely supported his eye. 


“Woman,” said he, “last night the men of your folk— 
Man, woman, and maid, smothered my race in smoke. 
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1 Uns \ lonc likc cowards ' and I, a mighty man of my hands 

An l‘ ’ L* , S ‘ n§ , e ll£C; a ' ld "° W l ° the em pty lands 

And smokeless hearths of my people, sail, with yourself ah ne 

And , vou 0 «'l n ,'°> hei ' " aS b0r "’ thC die o£ to - da >' ™ thrown ' 

' ected. your husband, vainly striving, to fall 

Broken between these hands:-yourself to be severed from all 

And ^ T S ’ n Pe °! jlC ' y ° U love - h °me, kindred, and clan- 
And to dwell in a desert and bear the babes of a kinless man.” 


NOTES TO THE SONG OF RAHfiRO 


Introduction.— This tale, of which 
I have not consciously changed a 
single feature, I received from tradi¬ 
tion. It is highly popular through all 
the country of the eight Tevas, the 
clan to which Rah£ro belonged; and 
particularly in Taiarapu, the wind¬ 
ward peninsula of Tahiti, where he 
lived. I have heard from end to end 
two versions; and as many as five 
different persons have helped me with 
details. There seems no reason why 
the tale should not be true. 

Note 1. “The aito,” quasi champion, 
or brave. One skilled in the use of 
some weapon, who wandered the coun¬ 
try challenging distinguished rivals 
and taking part in local quarrels. It 
was in the natural course of his ad¬ 
vancement to be at last employed by a 
chief, or king; and it would then be a 
part of his duties to purvey the victim 
for sacrifice. One of the doomed fami¬ 
lies was indicated; the aito took his 
weapon and went forth alone; a little 
behind him bearers followed with the 
sacrificial basket. Sometimes the victim 
showed fight, sometimes prevailed; 
more often, without doubt, he fell. But 
whatever body was found, the bearers 
indifferently took up. 

Note 2. " Pai,” “Honoura,” and 

“Ahupu” Legendary persons of Ta¬ 
hiti, all natives of Taiarapu. Of the 
two first, I have collected singular 
although imperfect legends, which I 


hope soon to lav before the public 
in another place. Of Ahupu, except 
in snatches of song, little memory ap¬ 
pears to linger. She dwelt at least 
about Tepari—"the sea-cliffs”—the 
eastern fastness of the isle; walked by 
paths known only to herself upon the 
mountains; was courted by dangerous 
suitors who came swimming from 
adjacent islands, and defended and 
rescued (as I gather) by the loyalty of 
native fish. My anxiety to learn more 
of “Ahupu Vehine” became (during 
my stay in Taidrapu) a cause of some 
diversion to that mirthful people, the 
inhabitants. 

Note 3. “Covered an oven ." The 
cooking fire is made in a hole in the 
ground, and is then buried. 

Note 4. “Flies” This is perhaps an 
anachronism. Even speaking of to-day 
in Tahiti, the phrase would have to 
be understood as referring mainly to 
mosquitoes, and these only in watered 
valleys with close woods, such as I 
suppose to form the surroundings of 
Rah^ro’s homestead. Quarter of a mile 
away, where the air moves freely, you 
shall look in vain for one. 

Note 5. “Hook” of mother-of-pearl. 
Bright-hook fishing, and that with 
the spear, appear to the favourite 
native methods. 

Note 6. “Leaves,” the plates of Ta¬ 
hiti. 
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Note 7. “Yottowas,” so spelt for 
convenience of pronunciation, quasi 
Tacksmen in the Scottish Highlands. 
The organisation of eight sub-districts 
and eight yottowas to a division 
which was in use (until yesterday) 
among the Tevas, I have attributed 
without authority to the next clan. 
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heard of either of these two gentle¬ 
men; and perhaps there is only one 
person in the world capable at once 
of reading my verses and spying the 
inaccuracy For him, for Mi. Tati 
Salmon, hereditary high chief of the 
Tevas, the note is solely written: a 
small attention from a clansman to 

his chief. 


Note 8. “6mare,” pronounce as a 
dactyl. A loaded quarter-staff, one of 
the two favourite weapons of the Ta¬ 
hitian brave: the javelin, or casting 
spear, was the other. 

Note 9. “The ribbon of light.” Still 
to be seen (and heard) spinning from 
one marae to another on Tahiti; or so 
I have it upon evidence that would 
rejoice the Psychical Society. 

Note 10. “Namunu-ura.” The com¬ 
plete name is Namunu-ura te aropa. 
Why it should be pronounced Ni- 
munu, dactyllically, I cannot see, but 
so I have always heard it. This was 
the clan immediately beyond the 
Tevas on the south coast of the island. 
At the date of the tale the clan organ¬ 
isation must have been very weak. 
There is no particular mention of 
T6mat£a’s mother going to Papara, 
to the head chief of her own clan, 
which would appear her natural re¬ 
course. On the other hand, she seems 
to have visited various lesser chiefs 
among the Tevas, and these to have 
excused themselves solely on the 
danger of the enterprise. The broad 
distinction here drawn between Na- 
teva and Ndmunu-ura is therefore not 
impossibly anachronistic. 

Note 11. “Hiopa the king.” Hiopa 
was really the name of the king (chief) 
of Vaiau; but I could never learn that 
of the king of Paea—pronounce to 
rhyme with the Indian ayah—and I 
gave the name where it was most 
needed. This note must appear otiose 
indeed to readers who have never 


Note 12. “Let the pigs be tapu.’ It 
is impossible to explain tapu in a 
note; we have it as an English word, 
taboo. Suffice it, that a thing which 
was tapu must not be touched, nor a 
place that was tapu visited. 

Note 13. “Fish, the food of desire.” 
There is a special word in the Ta¬ 
hitian language to signify hungering 
after fish. I may remark that here is 
one of my chief difficulties about the 
whole story. How did king, commons, 
women, and all come to eat together 
at this feast? But it troubled none of 
my numerous authorities; so there 
must certainly be some natural ex¬ 
planation. 

Note 14. “The mustering word of 
the clan.” 

Teva te na, 

Teva te matai! 

Teva the wind, 

Teva the rain! 

Note 15. Note 16. “The star of the 
dead.” Venus as a morning star. I 
have collected much curious evidence 
as to this belief. The dead retain 
their taste for a fish diet, enter into 
copartnery with living fishers, and 
haunt the reef and the lagoon. The 
conclusion attributed to the nameless 
lady of the legend would be reached 
to-day, under the like circumstances, 
by ninety per cent of Polynesians; 
and here I probably understate by 
one-tenth. 



THE FEAST OF FAMINE 


marqcjesan manners 




1. The Priest's Vigil 

I N all the land of the tribe was neither fish nor fruit, 

And the deepest pit of popoi stood empty to the foot . 1 
The clans upon the left and the clans upon the right 
Now oiled their carven maces and scoured their daggers bright; 
They gat them to the thicket, to the deepest of the shade. 

And lay with sleepless eyes in the deadly ambuscade. 

And oft in the starry even the song of mourning rose. 

What time the oven smoked in the country of their foes; 

For oft to loving hearts, and waiting ears and sight. 

The lads that went to forage returned not with the night. 

Now first the children sickened, and then the women paled. 
And the great arms of the warrior no more for war availed. 
Hushed was the deep drum, discarded was the dance; 

And those that met the priest now glanced at him askance. 
The priest was a man of years, his eyes were ruby-red , 2 
He neither feared the dark nor the terrors of the dead. 

He knew the songs of races, the names of ancient date; 

And the beard upon his bosom would have bought the chiefs 

estate. 

He dwelt in a high-built lodge, hard by the roaring shore. 
Raised on a noble terrace and with tikis 3 at the door. 

Within it was full of riches, for he served his nation well. 

And full of the sound of breakers, like the hollow of a shell. 
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Por weeks he let them perish, gave never a helping sign, 

But sat on his oiled platform to commune with the divine. 

But sat on his high terrace, with the tikis by his si e, 

And stared on the blue ocean, like a parrot, ruby-eyed. 

Dawn as yellow as sulphur leaped on the mountain height: 

Out on the round o£ the sea the gems of the morning light, 

Up from the round of the sea the streamers of the sun; 

But down in the depths of the valley the day was not begun, 
in the blue of the woody twilight burned red the cocoa-husk 
And the women and men of the clan went forth to bathe m die 

A word that began to go round, a word a whisper, a 

Hope that leaped in the bosom, fear that knocked on the hea . 

"See, the priest is not risen— look, for his door is ast. 

He is going to name the victims; lie is going to help us at last. 

Thrice rose the sun to noon; and ever, like one of the dead. 

The priest lay still in his house with the roar of the sea m his 

There was never a foot on the floor, there was never ^whisper 

Only the leering tikis stared on the blinding beach. 

Again were the mountains fired, again the morning broke. 

And all the houses lay still, but the house of the priest awoke. 
Close in their covering roofs lay and trembled the clan, 

Km the aeed red-eyed priest ran forth like a lunatic man, 

And the village panted to see him in the jewels of dea £ ^ am ’ 
In the silver beards of the old and the hair of women slain. 
Frenzy shook in his limbs, frenzy shone in his eyes 
And still and again as he ran, the valley rang with his cries. 

All day long in the land, by cliff and thicket and den. 

He ran his lunatic rounds, and howled for the flesh of men, 
All day long he ate not, nor ever drank of the brook; 

And all day long in their houses the people listened and shook 
All day long in their houses they listened with bated breath 
And never a soul went forth, for the sight of the priest was death. 

Three were the days of his running, as the gods appointed^ 
Two the nights of his sleeping alone in the place of gore: 
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The drunken slumber of frenzy twice he drank to the lees 

On the sacred stones of the High-place under the sacred trees- 

A , V , l ' am P at hls ashen he lay in the place of the feast’ 

And the sacred leaves of the banyan rustled around the priest’ 

Last, when the stated even fell upon terrace and tree 

And the shade of the lofty island lay leagues away to ’sea, 

■ nd all the valleys of verdure were heavy with manna and 

The wreck of the red-eyed priest came gasping home in the dusk! 
He teeled across the village, he staggered along the shore, 

And between the leering tikis crept groping through his door. 


There went a stir through the lodges, the voice of speech awoke; 
Once more from the builded platforms arose the evening smoke. 
And those who were mighty in war, and those renowned for an art 
Sat in their stated seats and talked of the morrow apart. 


2. The Lovers 

Hark! away in the woods—for the ears of love are sharp— 
Stealthily, quietly touched, the note of the one-stringed harp. 4 
In the lighted house of her father, why should Taheia start? 
Taheia heavy of hair, Taheia tender of heart, 

Taheia the well-descended, a bountiful dealer in love. 

Nimble of foot like the deer, and kind of eye like the dove? 

Sly and shy as a cat, with never a change of face, 

Taheia slips to the door, like one that would breathe a space; 
Saunters and pauses, and looks at the stars, and lists to the seas; 
Then sudden and swift as a cat, she plunges under the trees. 
Swift as a cat she runs, with her garment gathered high. 
Leaping, nimble of foot, running, certain of eye; 

And ever to guide her way over the smooth and the sharp. 

Ever nearer and nearer the note of the one-stringed harp; 

Till at length, in a glade of the wood, with a naked mountain 

above. 

The sound of the harp thrown down, and she in the arms of her 

love. 

“Rua,”—“Taheia*” they cry—“my heart, my soul, and my eyes,” 
And clasp and sunder and kiss, with lovely laughter and sighs. 
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“Rual”—“Taheia, my love,”—"Rua, star of my night, 
Clasp me, hold me, and love me, single spring of delight. 

And Rua folded her close, he folded her near and long, 
The living knit to the living, and sang the lover s song: 

Night, night it is, night upon the palms. 

Night, night it is, the land wind has blown. 
Starry, starry night, over deep and height; 
Love, love in the valley, love all alone. 

“Taheia, heavy of hair, a foolish thing have we done, 

To bind what gods have sundered unkindly into one. 
Why should a lowly lover have touched Taheia’s skirt, 
Taheia the well-descended, and Rua child of the dirt 


“On high with the haka-ikis my father sits in state, 

Ten times fifty kinsmen salute him in the gate; 

Round all his martial body, and in bands across his face, 

The marks of the tattooer proclaim his lofty place. 5 

I too, in the hands of the cunning, in the sacred cabin of palm. 
Have shrunk like the mimosa, and bleated like the lam , 
Round half my tender body, that none shall clasp but you. 
For a crest and a fair adornment go dainty lines of blue. 
Love, love, beloved Rua, love levels all degrees, 

And the well-tattooed Taheia clings panting to your knees. 


—“Taheia, song of the morning, how long is the longest love? 
A cry, a clasp of the hands, a star that falls from abovel 
Ever at morn in the blue, and at night when all is black, 

Ever it skulks and trembles with the hunter. Death, on its track. 
Hear me, Taheia, deathl For to-morrow the priest shall awake, 
And the names be named of the victims to bleed for the nation s 


And first of the numbered many that shall be slain ere noon, 

Rua the child of the dirt, Rua the kinless loon. 

For him shall the drum be beat, for him be raised the song. 
For him to the sacred High-place the chaunting people throng. 
For him the oven smoke as for a speechless beast. 
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"n 1 ^ Slr . e o£ my Tahcia come greedy to the feast.*’ 

Kua. be silent, spare me. Taheia closes her ears. 

ny ray yearning heart, pity my girlish years! 

F e e from the cruel hands, Bee from the knife and coal, 

Lie hid in the deeps of the woods, Rua, sire of my soul!” 

Whither to flee, Taheia, whither in all of the land> 

On C n “ , *i e . bl °° d ?' kitChen are kindled on every hand; 
very hand in the isle a hungry whetting of teeth, 

byes in the trees above, arms in the brush beneath. 

atience to lie in wait, cunning to follow the sleuth 

Abroad the foes I have fought, and at home the friends of my 

“Love, love, beloved Rua, love has a clearer eye, y ° Uth ' 

Hence from the arms of love you go not forth to die. 

There, where the broken mountain drops sheer into the glen, 

T here shall you find a hold from the boldest hunter of men; 
There, in the deep recess, where the sun falls only at noon, 

And only once in the night enters the light of the moon,’ 

Nor ever a sound but of birds, or the rain when it falls with a 

shout; 

For death and the fear of death beleaguer the valley about. 
Tapu it is, but the gods will surely pardon despair; 

Tapu, but what of that? If Rua can only dare. 

Tapu and tapu and tapu, I know they are every one right; 

But the god of every tapu is not always quick to smite. 

Lie secret there, my Rua, in the arms of awful gods, 

Sleep in the shade of the trees on the couch of the kindly sods, 
Sleep and dream of Taheia, Taheia will wake for you; 

And whenever the land wind blows and the woods are heavy with 

dew, 

Alone through the horror of night, 8 with food for the soul of her 

love, 

Taheia the undissuaded will hurry true as the dove/' 

“Taheia, the pit of the night crawls with treacherous things, 
Spirits of ultimate air and the evil souls of things; 

The souls of the dead, the stranglers, that perch in the trees of 

the wood, 

Waiters for all things human, haters of evil and good.” 

“Rua, behold me, kiss me, look in my eyes and read; 

Are these the eyes of a maid that would leave her lover in need? 
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Brave in the eye of day, my father ruled in the fight; 

The child of his loins, Taheia, will play the man in the night.’ 

So it was spoken, and so agreed, and Taheia arose 
And smiled in the stars and was gone, swift as the swallow goes; 
And Rua stood on the hill, and sighed, and followed her Bight, 
And there were the lodges below, each with its door alight, 

From folk that sat on the terrace and drew out the even long 
Sudden crowings of laughter, monotonous drone of song; 

The quiet passage of souls over his head in the trees, 

And from all around the haven the crumbling thunder of seas. 
“Farewell, my home,” said Rua. “Farewell, O quiet seat! ^ 
To-morrow in all your valleys the drum of death shall beat. 


3. "The Feast 


Dawn as yellow as sulphur leaped on the naked peak, 

\rd all the village was stirring, for now was the priest to speak. 
Forth on his terrace he came, and sat with the chief in talk; 

His lips were blackened with fever, his cheeks were whiter than 

* r n 3 1 k ! 


Fever clutched at his hands, fever nodded his head, 

But, quiet and steady and cruel, his eyes shone ruby-red. 

In the earliest rays of the sun the chief rose up content; 

Braves were summoned, and drummers; messengers came and 

went; 

Braves ran to their lodges, weapons were snatched from the wall; 
The commons herded together, and fear was over them all. 
Festival dresses they wore, but the tongue was dry in their mouth, 
And the blinking eyes in their faces skirted from north to south. 


Now to the sacred enclosure gathered the greatest and least 

And from under the shade of the Banyan arose the voice of the 

feast. 

The frenzied roll of the drum, and a swift, monotonous song. 
Higher the sun swam up; the trade wind level and strong 
Awoke in the tops of the palms and rattled the fans aloud, 

And over the garlanded heads and shining robes of the crowd 
Tossed the spiders of shadow, scattered the jewels of sun. 
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Forty the tale of the drums, and the forty throbbed like one; 

A thousand hearts in the crowd, and the even chorus of song. 
Swift as the feet of a runner, trampled a thousand strong. 

And the old men leered at the ovens and licked their lips for the 

food; 

And the women stared at the lads, and laughed and looked to 

the wood. 

As when the sweltering baker, at night, when the city is dead. 
Alone in the trough of labour treads and fashions the bread; 

So in the heat, and the reek, and the touch of woman and man. 
The naked spirit of evil kneaded the hearts of the clan. 

Now cold was at many a heart, and shaking in many a seat: 

For there were the empty baskets, but who was to furnish the 

meat? 

For here was the nation assembled, and there were the ovens 

anigh, 

And out of a thousand singers nine were numbered to die. 

Till, of a sudden, a shock, a mace in the air, a yell. 

And, struck in the edge of the crowd the first of the victims fell. 3 
Terror and horrible glee divided the shrinking clan. 

Terror of what was to follow, glee for a diet of man. 

Frenzy hurried the chaunt, frenzy rattled the drums; 

The nobles, high on the terrace, greedily mouthed their thumbs; 
And once and again and again, in the ignorant crowd below, 
Once and again and again descended the murderous blow. 

Now smoked the oven, and now, with the cutting lip of a shell, 
A butcher of ninety winters jointed the bodies well. 

Unto the carven lodge, silent, in order due. 

The grandees of the nation one after one withdrew; 

And a line of laden bearers brought to the terrace foot. 

On poles across their shoulders, the last reserve of fruit. 

The victims bled for the nobles in the old appointed way; 

The fruit was spread for the commons, for all should eat to-day. 

And now was the kava brewed, and now the cocoa ran. 

Now was the hour of the dance for child and woman and man; 

And mirth was in every heart, and a garland on every head, 

And all was well with the living and well with the eight who were 

dead. 
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Onlv ‘he chiefs and the priest talked and consulted awhile: 

Mt ‘‘To-morrow." 

“Rua the child of dirt, the creature of common clay, 

Rua must die to-morrow, since Rua is gone to-day. 

Out of the groves of the valley, where clear the blackbirds sang, 
a“er from^h. .roe, o. .he .he of .he — 

Sheer and bare it rose, unscalable barricade 

Beaten and blown against by the generous draught of the 

Dawn on its fluted brow painted rainbow lig it. 

Close on its pinnacled crown trembled the stars at night. 

Here and there in a cleft clustered contorted trees, 

Or the silver beard of a stream hung and swung £ ^ 

High overhead, with a cry, the torrents leaped for the ma , 

And silently sprinkled below in thin perennial rain. 

Dark in the staring noon, dark was Rua s ravine. 

Damp and cold was the air, and the face of the dills was green. 

Here, in the rocky pit, accursed already of old 

On a stone in the midst of a river, Rua sat and was cold. 

‘‘Valley of mid-day shadows, valley of silent falls, 

Rua sang, and his voice went hollow about the walls, 

“Valley of shadow and rock, a doleful prison to me, 

What is the life you can give to a child of the sun and the 
And Rua arose and came to the open mouth of the glen 
Whence he beheld the woods, and the sea, and houses of men. 
Wide blew the riotous trade, and smelt in his nostrils good. 

It bowed the boats on the bay, and tore and divided Aejood 
It smote and sundered the groves as Moses smote with the rod. 
And the streamers of all the trees blew like banners abroad. 
And ever and on, in a lull, the trade wind brought him along 
A far-off patter of drums and a far-off whisper of song. 

Swift as the swallow’s wings, the diligent hands on the drum 

Fluttered and hurried and throbbed. “Ah, woe that I hear you 

come, 

Rua cried in his grief, “A sorrowful sound to me. 

Mounting far and faint from the resonant shore of the seal 
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Woe in the song! for the grave breathes in the singers* breath 
And I hear in the tramp of the drums the beat of the heart of 

„ r death. 

Home of my youth! no more, through all the length of the years, 

No more to the place of the echoes of early laughter and tears! 

No more shall Rua return; no more as the evening ends, 

To crowded eyes of welcome, to the reaching hands of friends.” 

All day long from the High-place the drums and the singing came, 
And the even fell, and the sun went down, a wheel of flame; 

And night came gleaning the shadows and hushing the sounds 

of the wood; 

And silence slept on all, where Rua sorrowed and stood. 

But still from the shore of the bay the sound of the festival rang, 
And still the crowd in the High-place danced and shouted and 

sang. 


Now over all the isle terror was breathed abroad 
Of shadowy hands from the trees and shadowy snares in the sod; 
And before the nostrils of night, the shuddering hunter of men 
Hurried, with beard on shoulder, back to his lighted den. 
“Taheia, here to my side!”—“Rua, my Rua, you!” 

And cold from the clutch of terror, cold with the damp of the dew, 
Taheia, heavy of hair, leaped through the dark to his arms; 
T'aheia leaped to his clasp, and was folded in from alarms. 

4 < Rua, beloved, here, see what your love has brought; 

Coming—alas! returning—swift as the shuttle of thought; 
Returning, alas! for to-night, with the beaten drum and the voice.. 
In the shine of many torches must the sleepless clan rejoice; 
And Taheia the well-descended, the daughter of chief and priest, 
Taheia must sit in her place in the crowded bench of the feast.” 
So it was spoken; and she, girding her garment high. 

Fled and was swallowed of woods, swift as the sight of an eye. 

Night over isle and sea rolled her curtain of stars, 

Then a trouble awoke in the air, the east was banded with bars; 
Dawn as yellow as sulphur leaped on the mountain height; 
Dawn, in the deepest glen, fell a wonder of light; 
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High and clear stood the palms in the eye of the bri S hte "^ 

And lo! from the sides of the sea the broken sound of: the: feast! 

As when in days of summer, through open windows, the Hy 

Swift as a breeze and loud as a trump goes by, 

But When frosts in the field have pinched the wintering mouse, 

Blindly noses and buzzes and hums in the firelit house. 

So the sound of the feast gallantly trampled at night, 

So it staggered and drooped, and droned in the morning light. 


4 . The Raid 

It chanced that as Rua sat in the valley of silent falls, 

He heard a calling of doves from high on the cliffy walls. 

Fire had fashioned of yore, and time had broke ' - tbc r0 ^ k 
There were rooting crannies for trees and nesting places for flocks 
And he saw on the top of the cliffs, looking up from the puof 

A flicker of wings and sunshine, and trees that swung in die 

•■The trees swing in the trade,” quoth Rua, doubtful of words, 
“And the sun stares from the sky, but what should troub1 ®^* 

Up from the shade he gazed, where high the parapet shone. 

And he was aware of a ledge and of things that moved tberco "’ 
“What manner of things are these? Are they spirits abroad by day? 
Or the foes of my clan that are come, bringing death by a perilous 


The valley was gouged like a vessel, and round like the vessel s 

lip, 

With a cape of the side of the hill thrust forth like the bows of a 

On the top of the face of the cape a volley of sun struck fair. 

And the cape overhung like a chin a gulph of sunless air. 
"Silence, heard What is that?—that, that flickered and shone. 
Into the sun for an instant, and in an instant gone? 

Was it a warrior’s plume, a warrior's girdle of hair? 

Swung in the loop of a rope, is he making a bridge of the air? 
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nee and again Rua saw, in the trenchant edge of the sky 

a r r ™ i i a. 
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Sick was the soul of Rua, ambushed dose in a dump; 

Smk of soul he drew near, making his courage stout; 
nd he looked in the face of the thing, and the life of the thing 

a _ i i . , went out. 

d he gazed on the tattooed limbs, and, behold, he knew the 

Hoka, a chief of the Vais, the truculent foe of his clan: 

Hoka a moment since that stepped in the loop of the rope, 

Filled with the lust of war, and alive with courage and hope. 


Again to the giddy cornice Rua lifted his eyes, 

And again beheld men passing in the armpit of the skies. 

“Foes of my race!” cried Rua, “the mouth of Rua is true. 

Never a shark in the deep is nobler of soul than you. 

There was never a nobler foray, never a bolder plan; 

Never a dizzier path was trod by the children of man; 

And Rua, your evil-dealer through all the days of his years. 
Counts it honour to hate you, honour to fall by your spears.” 
And Rua straightened his back. “O Vais, a scheme for a scheme!” 
Cried Rua and turned and descended the turbulent stair of the 

stream. 

Leaping from rock to rock as the water-wagtail at home 

Flits through resonant valleys and skims by boulder and foam. 

And Rua burst from the glen and leaped on the shore of the 

brook. 

And straight for the roofs of the clan his vigorous way he took. 
Swift were the heels of flight, and loud behind as he went 
Rattled the leaping stones cn the line of his long descent. 

And ever he thought as he ran, and caught at his gasping breath, 
“O the fool of a Rua, Rua that runs to his death! 

But the right is the right,” thought Rua, and ran like the wind 

on the foam, 

“The right is the right for ever, and home for ever home. 
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For what though the oven smoke? And what though I dmjre 

There was I nourished and tended, and there was Taheia bom.” 
Noon was high on the High-place, the second noon of the fen , 
And heat and shameful slumber weighed on people and pries 
And the heart drudged slow in bodies heavy wit mon ”^_ 

And the senseless limbs were scattered abroad like spokes^of 

And crapulous women sat and stared at the stones anigh 
With a bestial droop of the lip and a swinish rheum in the eye. 
As about the dome of the bees in the time for the drones to fall. 
The dead and the maimed are scattered, and lie, 

So on the grades of the terrace, in the ardent eye of the day 
The half-awake and the sleepers clustered and crawled and lay. 
And loud as the dome of the bees, in the time of a swarming 


A horror of many insects hung in the air and roared 
Rua looked and wondered; he said to himself m h,s heart: 

“Poor are the pleasures of life, and death is the better part. 

But lol on the higher benches a cluster of tranquil folk 
Sat by themselves, nor raised their serious eyes, nor spoke. 
Women with robes unruffled and garlands duly arranged, 
Gazing far from the feast with faces of people estrange , 

And quiet amongst the quiet, and fairer than all the fair, 

Taheia, the well-descended, Taheia, heavy of hair. 

And the soul of Rua awoke, courage enlightened his eyes. 

And he uttered a summoning shout and called on the clan to rise. 
Over against him at once, in the spotted shade of the trees. 
Owlish and blinking creatures scrambled to hands and knees; 

On the grades of the sacred terrace, the driveller woke to fear. 
And the hand of the ham-drooped warrior brandished a wavering 


And Rua folded his arms, and scorn discovered his teeth, 

Above the war-crowd gibbered, and Rua stood smiling beneath. 
Thick, like leaves in the autumn, faint, like April sleet. 

Missiles from tremulous hands quivered around his feet; 

And Taheia leaped from her place; and the priest, the ruby-eyed. 
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Kan to the front of the terrace, and brandished his arms, and 

cried: 

“Hold. O fools, he brings tidings!” and “Hold, his the love of 

i i , • r m Y heart!” 

1 ill lo. in front of the terrace, Rna pierced with a dart. 


7 aheia cherished his head, and the aged priest stood by. 

And gazed with eyes of ruby at Rua’s darkening eye. 

”1 aheia, here is the end, I die a death for a man. 

I have given the life of my soul to save an unsavable clan! 

See them, the drooping of hams! behold me the blinking crew: 
Fifty spears they cast, and one of fifty true! 

And you, O priest, the foreteller, foretell for yourself if you can, 
Foretell the hour of the day when the Vais shall burst on your 

clan! 

By the head of the tapu cleft, with death and fire in their hand. 
Thick and silent like ants, the warriors swarm in the land.” 


And they tell that when next the sun had climbed to the noonday 

skies, 

It shone on the smoke of feasting in the country of the Vais. 


NOTES TO THE FEAST OF FAMINE 


In this ballad I have strung together 
some of the more striking particu¬ 
larities of the Marquesas. It rests 
upon no authority: it is in no sense, 
like “Rah£ro,” a native story; but a 
patchwork of details of manners and 
the impressions of a traveller. It may 
seem strange, when the scene is laid 
upon these profligate islands, to make 
the story hinge on love. But love is 
not less known in the Marquesas than 
elsewhere; nor is there any cause of 
suicide more common in the islands. 

Note 1. “Pit of Popoi.” Where the 
bread fruit was stored for preserva¬ 
tion. 


Note 2. "Ruby-red.” The priest’s 
eyes were probably red from the abuse 
of Kava. His beard (verse 18) is said 
to be worth an estate; for the beards 
of old men are the favourite head 
adornment of the Marquesans, as the 
hair of women formed their most 
costly girdle. The former, among this 
generally beardless and short-lived 
people, fetch to-day considerable 
sums. 

Note 3. "Tikis” The tiki is an ugly 
image hewn out of wood or stone. 

Note 4. "The one-stringed harp." 
Usually employed for serenades. 
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Note 5. “The sacred cabin of palm. 
Which, however, no woman could ap- 
nroaS. I do not know where women 
were tattooed; probably in the com 
m on house, or in the bush, for a 
woman was a creature of small accoun. 

T must guard the reader against sup- 
noTing Taheia was at all disfigured; 
the art of the Marquesan tattooer is 
extreme; and she would appear to be 
clothed in a web of lace, 'nmntably 

delicate, exquisite in P attern ' 
a bluish hue that at once contrasts 

and harmonises with the warm P ig- 
ment o£ the native skin. It would be 
hard to find a woman more becom¬ 
ingly adorned than "a well-tattooed 

Marquesan. 

Note 6. "The horror of night.” The 
Polynesian fear of ghosts and of the 
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dark has been already referred to. 
Their life is beleaguered b> the dead. 


Note 7 “ The ( 1 uiet P 055 *^ 6 °* 

souls. ” So,' I am told, the natives ex¬ 
plain the sound of a little wind pass 
ing overhead unfelt. 

Note 8. “The first of the victims 
tell ” Without doubt, this whole scene 
untrue to fact. The victims were 
disposed of privately and some time 
before. And indeed I am far from 
claiming the credit of any high depee 
of accuracy for this ballad. Even in a 
dme of famine, it is probable that 
Marquesan life went far more gaily 
tha^is here represented. But the m 
ancholy of to-day lies on the writers 

mind. 
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A LEGEND OF THE WEST HIGHLANDS 



THIS is the tale of the man 
Who heard a word in the night 
In the land of the heathery hills, 

In the days of the feud and the fight. 
By the sides of the rainy sea, 

Where never a stranger came. 

On the awful lips of the dead. 

He heard the outlandish name. 

It sang in his sleeping ears, 

It hummed in his waking head: 

The name—Ticonderoga, 

The utterance of the dead. 


1. The Saying of the Name 

On the loch-sides of Appin, 

When the mist blew from the sea, 
A Stewart stood with a Cameron: 

An angry man was he. 

The blood beat in his ears. 

The blood ran hot to his head, 

* 

The mist blew from the sea. 

And there was the Cameron dead. 
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“O, what have I done to my friend, 

O, what have I done to mysel , 

That he should be cold and dead. 

And I in the danger of all? 

Nothing but danger about me, 

Danger behind and before. 

Death at wait in the heather 
In Appin and Mamore, 

Hate at all of the ferries 

And death at each of the fords, 

Camerons priming gunlocks 

And Camerons sharpening swords/’ 

But this was a man of counsel. 

This was a man of a score, 

There dwelt no pawkier Stewart 
In Appin or Mamore. 

He looked on the blowing mist, 

He looked on the awful dead. 

And there came a smile on his face 

And there slipped a thought in his head. 


Out over cairn and moss, 

Out over scrog and scaur, 

He ran as runs the clansman 
That bears the cross of war. 

His heart beat in his body. 

His hair clove to his face. 

When he came at last in the gloaming 
To the dead man’s brother’s place. 
The east was white with the moon. 
The west with the sun was red. 

And there, in the house-doorway. 
Stood the brother of the dead. 

“I have slain a man to my danger, 

I have slain a man to my death. 

I put my soul in your hands,” 

The panting Stewart saith. 
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I lay it bare in your hands, 

For I know your hands are leal; 

And be you my targe and bulwark 
From the bullet and the steel.” 

Then up and spoke the Cameron, 

And gave him his hand again: 

There shall never a man in Scotland 
Set faith in me in vain; 

And whatever man you have slaughtered, 
Of whatever name or line. 

By my sword and yonder mountain, 

I make you quarrel mine. 1 
I bid you in to my fireside, 

I share with you house and hall; 

It stands upon my honour 
To see you safe from all.” 


It fell in the time of midnight, 

When the fox barked in the den 
And the plaids were over the faces 
In all the houses of men, 

That as the living Cameron 
Lay sleepless on his bed. 

Out of the night and the other world. 
Came in to him the dead. 

“My blood is on the heather, 

My bones are on the hill; 

There is joy in the home of ravens 
That the young shall eat their fill. 

My blood is poured in the dust, 

My soul is spilled in the air; 

And the man that has undone me 
Sleeps in my brother’s care.” 

“I'm wae for your death, my brother. 
But if all of my house were dead, 

I couldnae withdraw the plighted hand. 
Nor break the word once said.” 
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“O, what shall I say to our father. 

In the place to which I fare? 

O, what shall I say to our mother. 

Who greets to see me there? 

And to all the kindly Camerons 

That have lived and died long-syne - 
Is this the word you send them, 
Fause-hearted brother mine?” 

“It’s neither fear nor duty. 

It’s neither quick nor dead 
Shall gar me withdraw the plighted hand 
Or break the word once said.” 

Thrice in the time of midnight. 

When the fox barked in the den. 

And the plaids were over the faces 
In all the house of men, 

Thrice as the living Cameron 
Lay sleepless on his bed, 

Out of the night and the other world 
Came in to him the dead. 

And cried to him for vengeance 
On the man that laid him low; 

And thrice the living Cameron 
Told the dead Cameron, no. 

“Thrice have you seen me, brother. 

But now shall see me no more. 

Till you meet your angry fathers 
Upon the farther shore. 

Thrice have I spoken, and now, 

Before the cock be heard, 

I take my leave forever 

With the naming of a word. 

It shall sing in your sleeping ears. 

It shall hum in your waking head. 

The name—Ticonderoga, 

And the warning of the dead.” 

Now when the night was over 
And the time of people’s fears. 
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The Cameron walked abroad, 
And the word was in his ears. 
Many a name I know. 

But never a name like this; 

O, where shall I find a skilly man 
Shall tell me what it is?” 


With many a man he counselled 
Of high and low degree, 

With the herdsmen on the mountains 
And the fishers of the sea. 

And he came and went unweary. 

And read the books of yore, 

And the runes that were written of old 
On stones upon the moor. 

And many a name he was told, 

But never the name of his fears— 
Never, in east or west, 

The name that rang in his ears: 
Names of men and of clans, 

Names for the grass and the tree, 

For the smallest tarn in the mountains, 
The smallest reef in the sea: 

Names for the high and low. 

The names of the craig and the flat; 
But in all the land of Scotland, 

Never a name like that. 


2. The Seeking of the Name 

And now there was speech in the south. 
And a man of the south that was wise, 
A periwig’d lord of London , 2 
Called on the clans to rise. 

And the riders rode, and the summons 
Came to the western shore. 

To the land of the sea and the heather. 
To Appin and Mamore. 
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It called on all to gather 

From every scrog and scaur. 

That loved their fathers’ tartan 
And the ancient game of war. 

And down the watery valley 
And up the windy hill. 

Once more, as in the olden. 

The pipes were sounding shrill, 
Again in highland sunshine 
The naked steel was bright; 

And the lads, once more in tartan. 
Went forth again to fight. 

“O, why should I dwell here 
With a weird upon my life. 

When the clansmen shout for battle 
And the war-swords clash in strife? 

I cannae joy at feast, 

I cannae sleep in bed. 

For the wonder of the word 

And the warning of the dead. 

It sings in my sleeping ears. 

It hums in my waking head. 

The name—Ticonderoga, 

The utterance of the dead. 

Then up, and with the fighting men 
To march away from here, 

Till the cry of the great war-pipe 
Shall drown it in my earl” 

Where flew King George’s ensign 
The plaided soldiers went: 

They drew the sword in German, 

In Flanders pitched the tent. 

The bells of foreign cities 
Rang far across the plain: 

They passed the happy Rhine, 

They drank the rapid Main. 
Through Asiatic jungles 

The Tartans filed their way. 
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And the neighing of the war-pipes 
Struck terror in Cathay. 3 

“Many a name have I heard,” he thought, 
“In all the tongues of men. 

Full many a name both here and there. 
Full many both now and then. 

When I was at home in my father’s house 
In the land of the naked knee. 

Between the eagles that fly in the lift 
And the herrings that swim in the sea. 
And now that I am a captain-man 
With a braw cockade in my hat— 

Many a name have I heard,” he thought, 
“But never a name like that.” 


3. The Place of the Name 

There fell a war in a woody place, 

Lay far across the sea, 

A war of the march in the mirk midnight 
And the shot from behind the tree. 

The shaven head and the painted face. 
The silent foot in the wood, 

In a land of a strange, outlandish tongue 
That was hard to be understood. 


It fell about the gloaming 

The general stood with his staff. 

He stood and he looked east and west 
With little mind to laugh. 

“Far have I been and much have I seen. 

And kent both gain and loss, 

But here we have woods on every hand 
And a kittle water to cross. 

Far have I been and much have I seen. 

But never the beat of this: 

And there’s one must go down to that waterside 
To see how deep it is.” 
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It fell in the dusk of the night 
When unco things betide. 

The skilly captain, the Cameron, 

Went down to that waterside. 

Canny and soft the captain went; 

And a man of the woody land. 

With the shaven head and the painted face. 
Went down at his right hand. 

It fell in the quiet night. 

There was never a sound.to ken; 

But all of the woods to the right and the left 
Lay filled with the painted men. 

“Far have I been and much have I seen. 
Both as a man and boy. 

But never have I set forth a foot 
On so perilous an employ.” 

It fell in the dusk of the night 
When unco things betide. 

That he was aware of a captain-man 
Drew near to the waterside. 

He was aware of his coming 
Down in the gloaming alone; 

And he looked in the face of the man 
And lo! the face was his own. 

“This is my weird,” he said, 

“And now I ken the worst; 

For many shall fall the morn. 

But I shall fall with the first. 

O, you of the outland tongue. 

You of the painted face. 

This is the place of my death; 

Can you tell me the name of the place?” 

“Since the Frenchmen have been here 
They have called it Sault-Marie; 

But that is a name for priests. 

And not for you and me. 
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It went by another word/’ 

Quoth he of the shaven head: 

It was called Ticonderoga 
In the days of the great dead.” 

And it fell on the morrow’s morning, 
In the fiercest of the fight, 

That the Cameron bit the dust 
As he foretold at night; 

And far from the hills of heather, 

Far from the isles of the sea. 

He sleeps in the place of the name 
As it was doomed to be. 


NOTES TO TICONDEROGA 


Introduction. I first heard this 
legend of my own country from that 
friend of men of letters, Mr. Alfred 
Nutt, “there in roaring London’s 
central stream;” and since the ballad 
first saw the light o? day in Scribner's 
Magazine, Mr. Nutt and Lord Archi¬ 
bald Campbell have been in public 
controversy on the facts. Two dans, 
the Camerons and the Campbells, lay 
daira to this bracing story; and they 
do well: the man who preferred his 
plighted troth to the commands and 
menaces of the dead is an ancestor 
worth disputing. But the Campbells 
must rest content: they have the 
broad lands and the broad page of 
history; this appanage must be denied 


them; for between the name of 
Cameron and that of Campbell, the 
muse will never hesitate. 

Note 1. Mr. Nutt reminds me it was 
“by my sword and Ben Cruachan” the 
Cameron swore. 

Note 2. “A periwig'd lord of Lon¬ 
don The first Pitt. 

Note 3. “Cathay ” There must be 
some omission in General Stewart’s 
charming “History of the Highland 
Regiments,” a book that might well 
be republished and continued; or it 
scarce appears how our friend could 
have got to China. 



-K 

HEATHER ALE 

A GALLOWAY LEGEND 



FROM the bonny bells of heather 
They brewed a drink long-syne. 
Was sweeter far than honey. 

Was stronger far than wine. 
They brewed it and they drank it. 
And lay in a blessed swound 
For days and days together 

In their dwellings underground. 

There rose a king in Scotland, 

A fell man to his foes. 

He smote the Piets in battle. 

He hunted them like roes. 

Over miles of the red mountain 
He hunted as they fled. 

And strewed the dwarfish bodies 
Of the dying and the dead. 

Summer came in the country. 

Red was the heather bell; 

But the manner of the brewing 
Was none alive to tell. 

In graves that were like children’s 
On many a mountain head, 
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The Brewsters of the Heather 
Lay numbered with the dead. 

The king in the red moorland 
Rode on a summer’s day; 

And the bees hummed, and the curlews 
Cried beside the way. 

The king rode, and was angry, 

Black was his brow and pale. 

To rule in a land of heather 
And lack the Heather Ale. 

It fortuned that his vassals. 

Riding free on the heath, 

Came on a stone that was fallen 
And vermin hid beneath. 

Rudely plucked from their hiding. 
Never a word they spoke: 

A son and his aged father— 

Last of the dwarfish folk. 

The king sat high on his charger. 

He looked on the little men; 

And the dwarfish and swarthy couple 
Looked at the king again. 

Down by the shore he had them; 

And there on the giddy brink— 

“I will give you life, ye vermin. 

For the secret of the drink.” 

There stood the son and father 
And they looked high and low; 

The heather was red around them. 
The sea rumbled below. 

And up and spoke the father. 

Shrill was his voice to hear: 

“I have a word in private, 

A word for the royal ear. 

“Life is dear to the aged. 

And honour a little thing; 
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I would gladly sell the secret, 

Quoth the Piet to the king. 

His voice was small as a sparrow s, 

And shrill and wonderful clear: 

“I would gladly sell my secret. 

Only my son I fear. 

“For life is a little matter. 

And death is nought to the young; 
And I dare not sell my honour 
Under the eye of my son. 

Take him, O king, and bind him. 

And cast him far in the deep. 

And it’s I will tell the secret ^ 

That I have sworn to keep." 

They took the son and bound him, 

Neck and heels in a thong, 

And a lad took him and swung him. 
And flung him far and strong, 

And the sea swallowed his body, 

Like that of a child of ten;— 

And there on the cliff stood the father. 

Last of the dwarfish men. 

“True was the word I told you: 

Only my son I feared; 

For I doubt the sapling courage 
That goes without the beard. 

But now in vain is the torture. 

Fire shall never avail: 

Here dies in my bosom 

The secret of Heather Ale." 


NOTE TO HEATHER ALE 


Among the curiosities of human 
nature, this legend claims a high 
place. It is needless to remind the 
reader that the Piets were never ex¬ 


terminated, and form to this day a 
large proportion of the folk of Scot¬ 
land: occupying the eastern and the 
central parts, from the Firth of 
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Fojth, or perhaps the Lammermoors, 
upon the south, to the Ord of Caith¬ 
ness on the north. That the blunder¬ 
's S ucss of a dull chronicler should 
have inspired men with imaginary 
loathing for their own ancestors is 
already strange: that it should have 
begotten this wild legend seems in- 
ciedible. Is it possible the chronicler's 
error was merely nominal? that what 


heather ale 


he told, and what the people proved 
themselves so ready to receive, about 
the Piets, was true or partly true of 
some anterior and perhaps Lappish 
savages, small of stature, black of 
hue, dwelling underground— possibly 
also the distillers of some forgotten 
spirit? See Mr. Campbell's Tales of 
the West Highlands . 




CHRISTMAS AT SEA 



THE sheets were frozen hard, and they cut the naked hand 

The decks were like a slide, where a seaman scar, u!d stand. 

The wind was a nor’wester, blowing squally off the sea 
Ind cliffs and spouting breakers were the only things .lee. 

They heard the surf a-roaring before the break of day, 

But ’twas only with the peep of light we saw how ‘ll we lay. 

We tumbled every hand on deck instanter with a shorn 
And we gave her the maintops'l, and stood by to go about. 

All day we tacked and tacked between the South Head and dre 

All day we hauled the frozen sheets, and got no further forth; 

All day as cold as charity, in bitter pain and dread, 

For very life and and nature we tacked from head to head. 

We gave the South a wider berth, for there the tide race roared; 
But every tack we made we brought the North Head close aboard, 
go's we saw the cliffs and houses, and the breakers running high, 
And the coastguard in his garden, with his glass against his eye. 

The frost was on the village roofs as white as ocean foam; 

?he good red fires were burning bright in every ’longshore home; 
The windows sparkled clear, and the chimneys volleyed out; 

And I vow we sniffed the victuals as the vessel went about. 

The bells upon the church were rung with a mighty jovial cheer; 
For it’s just that I should tell you how (of all days in the year) 
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This day of our adversity was blessed Christmas morn. 

And the house above the coastguard’s was the house where I was 

born. 

• 

O well I saw the pleasant room, the pleasant faces there, 

My mother’s silver spectacles, my father’s silver hair; 

And well I saw the firelight, like a flight of homely elves, 

Go dancing round the china-plates that stand upon the shelves. 

And well I knew the talk they had, the talk that was of me, 

Of the shadow on the household and the son that went to sea; 
And O the wicked fool I seemed, in every kind of way. 

To be here and hauling frozen ropes on blessed Christmas Day.. 

They lit the high sea-light, and the dark began to fall. 

“All hands to loose topgallant sails,” I heard the captain call. 

“By the Lord, she’ll never stand it,” our first mate, Jackson, cried. 
. . . “It’s the one way or the other, Mr. Jackson,” he replied. 

She staggered to her bearings, but the sails were new and good, 
And the ship smelt up to windward just as though she understood. 
As the winter’s day was ending, in the entry of the night, 

We cleared the weary headland, and passed below the light. 

And they heaved a mighty breath, every soul on board but me, 
As they saw her nose again pointing handsome out to sea; 

But all that I could think of, in the darkness and the cold, 

Was just that I was leaving home and my folks were growing old. 


POEMS 
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THE VAGABOND 
(7'o an air of Schubert) 

GIVE to me the life I love, 

Let the lave go by me. 

Give the jolly heaven above 
And the byway nigh me. 

Bed in the bush with stars to see, 
Bread I dip in the river 
There’s the life for a man like me. 
There’s the life for ever. 


Let the blow fall soon or late, 

Let what will be o er me. 

Give the face of earth around 
And the road before me. 

Wealth I seek not, hope nor love. 
Nor a friend to know me; 

All I seek the heaven above 
And the road below me. 


Or let autumn fall on me 
Where afield I linger. 
Silencing the bird on tree. 
Biting the blue finger: 

White as meal the frosty field 
Warm the fireside haven— 
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TO MY FA THER 
Not to autumn will I yield. 

Not to winter even! 

Let the blow fall soon or late, 
Let what will be o’er me; 

Give the face of earth around. 
And the road before me. 
Wealth I ask not, hope nor love, 
Nor a friend to know me. 

All I ask the heaven above, 

And the road below me. 


TO MY FATHER 

PEACE and her huge invasion to these shores 

Puts daily home; innumerable sails 

Dawn on the far horizon and draw near; 

Innumerable loves, uncounted hopes 

To our wild coasts, not darkling now, approach: 

Not now obscure, since thou and thine are there. 
And bright on the lone isle, the foundered reef, 

The long, resounding foreland, Pharos stands. 

These are thy works, O father, these thy crown; 
Whether on high the air be pure, they shine 
Along the yellowing sunset, and all night 
Among the unnumbered stars of God they shine; 

Or whether fogs arise and far and wide 

The low sea-level drown—each finds a tongue 

And all night long the tolling bell resounds: 

So shine, so toll, till night be overpast. 

Till the stars vanish, till the sun return. 

And in the haven rides the fleet secure. 

In the first hour, the seaman in his skiff 
Moves through the unmoving bay, to where the town 
Its earliest smoke into the air upbreathes 
And the rough hazels climb along the beach. 

To the tugg’d oar the distant echo speaks. 
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THE SICK CHILD 

The ship lies resting, where by reef and roost 
Thou and thy lights have led her hke a chtld. 


This hast thou done, and I can I be base? 

I must arise, O father, and to port 

Some lost, complaining seaman pilot home. 


THE SICK CHILD 

Child O M O T H E R , lay your hand on my brow! 

' O mother, mother, where am I now? 

Why is the room so gaunt and great? 

Why am I lying awake so late? 

Mother. Fear not at all: the night is still. 

Nothing is here that means you ill— 

Nothing but lamps the whole town through, 
And never a child awake but you. 

Child. Mother, mother, speak low in my ear 

Some of the things are so great and near, 

Some are so small and far away, 

I have a fear that I cannot say. 

What have I done, and what do I fear, 

And why are you crying, mother dear? 

Mother. Out in the city, sounds begin; 

Thank the kind God, the carts come ml 
An hour or two more and God is so kind. 
The day shall be blue in the window-blind, 
Then shall my child go sweetly asleep. 

And dream of the birds and the hills of sheep 


TO W. E. HENLEY 

THE year runs through her phases; rain and sun, 
Springtime and summer pass; winter succeeds; 

But one pale season rules the house of death. 
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HENRY JAMES 

Cold falls the imprisoned daylight; fell disease 
By each lean pallet squats, and pain and sleep 
Toss gaping on the pillows. 


But O thou! 

Uprise and take thy pipe. Bid music flow, 

Strains by good thoughts attended, like the spring 
The swallows follow over land and sea. 

Pain sleeps at once; at once, with open eyes, 
Dozing despair awakes. The shepherd sees 
His flock come bleating home; the seaman hears 
Once more the cordage rattle. Airs of home! 
Youth, love and roses blossom; the gaunt ward 
Dislimns and disappears, and, opening out. 

Shows brooks and forests, and the blue beyond 
Of mountains. 


Small the pipe; but O! do thou, 
Peak-faced and suffering piper, blow therein 
The dirge of heroes dead; and to these sick. 
These dying, sound the triumph over death. 
Behold! each greatly breathes; each tastes a joy 
Unknown before, in dying; for each knows 
A hero dies with him—though unfulfilled, 

Yet conquering truly—and not dies in vain. 

So is pain cheered, death comforted; the house 
Of sorrow smiles to listen. Once again— 

O thou, Orpheus and Heracles, the bard 
And the deliverer touch the stops again 1 


HENRY JAMES 

WHO comes to-night? We ope the doors in vain. 
Who comes? My bursting walls, can you contain 
The presences that now together throng 
Your narrow entry, as with flowers and song. 
As with the air of life, the breath of talk? 

Lo. how these fair immaculate women walk 
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WANDERING WILLIE 
Behind their jocund maker; and we see 
Slighted Dc Mauves, and that far different she, 
Gressie, the trivial sphynx; and to our feast 
Daisy and Barb and Chancellor (she not least.) 
With all their silken, all their airy kin, 

Do like unbidden angels enter in. 

But he, attended by these shining names, 

Comes (best of all) himself—our welcome James. 


WANDERING WILLIE 

HOME no more home to me, whither must I wander? 

Hunger my driver, I go where I must. 

Cold blows the winter wind over hill and heather; 

Thick drives the rain, and my roof is in the dust. 
Loved of wise men was the shade of my roof-tree 
The true word of welcome was spoken in the door 
Dear days of old, with the faces in the firelight, 

Kind folks of old, you come again no more. 


Home was home then, my dear, full of kindly faces. 

Home was home then, my dear, happy for the child^ 

Fire and the windows bright glittered on the moorland, 

Song, tuneful song, built a palace m the wild. 

Now, when day dawns on the brow of the moorland, 

Lone stands the house, and the chimney-stone is cold. 

Lone let it stand, now the friends are all departed, 

The kind hearts, the true hearts, that loved the place of old. 

Spring shall come, come again, calling up the moorfowl 
P Spr!ng shall bring the sun and rain, bring the bees and flowers, 

Red shall the heather bloom over hill and valley. 

Soft flow the stream through the even-flowing hours; 

Fair the day shine as it shone on my childhood— 

Fair shine the day on the house with open door; 

Birds come and cry there and twitter in the chimney— 

But I go forever and come again no more. 
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THE CELESTIAL SURGEON 


the spaewife 

O , I wad like to ken—to the beggar-wife says I— 

Why chops are guid to brander and nane sae guia to try. 
An’ siller, that’s sae braw to keep, is brawer still to gi’e. 

— It’s gey an’ easy spier in’, says the beggar-wife to me. 

O, I wad like to ken—to the beggar-wife says I_ 

Hoo a things come to be whaur we find them when we try. 
The lasses in their claes an’ the fishes in the sea. 

— It's gey an’ easy spierin’, says the beggar-wife to me. 

O, I wad like to ken—to the beggar-wife says I— 

Why lads are a’ to sell an’ lasses a’ to buy; 

An’ naebody for dacency but barely twa or three. 

— It’s gey an’ easy spierin’, says the beggar-wife to me. 

O, I wad like to ken—to the beggar-wife says I— 

Gin death’s as shiire to men as killin’ is to kye, 

Why God has filled the yearth sae fu’ o’ tasty things to pree. 
— It’s gey an’ easy spierin’, says the beggar-wife to me. 

O, I wad like to ken—to the beggar-wife says I— 

The reason o' the cause an’ the wherefore o’ the why, 

Wi’ monv anither riddle brings the tear into my e’e. 

— It’s gey an’ easy spierin’, says the beggar-wife to me. 


THE CELESTIAL SURGEON 

I F I have faltered more or less 
In my great task of happiness; 

If I have moved among my race 
And shown no glorious morning face; 
If beams from happy human eyes 
Have moved me not; if morning skies, 
Books, and my food, and summer rain 
Knocked on my sullen heart in vain:— 
Lord, thy most pointed pleasure take 
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REQUIEM 

And stab my spirit broad awake; 

Or, Lord, if too obdurate I, 

Choose thou, before that spirit die, 
A piercing pain, a killing sin, 

And to my dead heart run them ml 


REQUIEM 

UNDER the wide and starry sky. 
Dig the grave and let me lie. 
Glad did I live and gladly die, 

And I laid me down with a will. 


This be the verse you grave for me: 
Here he lies where he longed to be; 
Home is the sailor, home from sea, 
And the hunter home from the hill 
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